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Thb  proj^ress  of  science  ts  as  orderly  and 
determinflte  as  the  movements  of  the  placets, 
tbesolnr  Bystems.aRdlhe  celestial  Grmamente. 
It  is  regulated  by  laws  as  exact  and  irreaistible 
as  those  of  nstronomy,  optica,  or  chemistry ; 
Although  the  weather  of  onr  changeful  Eog- 
liah  atmosphere  nwy  not  appear  to  be  more 
fitful  and  capricious,  that  is  to  say,  at  first 
sight  and  to  the  uninBtracted  eye.  To  put 
it  more  logically,  both  the  uncrowded  pro- 
cession of  nature,  and  Ihe  triumphaat  march 
of  discovery,  are  the  expression  and  the 
procUmation  of  the  ideas  or  unwritten  laws 
of  development,  which  they  respectively  em- 
body. It  is  only  by  a  bold  figure  of  speech, 
drawn  from  the  mdm  of  humui  freedom  and 
fallibility  before  the  nnlidded  eye  of  con- 
science, that  those  phenomenal  ongoings  (of 
nature  and  science,  namely)  can  properly  be 
•aid  to  obey  their  several  lawa  of  evolution. 


(  Atugabe, 

mii  BeridUifiMgt*  tuHf  UtttrarUthn  ZtUdtten 
reruhem  von  J.  Bounbailm,  Band  L  Lsipde, 
1M4. 
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Where  it  is  impossible  to  disobey,  it'is  also 
impossible  to  obey.  Things  do  not,  there- 
fore, obey  the  law  of  necessity  or  omnipo- 
tence :  they  represent,  maidfest,  incorporate, 
reveal,  or  show  it  forth  ;  as  the  whole  phyai- 
ogDomy  of  a  man  (could  it  but  be  understood) 
is  nothing  less  than  an  express  and  admirable 
picture  of  "  the  spirit  of  a  man  that  is  in 
him."  Be  the  worth  of  this  distinction  in 
the  present  connection  what  it  may,  how- 
ever, it  is  Assuredly  a  centred  and  standing 
law  that  the  very  opposition,  which  is  always 
being  offered  to  the  advancement  of  truth, 
whether  by  uncongenial  circumstance  or  in- 
considerate man,  is  overruled  by  principles 
as  fixed,  if  not  yet  so  calculable,  as  those 
disturbing  forces  that  systematiaally  retard 
the  flight  of  Kncke's  comet,  or  drag  big  Nep- 
tane  from  his  solar  orbit.  Both  the  new  in- 
vestigator and  his  hinderers  may  rest  assured, 
that  they  unconsciously  conspn«  at  onoe  to 
hasten  and  to  steady  the  career  of  science. 
The  discoverer,  in  good  sooth,  who  knows 
this  so  truly  as  to  live  on  the  belief  of  it,  as 
the  religion  of  his  inqnirinjr  sonl,  aanihllates 
obstmclJon  and  enmity.  Everything  is  then 
propitions  to  the  fulGlMwit  of  kia  vocation : 
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his  own  defects,  his  exaggerated  single  fac- 
ulty, his  unprovided  wants,  perhaps  his  Nes- 
sus'  shirt  of  a  bodily  organization,  evil  daya 
and  evil  tongues,  and  all  the  elements  of 
seeming  ill  are  on  his  side :  his  proud  op- 
pressors are  nowhere  to  be  found,  for  all 
men  are  his  friends,  although  they  know  it 
not! 

The  order  of  succession,  in  which  the  nat- 
ural sciences  (for  here  is  no  question  concern- 
ing logic  and  the  mathematics,  much  less 
concerning  philosophy  proper)  have  made 
their  appearance  in  the  course  of  human 
progress  towards  Paradise  Regained,  has 
largely  depended  on  the  relations  of  their 
several  objects  to  the  person  and  resources 
of  man ;  that  is  to  say,  considering  such  suc- 
cession as  a  thing  quite  apart  from  the  inter- 
nal development  of  those  sciences,  taken 
severally  or  together.  The  parts  of  nature 
are  not  equally  near,  nor  yet  equally  accessi- 
ble to  him,  standing  on  this  planetary  orb 
and  beholding  the  sun  and  moon,  nay,  the 
vast  majority  of  things,  deploying  before  him 
according,  not  to  the  truth  of  even  phenom- 
enal reality,  but  to  that  of  mere  seeming. 
Seeing  nothing  as  it  really  is,  but  on  the 
contrary  everything  nearly  upside  down,  as 
if  he  were  standing  on  his  head,  it  behooved 
him  to  grasp  at  anything  in  the  beginning  of 
his  scientific  existence.  Thus  the  mechanics 
of  those  palpable  forms,  which  more  imme- 
diately surround  and  wiihstnnd  or  help  him, 
was  naturally  brought  to  something  like 
perfection  (always  meaning  perfection  of 
method,  not  of  invention  or  application)  be- 
fore it  was  possible  to  apply  the  same  instru- 
mentality, as  had  been  brought  to  bear  upon 
such  problems  with  success,  to  the  distant 
and  majestic  mechanism  of  the  solar  system. 
Even  so  lately  as  the  time  of  Newton,  the 
sublime  divinations  and  hypothetical  demon- 
strations of  Kepler  had  to  be  postponed,  by 
a  stricter  logic,  to  the  celebrated  mechanical 
experiment,  which  yielded  both  the  idea  and 
the  ratio  of  the  law  of  gravitation.  That 
jDemorable  apparatus,  with  the  seconds* 
pendulum  and  the  falling  weight,  was  noth- 
ing less  than  the  desiderated  fulcrum  of  our 
own  Archimedes,  who  lifted  the  astronomy 
of  Copernicus,  Galileo,  and  John  Kepler 
with  his  lever,  and  placed  it  once  for  all 
where  it  now  rests  for  ever.  It  was  after 
the  development  of  mechanics,  and  through 
the  mediation  of  a  mechanical  experiment, 
that  the  Copernican  system  became  the 
model  of  knowledge,  capable  of  indefinite 
growth,  though  not  susceptible  of  essential 
change ;  consummate  in  method,  unfinished 


only  in  extent,  a  perfect  science,  and  the 
only  true  Work  without  a  Peer*  in  all  the 
world  of  modem  discovery. 

It  was  just  as  naturally  that  chemistry 
followed  in  the  train  of  physical  astronomy. 
Long  before  Dalton  it  had  been  apprehended 
that  the  constituent  particles  of  the  sensible 
forms,  at  least  of  planetary,  or  rather  of  ac- 
cessible matter,  are  in  reality  the  agents  and 
the  patients  of  all  chemical  mutations,  not- 
withstanding the  apparent  phenomenon  of 
mass  incorporating  with  mass.  Newton,  not 
to  mention  the  abstract  hypotheses  of  Leib- 
nitz and  Boscovich,  who  were  not  veritable 
chemists  like  our  discoverer,  Newton  him- 
self, after  having  risen  from  experimental 
mechanics  to  astronomical  computations, 
came  down  with  all  the  swoop  and  force  of 
analogy  upon  the  interior  nature  of  those 
sensible  forms,  from  the  dynamical  laws  of 
which  he  had  mounted  to  the  theory  of  the 
solar  system.f  He  conceived  that  the  chem- 
ical propensity  of  one  body  for  another  con- 
sists in  the  attraction  of  the  particles  of  the 
former  for  those  of  the  latter ;  pair  by  pair, 
like  the  earth  and  the  moon,  or  one  with 
more,  as  Jupiter  and  his  satellites :  and  also 
that,  when  a  compound  of  two  bodies  is  de- 
composed by  the  coming  of  a  third  into  the 
field  of  action,  it  is  because  the  particles  of 
the  new  substance  are  more  attractive  of  one 
and  more  repulsive  of  the  other  original  con- 
stituent, than  these  constituents  are  attract- 
ive of  each  other,  and  than  one  of  .them  is 
repulsive  of  the  intruding  body.  It  is  a 
question  of  attractions  and  n^pulsions:  tlie 
contest  lies  betwixt  the  sum  of  one  attraction 
and  repulsion,  and  the  sum  of  another  such 
pair  of  forces  :  the  victory  is  decided  by  the 

*  Stabl  ioBcribed  the  '*  Pbysica  Subterranea "  of 
Beccher  with  the  lofty  phrase—*'  Opus  einh  Parili.*' 
And,  oertes,  it  was  as  wonderful  a  piece  of  creation, 
half  brought  out  of  its  chaos,  as  the  history  of  science 
can  show: — but  the  Gopernico-Newtonian  astrono- 
my is  of  another  order  of  thing  I 

f  It  seems  to  be  understood  that  those  Newtonian 
M3S.,  which  were  burned  by  the  overturning  of  a 
lights  contained  the  results  of  prolonged  experimen- 
tations in  chemistry,  the  reigning  monarch  of  as- 
tronomy having  even  dared  to  dream  of  conquests 
in  that  new  world,  of  such  a  nature  as  is  scouted 
by  the  Grahams  and  Liebigs  of  this  bitter-beer- 
drinking  generation.  Was  anything  lost  in  these 
flames  t  Toaay  Tes,  were  to  arraign  Providence, 
or,  at  least,  the  kamionia  pneMtabiliiata ;  to  say 
No,  were  almost  to  insult  ihe  memory  of  the  as- 
tronomer-chemists Diamond,  Diamond,  little  wot- 
tedst  thou,  when  thou  didst  lift  thy  leg,  that  all  the 
water  in  thy  body  could  not  quench  the  fire,  nor 
all  the  blood  in  it  pay  the  damages  t  They  Bay- 
that  Newton  never  had  the  heart  to  resume  his 
idchemical-atomio  studiea 
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mere  weight  of  numbers,  representing  anaounts 
of  force.      Such  was  Sir  Isaac's  theory  of 
chemistry  :  and  it  needs  only  be  added,  that 
this  is  the  origin  of  that  tenet  of  the  Lavoi- 
sierian  chemistry  (more  expressly  brought 
out  by  Fourcroy,  but  still  implicitly  held  in 
the  science)  which  identifies  the  attraction 
of  cohesion  between  equal  and  similar  parti- 
cles, such  as  two  sulphurs,  and  the  attraction 
of  aflSnity  between  a  pair  of  unequal  and  dis- 
similar particles,  such  as  a  sulphur  and  a 
hydrogen,  the  constituents  of  hydrosulphuric 
acid.     Be  that  tenet  the  truth  of  nature,  or 
one  of  those  misconceptions  which  are  so 
often  permitted  at  once  to  speed  and  to  check 
the  progress  of  human  science,  such  was 
Newton^  notion  of  affinity  in  those  early 
days ;  but,  so  far  as  can  now  be  known,  he 
made  nothing  of  it  as  an  organon  of  discov- 
ery.    The  master  of  astronomy  and  the  cre- 
ator of  optics,  he  does  not  appear  to  have 
done  anything  for  concrete  chemistry,  his 
laboratory  notwithstanding:   always  saving 
and  excepting  his  conjecture  that  the  dia- 
mond should  be  combustible  because  it  is 
a  strong  refractor,  a  prosperous  guess  which 
it  is  customary  to  extol  as  sagacious,  in  spite 
of  the  notorious  fact  that  there  are  stronger 
refractors  than  that  crystalline  carbon,  which 
are  not  combustible  a  whit !     Its  combusti- 
bility has  no  connection  with  its  refractive 
power,  in  fact :  and,  though  the  hypothesis 
was  not  atrociously  inconsequent  when  it  was 
made,  it  is  as  ridiculous  as  illogical  to  admire 
it  now.     It  was  just  one  of  those  countless 
little  strokes  of  fortune,  which  are  constantly 
befalling  the  man  of  genius  and  industry. 
In  the  game  of  discovery,  long  and  difficult 
though  it  is.  Nature  always  gives  her  darling 
loaded  dice,  because  she  will  have  him  win 
the  day.     But  Isaac  Newton  has  almost  be- 
come the  mythical  man  or  demigod  of  Brit- 
ish science,  owing  partly  to  the  assault  of 
Voltaire,  partly  to  the  lofty  rhymes  of  Thom- 
son, partly  to  the  clangorous  eloquence  of 
Chalmers,  yet  chiefly  and  all  but  entirely,  to 
the  overwhelming  conceptions  with   which 
his  very  name  amases  the  mind :  and  one  of 
the  consequences  is,  that  all  sorts  of  trum- 
pery stories  about  falling  apples,  as  well  as 
every  kind  of  encomium,  may  be  heaped  with 
impunity  on  the  Atlantean  shoulders  of  "  the 
incomparable  Mr.  Newton,"  now  that  the 
shade  is  divinized  !    If  nil  niti  bonum  is  to 
be  written  on  the  tomb  of  the  vulgar  dead, 
after  all ;  what  shall  men  not  say  or  sing,  if 
so  please  their  uncrowned  majesties,  at  the 
shrines  of  the  immortals ! 
The  discoveries  of  the  astronomers  sug- 


gested to  Torbem  Bergman  (better  known  now 
as  the  discoverer  of  8cheele  the  discoverer, 
than  by  anything  he  achieved  in  chemistry, 
yet  a  much-accomplished  man  of   science) 
the  thought  of  applying  the  mathematics  to 
the  illustration  of  chemical  movements.  Could 
not  the  relations  of  those  orbicles  of  matter, 
called  atoms  or  particles,  be  measured  and 
asigned  by  geometry,  in  \he  same  manner  as 
the  relations  of  those  orbs,  called  heavenly 
bodies  or  globes  ?    The  same  question  occur- 
red to  Buffon :  but  both  the  Swedish  chemist 
and  the   French    naturalist  gave  over    this 
monition  of  their  genius  as  impracticable; 
and  that  for  the  same  so-called  reason,  name- 
ly,  because  they  supposed  (not  knew,  but 
thought   they   knew)   that  the  particles  of 
seubible  matter  (say,  of  a  stone  or  a  water- 
drop)  are  so  vastly  near  each  other,  though 
demonstrably  not  in  contact,  as  that  their 
shapes  come  into  the  geometrical  question, 
and  vex  it  with  hopeless  perplexity.     In  con- 
nection with  the  mineralogical  theory  of  the 
day,  the  shapes  of  particles  were  deemed  to 
be  as  numerous  as  their  kinds,  and  as  pictur- 
esque as  the  crystals  in  a  museum :  so  that  it 
was  an  anachronism  to  speak  of  atoms  as 
orhicles  in  the  last  sentence,  but  it  was  in* 
tentional ;  for  it  is  our  present  business,  as  it 
is  our  pleasure,  to  strip  these  things  of  their 
technicality,  and  to  present  them  in  as  broad 
and  human  an  aspect  as  possible,  for  the 
sake  of  the  stranger  in  those  parts  of  study. 
Let  it  be  clearly  understood  then,  that  it  was 
not  till  such  conceptions  of  the  material  for- 
ces (as  had  almost  kindled  Bergman  into 
another  Newton,  as   has  just  been  seen!) 
had  been  fairly  shed  into  the  scientific  mind 
of  Europe,  that  chemistry  was  able  to  assert 
itself  with  effect  and  emphasis,  as  a  member 
of  the  Holy  Alliance  of  the  Positive  Sciences 
in   Europe.     Scheele,  Priestley,  Cavendish, 
Black,  and  LxvoisiEa,  were  the  successors  of 
Sir  Torbem  and  his  feckless  compeers;  and, 
ever  since  their  achievements,  their  science 
has  grown  bigger  and  bigger  with  unborn 
progeny.     Every  ten   years  or  so,  it  gets 
more  deeply  inwrought  with  the  greater  in- 
terests of  mankind.     Already  it  creates  end- 
less manufactories;  already  it  tills  the  ground: 
and  it  prepares  to  cast  its  light  into  the  sub- 
terranean physics  (to  borrow  the   title  of 
Beccher's  Chaotic  Opus)  of  geology,  and 
into  the  still  more  secret  physics  of  pbysio- 
^^S7*  pathology,   therapeutics;    all  its  gifts 
and    promises    being,    even   ostentatiously, 
fraught  with  practical   benefit^  and   inten- 
tions.    In  short,  notwithstanding  the  prowess 
of  Herschell  and  the  astronomers,  or  of  Oil- 
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vier  and  the  natnralists,  afid  notwithstandiiig 
the  presence  of  such  questioners  as  Maedler 
and  Owen,  chemistry  is  the  science  of  the 
century;  and  that,  not  by  any  means  for 
what  has  yet  been  done  or  conceived  in  it,  nor 
yet  for  the  unprecedented  conquests  which 
the  chemists  are  making  ready  to  attempt 
with  success,  but  because  there  are  sciences 
at  work,  which  cann()t  advance  a  step  farther 
(we  do  not  say  in  mere  breadth,  but)  in  depth, 
until  this  emroently  terrestrial  (yet  cosmical 
and  ideal)  science  be  carried  nearer  its  per- 
fection. 

Of  such  sort,  then,  is  the  circumstantially 
determined  succession  of  the  sciences ; — me* 
chanics,  astronomy,  chemistry.  It  is  not  our 
cue  to  trace  this  part  of  scientific  hbtory 
more  curiously,  as,  for  instance,  to  show  the 
circumstantial  relation  of  optics  to  mechanics 
and  astronomy  ;  nor  to  follow  it  any  farther 
up,  as  by  exhibiting  the  dependence  of  phy- 
siology on  chemistry,  of  psycholi^  on  phy- 
siology, and  so  forth,  until  the  full  develop- 
ment of  the  natural,  and  partly  natural  scien- 
ces (at  least  in  method)  shall  render  it  pos- 
mble  for  philosophy  to  evolve  a  many-sided 
doctrine  of  man.  These  illustrations  will 
auffice  for  the  indication  of  this  second  and 
more  superficial,  but  equally  unfailing  law, 
of  the  history  of  science.  It  is  a  third  and 
still  more  interesting  historic  law,  connected 
with  the  origin  and  growth  of  many  of  our 
jnodern  ideas  in  science,  that  the  Atomic 
Theory  brings  into  view. 

It  is  certainly  the  most  provocative  and 
wonderful  thing  in  the  history  of  positive 
knowledge,  that  many  of  the  best  results  of 
modem  science  were  anticipated,  some  four 
jor  five  centuries  before  Christ,  by  the  physio- 
logical and  other  schooU  of  Greek  or  £gy  pto- 
Qrecian  philosophy.  They  did  not,  indeed, 
propose  to  draw  forth  some  precious  and  un- 
heard-of combustible  airs  from  the  olive-oils 
.of  their  country-groves,  and  send  them  all 
through  Athens  in  a  system  of  arterial  tubes, 
to  illuminate  the  city  of  Minerva  when  Dian 
should  be  resting  frcmi  the  labors  of  the 
chase ;  nor  to  cross  the  Hellespont,  or  tempt 
the  broad  ^gean  in  fantastic  barges  rowed 
by  fire  and  water ;  nor  to  whisper  words  of 
amity  to  their  allies,  defiance  to  their  eneaiie8» 
swifter  far  than  the  flight  of  a  dove  to  h^r 
mate,  through  the  invisible  hollows  of  a  cop- 
per-wire; nor  to  dash  strange  metals  out  of 
marble  and  natron  by  means  of  subterranean 
levin-brands,  filched  from  the  carriers  of  Vul- 
can on  their  way  to  the  heaven  of  Jupiter 
Tonans;  nor  to  make  a  hundred  complex 
ealenlations  of  the  disturbing  foroea  eaerted 


by  one  huge  planet  on  another ;  nor  to  go 
and  seek  another  hemisphere,  or  make  experi- 
ments with  electron  at  the  North  Pole  ;  nor 
to  dig  extinguished  worlds  of  animation  from 
the  laminated  hide  of  the  old  Earth  ;  nor  yet 
to  sprinkle  the  ground  with  urine  and  the  far- 
fetched dung  of  monstrous  birds.  It  was 
never  in  the  divining,  the  excavation,  and  the 
intellectual  manipulation  of  the  concrete  facts 
of  nature  that  they  came  before,  excelled,  or 
even  equalled  the  men  of  renovated  Christen- 
dom. In  the  art  of  experiment,  and  in  try- 
ing to  find  his  way  with  untripped  step  among 
details,  the  Greek  was  as  feeble  as  a  child : 
whereas  m  the  sphere  of  ideas  and  vast  gen* 
eral  conceptions,  as  well  as  in  the  fine  art  of 
embodying  such  universals  and  generalities  in 
beautiful  and  appropriate  symbols,  it  is  not  a 
paradox  to  say  that  he  was  sometimes  strong- 
er than  a  man.  Could  old  Leucippus,  or  De- 
metrius of  Abeleea,  or,  better  still,  that  vaga- 
bond philosophical  quidnunc,  Apollonius  the 
Tyanean,  be  resuscitated  now,  carried  from 
Vienna  to  Paris,  from  Paris  to  metrocosmical 
London,  and  shown  all  the  contents  and  on- 
goings and  aims  of  their  myriad  museums,  lar 
boratories,  observatories,  studies,  libraries, 
and  ofiioinums,  the  antique  scholar  might 
well  be  as  much  bewildered  and  overawed  as 
any  African  convert,  or  steadfast  Indian  * 
chief,  fresh  from  the  wilds — but  let  some  all- 
eloquent  Coleridge,  or  logical  Hamilton,  or, 
better  still  again,  some  all- conceiving  and 
ideal  Goethe,  take  the  venerable  Ghost  to  his 
quiet  chamber,  and  there  expound  the  funda- 
mental ideas  and  largest  conceptions  of  all 
thoee  arts  and  sciences,  perhaps  beginning  at 
the  Atomic  Theory,  or  the  Law  of  Polarity, 
the  Ancient  might  (just  as  well)  break  in  on 
the  discourse,  profess  he  knew  it  all  before, 
and  vanish  contented  to  his  early  haunt  Not 
that  all  the  broad  and  general  conceptions  of 
positive  science  were  foreknown  (and  therein 
predicted)  by  pre-Christian  thinkers  and 
seers,  but  so  many  of  the  capital  points  of 
modem  theory  did  actually  constitute  prin- 
cipal elements  oi  the  Greek  idea  of  nature,  as 
to  arrest  and  astonish  the  historical  inquirer 
at  almost  every  turn ;  and  it  is  really  not 
wonderful  that  our  fonder  Hellenists,  living 
with  reverted  eye  upon  the  men  of  that  most 
fioscinating  past,  and  refusing  to  be  comforted 
because  they  are  not,  swear  like  hisulted  lov- 
ers at  the  present  unoffending  age,  and  claim 
all  onr  discoveries,  forsooth,  for  the  silent 
gods  of  their  idolatry !  The  peculiar  circum- 
stance attending  our  rediscovery  ci  their  old 
troths,  is  the  fact  of  our  having  reached  the 
aommila  in  qnestion  by  a  long  eonrse  of  ob- 
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«enration  and  stniBt  indocUon,  climbing  everj 
8iep  of  the  atoent  slowly  and  surely,  while 
ilic^  sprang  to  the  tops  of  thought  at  one 
bound,  namely,  from  the  standing-ground  of 
the  most  obvious  facts  at  the  very  foot  of  the 
mountain-range  set  before  them  and  us. 
Happily,  the  immense  labors  of  our  modem 
method  are  accompiinied  at  every  step,  rich- 
ly compensated,  and  even  glorified,  by  the 
most  marvellous  discoveries  of  every  kind, 
else  its  noble  toils  might  have  been  too  great 
for  mortafl  man  to  undergo.  It  takes  four- 
teen years  to  make  out  a  new  fact  that  is 
worth  while,  said  a  living  chemist  of  the  true 
Baconian  genius,  on  an  occasion  in  point  some 
years  ago ;  and  every  discoverer  in  the  world, 
whose  wealth  of  experience  is  not  of  yester- 
day, would  assuredly  indorse  the  note  ; — but 
what  a  strange  contrast  does  the  thing  pre- 
sent to  the  swift  improvisations  of  those  pa- 
triarchal grandsires  of  the  present  race  of  in- 
quireni!  The  maximum  of  concrete  labor 
and  working  talent,  with  as  much  genius  as 
can  be — is  the  formula  of  the  latter:  the 
maximum  of  genius  and  daring,  with  as  little 
experience  as  possible-— was  that  of  the  for- 
mer. For  example,  Democritus  and  Emped- 
ocles  foresaw  those  things  at  once,  but  it  was 
"  as  in  a  glass  darkly,  whiqh  Dalton  and 
Faraday,  or  rather  large  companies  of  crafts- 
men represented  by  these  great  names,  have 
slowly  and  painfully  brought  out  to  the  sur- 
face, flooding  their  every  secret  part  with  the 
blessed  common  light  of  day  :  and  now  they 
are  as  minute  and  true  as  a  daguerreotype, 
without  losing  a  single  line  of  their  old  gran- 
deur of  aspect.  The  reference  is  made,  in 
this  instance,  to  the  four  elemental  forms  of 
material  manifestation — solid,  liquid,  aerial, 
and  imponderable  or  dynamidal :  and  to  the 
Atomic  Theory  of  the  three  sensible  forms  of 
wach  manifestation :  nor  could  a  better  illus- 
tration of  the  species  of  historical  nexus  now 
under  discussion,  (namely,  that  which  subsists 
between  the  divinations  of  the  Egypto-Gre- 
oian  foreworld  and  the  generalizations  of  the 
Christian  afterworld  of  human  science)  be 
anywhere  found  than  the  history  of  this  Ato- 
mic Theory  in  its  two  movements,  before  the 
Coming  of  Christ,  and  since  that  Beginning 
of  Days.  After  a  quick  glance  into  the  idea 
of  that  Theory  as  it  made  its  appearance  on 
those  fertile  shores  where  Apollo,  being  a  god 
and  the  son  of  a  god,  condescended  to  men 
of  lowly  spirit,  and  kept  the  sheep  of  Adme- 
tus,  making  music  as  ne  went,  we  may  con- 
sider it  to  more  advantage  in  its  outward  de- 
velopments, now  that  it  has  sprouted  anew, 
grown  up  as  woodroosly  as  the  parabdio  I 


mustard-seed  of  the  evang^elist,  and  spread 
far  and  wide  over  the  cultivated  fields  of 
Christendom. 

It  would  appear  that  some  sort  of  doctrine, 
conceiving  of  sensible  matter  as  being  pro- 
duced or  constituted  by  the  concourse  of  sub- 
stantial or  underljing  atoms,  not  touching 
(but  moving  more  or  less  freely  about)  one 
another,  was  very  early  promulgated  among 
the  ancient  Hindoos ;  and  that  in  logical  op- 
position to  the  extreme  Idealism  which  has 
always  predominated  in  the  East.  If  the 
opinion  of  some  critics  be  correct,  that  the 
monads  of  Pythagoras  were  endowed  with 
corporeity  or  bodily  presence,  it  is  probable 
that  a  similar  tenet  was  discussed  by  the  ini- 
tiates of  the  old  Egyptian  mysteries  also ; — 
and  that  (it  is  almost  certain)  in  the  same  an- 
tithesis, namely,  in  contest  with  that  inborn 
Idealism,  which  has  never  been  able  to  die 
out  of  the  world  of  speculative  thought,  not- 
withstanding its  doing  such  violence  to  the 
common  notions  of  us  Christianized,  western, 
and  world-subduing  Teutonic  Tribes,  as  to 
take  all  the  phenomena  of  nature  for  nothing 
but  the  CO- instantaneous  shapings  of  the 
spirit. 

That  aspect  of  the  Atomic  Theory,  how- 
ever, which  is  under  view  at  present,  origin- 
ated in  the  skeptical  and  penetrating  soul  of 
Democritus,  the  successor  of  Empedocles  in 
the  physiological  or  second  movement  of 
Greek  Philosophy, — if  the  reader  will  permit 
the  whole  effort  of  that  national  intellect, 
from  Thales  down  to  its  dual  consummation 
in  Aristotle  and  Plato,  to  be  di^ified  by 
courtesy  (like  the  family  of  a  pnnce)  with 
that  aristocratic  and  all-exclusive  style  and 
title.  It  was  the  teeming  head  of  Democri- 
tus that  first  conceived  of  the  proposition,  for 
instance,  that  a  pebble  from  the  brook  is  not 
a  blank  extended  substance  or  dead  stone  (as 
it  seems  to  the  bodily  eye,  and  as  it  always 
remaind  to  the  judgment  of  common  sense, 
like  the  Yellow  Primrose  of  Peter  Bell),  but 
a  palpable  thing  resulting  from  the  congre- 
gation of  multitudes  of  atoms,  or  particles  in- 
capable of  being  broken  to  pieces,  as  the  stone 
is  broken  when  dashed  against  a  rock,  or 
worn  to  powder  by  friction  with  its  neigh- 
bors. It  was  the  secondary,  but  co-essential 
half  of  this  definition,  that  these  co-aggre- 
gated and  constituent  atoms  of  the  stone  are 
not  in  contact  with  one  another,  albeit  that 
human  eyesight  is  not  fine  enough  to  see  the 
spaces  between  them.  This  marvellous  view 
(for  marvellous  it  was  and  still  is,  although 
npw  as  trite  as  the  dust  under  foQC\  ^sa^^ 
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bably  the  lineal  offspring  of  his  earlier 
thought,  to  wit,  that  the  Milky  Way  (hitherto 
sacred  to  the  white  feet  of  down-coming  ffods 
and  the  heaven-scaling  heroes)  is  no  blank 
extensive  show  of  far-spread  light,  but  the 
unique  resultant  of  multitudinous  heaps  of 
stars,  so  distant  and  so  crowded  in  their  sin- 
gle plane  of  vision  (though  as  free  of  one  an- 
other as  kings,  in  reality)  as  to  render  the  in- 
terspaces undistinguisbable  by  the  sight  of 
man  or  lynx.  The  astronomical  illustration 
of  Professor  Niohol  applies  to  the  crystal- 
stone  as  well  as  to  the  firmament : — Across 
some  vast  American  lake,  the  forest-farmer 
is  accustomed  to  see  the  mass  of  forest  over 
against  his  log- hut  as  if  it  were  some  vast 
and  silent  and  solid  shadow  on  the  shore, 
"  some  boundless  contiguity  of  shade ;"  but 
he  knows,  with  the  same  certainty  as  he 
knows  his  homestead,  that  it  is  in  reality  a 
vast,  clamorous^  and  unresting  assembly  of 
trees,  standing  respectfully  apart.  Democri- 
tus  had  possibly  also  observed  how  the  com- 
mon stars  of  night  are  brought  out,  into  visi- 
bility, eve.i  on  ihe  midday  sky,  when  looked 
at  from  the  depths  of  a  pit ;  and  one  might 
venture  to  suppose  this  to  have  been  the  ori- 
gin of  that  famous  proverb  of  his,  in  which 
truth  was  represented  as  lying  in  wait  at  the 
bottom  of  a  well.  Such,  at  all  events,  and 
so  truly  sublime  as  well  as  true,  were  two  of 
the  great  conceptions  in  which  the  disciple 
of  Leucippus  showed  the  lucidity  with  which 
he  had  seized  the  perceptions  of  his  master, 
that  the  truth  of  appearance  in  Nature  is  not 
the  truth  of  reality,  and  also  that  the  latter 
has  to  be  eliminated  from  the  former  by  the 
afterthought  of  science. 

It  is  to  b 3  understood,  then,  in  the  mean- 
time, that  the  Atomic  Theory  of  Democri- 
tus,—- elaborated  by  Epicurus  into  a  system 
of  natural-legal  atheism  (not  without  a  sub- 
lime aspect  of  its  own),  and  so  set  to  mo- 
notonous, but  eloquent  music  by  Lucretius 
towards  the  nighttall  of  that  long  day  ;  re- 
peated and  consolidated  by  Anaxagoras,  in 
his  holding  that  every  particular  kind  of  sen- 
sible matter  has  its  particular  shape  and  size 
of  constituent  particles,  or  its  own  homoo- 
meric  parts ;  somewhat  heedlessly  retained 
by  Plato,  who  treats  with  complacency  of 
the  atoms  of  the  elements  as  so  many  differ- 
ent shapes  cut  off,  or  assumed  by,  the  one 
First  Matter  or  primordial  stuff  of  nature ; 
and,  finally,  contended  against  by  th^^^ho- 
roughgoing  {geometers  ;-^for  the  most  part 
stood  in  opposition,  not  to  any  form  of  ideal- 
ism, but  to  the  counter-tenet  that  the  sensi- 
ble matter  of  common  experience  is  always 


to  be  considered  as  being  infinitely  divisible, 
and  that  by  the  very  nature  of  those  mathe- 
matical ideas  or  archetypes  which  stand  em- 
bodied in  creation.  It  was  in  conflict  with 
the  notion  of  the  endless  divisibility  of  ma- 
terial substances,  also,  that  the  buried  and 
forgotten  Atomic  Theory  was  revived  by  the 
Cartesians ;  and,  likewise,  that  Dalton  suf- 
fered it  to  be  placed  by  more  than  one  of  his 
earlier  opponents,  to  say  nothing  now  of  his 
applauding  judges  and  disciples,  even  of  the 
lasest  dates. 

The  gist  of  the  argument  urged  by  the 
mathematicians  against  the  Atomic  Theory, 
as  thus  put  in  antagonism  to  the  theory  of 
the  infinite  divisibility,  was  just  this: — ^What- 
soever possesses  length,  breadth,  thickness 
(whatsoever  has  dimensions,  in  short),  is  es- 
sentially and  mathematically  divisible,  that  is 
to  say,  can  be  supposed  to  be  halved,  the 
halves  halved  again,  and  so  forth  forever : — 
a  thing  most  true,  if  that  had  only  been  the 
right  method  of  considering  the  point  under 
inquisition,  which  it  certainly  was  not  The 
reiterated  argument  of  the  Atomicians,  from 
Democrittts  down  to  Newton,  was  something 
like  the  following  plea : — ^If  the  invbible  but 
extant  particles,  composing  the  framework  of 
sensible  matter,  were  not  adamantine  and 
perdurable,  but  divisible,  they  should  wax 
old  and  crumbling,  perhaps  yet  cracked,  and 
the  nature  of  the  bodily  shapes  depending 
on  their  agglutination  be  thereby  changed, 
whereas,  air,  earth,  and  water  are  as  full  and 
fair  as  ever.  "  Water  and  earth,''  said  Kew- 
ton  himself,  "  composed  of  old  worn  parti- 
cles would  not  be  of  the  same  .nature  and 
texture  now  with  water  and  earth  composed 
of  entire  particles  at  the  beginning.  And, 
therefore,  that  nature  may  be  lasting,  the 
changes  of  corporeal  things  are  to  be  placed 
only  in  the  various  separations  and  new  as- 
sociations and  motions  of  these  permanent 
particles,  sensible  bodies  being  apt  to  break, 
not  in  the  midst  of  solid  particles,  but  where 
those  particles  are  laid  together,  and  touch 
in  a  few  points."  It  is  the  old  argument, 
enlarged  by  the  chemical  and  astronomical 
notions  of  "  new  associations  and  motions ;" 
and  nothing  but  an  argument  it  was,  any 
more  than  the  geometrical  flourish  just  re- 
corded for  the  thousand  and  first  time. 

The  first  thing  that  strikes  the  modern 
critic,  no  thanks  to  him,  but  all  to  his  posi- 
tion (won  for  him  by  those  contending  pre- 
decessors) is  the  now  patent  fact  that  the 
disputants  did  not  argue  in  answer  to  one 
another  at  all.  The  mathematicians  came 
dowQ»  and  that  with  a  vengeance,  from  the 
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idea  of  space  to  the  fact  of  nature :  the  phy- 
sicists struck  right  up  from  the  fact  of  na- 
ture to  the  idea  of  space :  and  therefore  they 
crossed  swords  without  touching  one  another. 
A  hit  was  impossible  betwixt  them.  Although 
they  stood  opposed  to  one  another,  they  stood 
aside,  and  each  tough t  his  own  shadow : — an 
easy  foeman,  because  dealing  no  blows,  and 
yet  a  troublesome  combatant,  being  always 
ready  to  stand  up  to  another  play  of  arms. 
The  sophistication  of  the  mathematical  heads 
is  admirably  put  by  Henry  More,  our  own 
Platonizing  divine,  in  his  book  against  Athe- 
ism. "If  a  body  be  divisible  into  infinite 
parts,  it  has  infinite  extended  parts :  and,  if 
It  have  an  infinite  number  of  extended  parts, 
it  cannot  but  be  a  hard  mystery  to  the  im- 
agination of  man  that  infinite  extended  parts 
should  not  amount  to  one  whole  infinite  ex- 
tension :  and  thus  a  grain  of  mustard- seed 
would  be  as  well  infinitely  extended,  as  the 
whole  matter  of  the  universe ;  and  a  thou- 
sandth part  of  that  grain  as  well  as  the  grain 
itself.  Which  things,"  slyly  adds  the  quaint 
and  puzzling  Dominus,  "are  more  incon- 
ceivable than  anything  in  the  nature  of  a 
spirit." 

On  the  other  hand,  the  mere  special  plead- 
ing of  the  physiologists  (as  they  were  de- 
nominated, without  specific  reference  to  what 
are  now  called  physiological  studies)  is  put 
an  end  to,  as  at  once  unnecessary  and  not  to 
the  point,  by  the  more  elaborated  definitions 
of  modem  chemistry.  An  atom,  if  the  un- 
fortunate wor^  be  taken  in  its  literal  accepta- 
tion, is  a  thing  incapable  of  being  cut  into, 
bruised,  broken,  grayed,  or  otherwise  in- 
fringed upon ;  an  absolutely  solid  little  nu- 
cleus, an  incalculably  hard  kernel  of  infini- 
tesimally  (but  not  infinitely)  small  dimen- 
sions, an  indivisible  quodlibet :  and  that  by 
the  sovereign  will  of  the  maker  of  it,  or  by 
the  eternal  necessity  and  fitness  of  things, 
according  as  you  side  with  Parson  Adams  or 
Philosopher  Square.  Such  is  now  under- 
stood to  be  by  no  means  the  legitimate  defi- 
nition of  a  particle.  Retaining  the  old  and 
ever- venerable  term,  an  atom  is  a  vastly  lit- 
tle portion  of  matter  never  divided  in  the 
mechanical  and  chemical  operations  of  na- 
ture, any  more  than  a  sun  or  a  planet  is  ever 
divided  in  the  astronomical  processes  over- 
head; but  by  no  means  essentially  or  mathe- 
matically indivisible.  Then  there  are  com- 
pound atoms  (or  atomic  systems)  as  there 
are  compound  stars  or  stellar  systems, — the 
terrestrial,  the  Jovian,  the  (Iranian,  the  solar 
systems,  and  so  forth.  An  atom  or  particle 
of  marble  is  indivisible  by  any  such  mechani- 


cal instrumentation  as  is  capable  of  dividing 
a  piece  of  marble,  made  up  as  it  is  of  multi- 
tudes that  cannot  be  numbered  of  marble- 
atoms.  But  present  an  atom  of  potassa  to 
one  of  marble,  and  it  is  divided  at  once  ; — 
yet  not  into  two  bits,  only  into  its  ingredient 
simpler  atoms,  namely,  carbonic  acid,  which 
cleaves  to  the  intruding  potassa,  and  quick- 
lime, which  is  set  free.  It  is  precisely  as  if 
some  stronger  planet  were  brought  near 
enouffh  to  draw  the  moon  off  from  the  earth ; 
in  which  case  the  compound  stellar  unit, 
called  the  terrestrial  system,  composed  of  the 
earth  and  the  moon,  would  be  decomposed  : 
—only,  a  poor  little  planetary  artisan  like 
man  cannot  mix  up  celestial  systems,  and 
heat  the  mixture  in  a  furnace,  or  set  fire  to 
it  in  some  supersolar  atmosphere.  Again  t 
the  particles  of  neither  carbonic  acid  nor 
quicklime  are  simple  atomic  bodies.  Potassa 
cannot  divide  an  atom  of  lime  indeed,  but 
bring  potassium  (the  metal  of  which  potassa 
is  the  rust)  into  the  atomic  neighborhood  of 
quicklime,  and  its  particle  falls  with  ease  into 
two  simpler  atoms,  one  of  oxygen  which 
unites  with  the  potassium,  and  one  of  calci- 
um (the  metal  of  which  lime  is  only  the  rust 
or  oxyde)  which  is  set  free.  Were  it  but 
known,  beyond  the  reach  of  doubt,  that  the 
particles  of  the  so-called  elements  (oxygen, 
brimstone,  gold,  and  the  rest  of  them)  are 
really  elementary  or  simple,  it  might  be 
worth  while  to  confine  the  name  of  Atoms  to 
them,  and  to  call  all  compound  horaoomeric 
parts  by  the  name  of  Particles,  and  perhaps 
all  groups  of  particles  by  that  of  Molecules: 
but  it  is  not  known,  nay,  it  is  grievously 
doubted  by  many,  and  even  plainly  called 
in  question  by  more  than  one  good  man  and 
true;  so  that  Atoms  and  Particles  (if  not 
Molecules  too)  must  just  be  jumbled  together 
in  the  current  phraseology  a  little  longer,  at 
least  until  the  dawn  of  a  new  day  on  the  sci- 
ence. In  the  meantime,  the  proper  definition 
of  atoms  is  something  like  this : — they  are 
invisibly  small  pieces  of  matter,  constituting 
by  their  co-aggregation  under  the  force  of 
cohesion  the  sensible  forms  of  nature,  con- 
stituting by  their  combination  under  the 
force  of  affinity  the  compound  particles  of 
chemistry,  and  indivisible  (in  the  sense  of 
never  being  divided)  by  the  forces  which  di- 
vide their  aggregates  and  combinations.  No 
sort  rf  atoms  or  particles,  how  compound 
soever  they  may  be,  are  ever  divided  in  the 
mechanical  operations  of  nature ;  and  no 
simple  atoms  are  ever  divided  by  the  powers 
of  chemistry :  whence  the  attribute  of  Indi- 
visibility, as  it  is  asked  for  them  hypotheti- 
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callj  and  a  priori,  is  knt  U>  them  on  the 
credit  of  experience.  Atoms  are  not  essen- 
tially indivisible,  but  thej  are  never  divided : 
both  the  old  parties  were  wrong,  and  both 
of  them  were  right.  They  were  severally 
tight  in  what  they  affirmed,  and  wrong  in 
what  they  denied : — an  immensely  frequent, 
if  not  an  unfailing,  double  circumstance  in 
the  controversies  of  mankind.  Lavoisier 
affirmed  that  the  dephlogisticated  air  of 
Priestley  is  the  acidifying  principle,  denying 
the  property  to  other  principles ;  but  Davy 
soon  found  his  negation  wrong,  the  affirma- 
tive part  of  the  proposition  remaining  intact : 
oxygen  is  only  an  Acidifier,  and  that  was  all 
that  Nature  had  affirmed  to  Lavoisier !  It 
therefore  behoves  the  true  and  completed 
man  of  science  to  lay  down  no  exclusive  pro- 
positions. On  the  other  hand,  he  may  with- 
hold belief  from  the  affirmations  of  another : 
but  he  will  do  well  to  trample  nothing 
affirmative  under  foot,  to  reject  nothing  with 
an  empty  No. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  recur  to  the  atomic 
Tiews  of  the  Cartesians,  because  they  were 
dialectical  and  discursive,  not  experimental 
and  productive.  Nor  need  we  do  more  than 
merely  remember  that  it  was  Newton  who 
first  put  the  conception  of  atoms  into  clear 
hypothetical  connection  with  the  phenomena 
of  chemistry.  It  was  John  Dalton  that  im- 
parted enlargement^  vitality,  and  fertility  to 
the  pertinent  and  memorable  thought  of  the 
astronomer-royal  of  the  world.  That  arith- 
metician descried  a  principle  of  proportion 
lurking  among  the  incondite  mass  of  recorded 
chemical  analyses,  which  had  been  accumu- 
lating ever  since  the  introduction  of  the  ba- 
lance as  an  organ  of  chemical  discovery  by 
Lavoisier  (the  historical  successor  of  Stahl 
as  Stahl  was  the  historical  successor  of  Roger 
Bacon,  and  the  consolidator  of  Positive  Che- 
mistry), and  it  led  him  right  to  the  revival 
of  the  Newtonif^n  application  of  the  idea  of 
Democritus.  He  discovered  the  fact  of  de- 
finite proportions  in  chemical  combination  and 
decomposition.  Two  brothers  of  the  name 
of  Wenzel  had  well  nigh  anticipated  the  dis- 
covery by  1777,  but  only  within  a  very  small 
range  of  inquiry.  In  1792,  Richter  had  pur- 
sued their  conception  a  little  farther,  and  pub- 
lished tables  of  the  combining  ratios  of  cer- 
tain acids  and  bases.  But  Dalton  generalized 
the  indication  in  all  its  breadth,  and  rose  to 
its  dependence  on  the  Atomic  Theory  of  sen- 
sible forms.  Wollaston  and  the  late  erudite 
and  independent  Thomson  of  Glasgow  Col- 
lege were  his  earliest  converts  of  established 
reputation.    These  ingenuous  men,  followed 


by  Davy,  OayrLusaac,  and  BerBelius,  and  bjr 
the  whole  phalanx  of  the  chemists  of  IIm 
present  century,  quickly  carried  the  fact  of 
chemical  proportionals  (as  associated  with 
the  idea  of  the  homoomeric  constitution  of 
matter)  towards  its  consummation  through  a 
million  of  new  and  interesting  particulars,  and 
not  a  few  important  general  deductions :  and 
now  the  ancient  theorv  stands  embodied  in 
the  entire  fabric  of  an  absolutely  Post- Chris- 
tian and  most  practical  science.  Dalton  be- 
gan to  promulgate  his  views  towards  the 
close  of  the  first  decade  of  the  century  :  they 
were  probably  conceived  and  crescent  by  the 
beginning  of  it :  the  New  System  was  pub- 
lished in  1808-10.  Some  twenty  long  years 
after  that  historical  publication,  Daubeny,  the 
Oxford  professor,  rendered  its  fontal  thought 
familiar  to  the  English  student.  Turner  ex- 
plained it  in  a  shorter  and  more  popular  es- 
say. Berzelius'  large  Treatise,  and  all  the 
minor  text-books,  up  to  the  latest  manual  of 
Organic  Chemistry,  are  so  many  elaborate 
illustrations  of  the  fact  of  chemical  propor- 
tionals, and  of  the  Atomic  Theory  of  Demo- 
critus, Newton,  and  our  Dalton, — the  Man- 
chester Dominie,  and  the  greatest  discoverer 
of  the  times  in  which  he  lived. 

Now  that  it  has  been  wdrked  out  by  its 
originator  and  his  exact  and  scrupulous  disci- 
ples, (to  a  wonderful  degree,  that  is  to  say, 
but  not  merely  to  its  completion),  the  Atomic 
Theory  of  the  nineteenth  hundred  years  of 
Christianity  is  characterized  and  distinguish- 
ed, from  that  which  preceded^  our  era,  by 
three  notable  things ;  but  first  and  foremost 
by  one  glorious  peculiarity :  and  the  glory 
is  of  a  right  Christian  kind,  being  no  other 
than  the  grace  of  humility.  It  does  not  over- 
ween  ;  it  does  not  dictate  itself;  it  is  not  ora- 
cular. It  comes  forward,  knowing  that  it  is 
a  hypothesis.  It  offers  itself  as  a  sufficing 
explanation  of  all  known  phenomena  at  all 
related  to  its  idea.  It  claims  no  divine  rights 
as  a  revelation  of  genius,  nor  professes  to  be 
demonstrable  after  the  manner  of  a  geome- 
trical or  logical  truth.  It  simply  advances 
as  an  amazingly  probable  proposition,  willing 
to  rest  its  reception  as  such  on  the  amazing 
number  (and  the  significant  kind)  of  things  it 
renders  coherent  and  intelligible.  Like  the 
theory  of  celestial  gravitation,  it  is  its  simple 
and  self-possessed  plea,  that  it  explains  every- 
thing. Its  more  arduous  advocates,  indeed, 
are  not  slow  to  avow  their  conviction  that  the 
mass  of  such  presumptive  evidence  in  its  fa- 
vor is  so  mountainous  and  transcending  as  to 
constitute  an  analogon  of  demonstration,  so 
compulsive  that  only  the  unreasonable  and 
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(as  it  wer»)  unponderable  miDd  of  an  igno- 
rant person  or  a  fool  can  resist  its  force.  This 
may  be  very  true,  for  anytUnff  we  know  to 
the  contrary ;  bat  the  wise  and  positive  che- 
mist will  always  consider  and  adduce  the 
Atomic  Theory  as  a  yenerable  and  marvellous 
hypothesis,  indefinitely  likely  to  be  the  very 
truth  of  nature,  but  neither  recognizable  as 
such  by  sense,  nor  demonstrable  by  reason, 
yet  conceived,  defined,  tended,  cherished,  and 
continually  eyed  with  hope,  not  only  as  the 
all-sufficient  Rationale  of  his  young  though 
gigantic  science,  but  also  as  the  organ  of  ad- 
vancing discovery.  As  for  the  idea  of  it»  he 
will  franklv  confess  that  it  is  none  of  ours ;  it 
came  down  upon  us  from  the  oracular  schools 
of  Greece  :  but,  as  for  its  application  to  the 
present  and  practical  affairs  of  the  laboratory, 
he  shall  use  it  as  not  abusing  it,  being  bent 
upon  the  excavation  of  new  particulars,  more 
than  on  the  contemplation  of  old  and  even 
everlasting  nniversals.  At  all  events,  what- 
ever be  his  living  thought  as  a  man,  such  is 
bound  to  be  his  formal  judgment  and  sentence 
as  a  methodologist,  or  professor  and  practi- 
tioner of  the  logic  of  Chemistry.  The  man 
of  investigation  must  be  as  wary  in  his  walk 
and  conversation  as  a  woman,  in  their  several 
worlds :  neither  honest  impulse  and  intention, 
nor  yet  the  poetic  license  of  eloquence  and 
love,  will  suffice:  the  very  appearance  of 
evil  must  be  shunned,  because  sinister  ap- 
pearances argue  sinister  causes  of  some  sort, 
as  surely  as  ^the  shadow  brings  its  sub- 
stance. 

A  quick  glace  at  the  kinds  of  phenomena 
rendered  intelligible,  that  is,  truly  conceivable 
by  this  theory,  will  illustrate  these  remarks 
with  sufficient  enlargement.  They  are  three. 
There  are,  first,  all  those  common  pheno- 
mena of  the  immediate  sensible  forms  of  mat- 
ter which  are  ordinarily  distinguished  as  being 
mechanical,  in  contradistinction  to  such  as 
are  chemical  or  vital ;  but,  since  astronomical 
movements  are  quite  mechanical,  the  pheno- 
mena in  question  had  better  be  called  soma- 
tic. They  are  those  material  movements  and 
alterations  which  are  produced  by  the  repul- 
sions and  attractions  of  cohesion,  as  chemical 
mutations  are  produced  by  those  of  affinity, 
aa  astronomical  evolutions  are  produced  by 
those  of  gravitation,  and  so  forth.  This  class 
includes  the  obvious  natural  changes  and 
motions  which  have  been  signalized  above  as 
constituting  the  whole  little  material  basis  of 
the  ancient  Atomic  Theory :  the  old  and  tlie 
new  theories  have  that  small  segment  of  sen- 
suous experience  in  common.  The  same  facts, 
however,  have  received  much  elaboration  in 


later  times,  under  the  influence  of  the  expe- 
rimental habit ;  and  many  analogous  thinga 
have  been  added  to  them.  For  example, 
it  is  now  known  that  a  gas  may  be  contraeted 
by  cold  to  the  liquid  state,  a  liquid  to  the  sol- 
id state  ;  and  that  the  process  may  be  re- 
versed. Sulphuretted  hydrogen  is  crushed 
in  frigid  strong  tubes  into  a  yellow  liquor ; 
fixed  air  is  compressed  into  a  snowball,  and 
tossed  from  glove  to  &rlove  in  our  lecture- 
rooms  :  solid  zinc  is  melted,  changed  into  dry 
steam  or  gaseous  metal,  and  distilled  like  any 
alchemical  spirit ;  and  so  forth.  Seeing  it  is 
the  idea  of  such  things,  however  (and  not  the 
details),  that  is  now  wanted,  it  is  needless  to 
particularize  to  any  extent,  under  either  this 
or  the  other  two  hesds  of  illustration.  Suf- 
fice it  that  the  Atomic  Hypothesis  renders  all 
those  somatic  transitions  conceivable,  that  is 
to  say,  intelligible  according  to  the  law  of 
the  human  understanding.  A  solid  can  be 
crushed  by  cold  or  compression  into  smaller 
dimensions  :  it  is,  by  hypothesis,  because  it  is 
made  up  of  small  equal  and  similar  particles, 
not  in  mutual  contact,  and  therefore  capable 
of  being  thrust  nesrer  one  another,  so  as  to 
diminish  the  bulk  of  their  aggregate  mass. 
The  same  solid  expands  when  heated  ; — its 
constituent  particles  being  thereby  driven 
farther  asunder.  The  render  will  generalize 
the  application  all  over  the  ground  for  him- 
self, takinff  in  every  circumstance  of  somatic 
commutation  that  he  knows.  The  applica- 
tion is  always  easy,  happy,  unexceptionable : 
and,  if  the  atomic  view  be  rejected,  there  not 
only  remains  no  better  explanation,  or  no 
nearly  so  good  a  one,  but  absolutely  none  at 
all.  In  that  case,  the  flowings,  runnings, 
springings,  enlargings,  divisions,  accumula- 
tions, and  all  the  sensible  interchanges  of  the 
face  of  nature,  become  a  series  of  opaque  and 
ultimate  facts.  Yet  the  scientific  judgment 
must  not  be  seduced  by  this  temptation  to 
accept  the  hypothesis  otherwise  than  condi- 
tionally. Better  no  explanation  for  a  thou- 
sand years  to  come,  or  even  for  ever  and  ever, 
than  a  wrong  one  :  for  no  truth  at  all,  so  it 
be  felt  (like  the  Egyptian  darkness)  is  less 
injurious  than  an  error  ;  and  if  brute  igno- 
rance is  the  fulsome  parent  of  superstition,  it 
is  also  true  that  conscious  human  Ignorance 
is  the  modest  mother  of  Knowledge. 

The  SBCONo  order  of  things,  brought  into 
intellectual  cohesion  and  harmony  by  our  an- 
tique, yet  most  modem  Theory,  belong  to 
the  region  of  Astronomy.  They  are  one  or 
two  mechanicalphenomena  on  the  g^nd  ce- 
lestial scale.  Wollaston  has  proved,  by  cer- 
tain optical  phenomena  connected  with  the 
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invisibility  of  the  fourth  satellite  of  Jupiter 
when  out  of  sight  by  position,  that  the 
terrestrial  hemisphere  is  limited  in  extent.   It 
ceases  at  a  short  distance  from  the  surface. 
It  does  not  reach  higher  than  45  to  50  miles : 
beyond  that  there  is  a  vacuum,  so  far  as 
air  is  concerned.    Tet  air  is  {in  statu  quo,  at 
least )  a  self-expansive  body.   Remove  pres- 
sure from  it,  and  it  swells  to  any  bulk.     Put 
an  inch  of  air  into  a  vacuum  of  a  thousand 
inches'  splice,  and  it  straightway  puflfs  itself 
out  so  as  to  fill  the  vacuum.    Hence  the  at* 
mosphere  grows  thinner  and  thinner  the  far- 
ther from  the  earth,  owing  to  the  diminishing 
power  of  gravity,  that  is  to  say,  owine  to  the 
diminishing  pressure  on  it.    Yet  it  does  not 
extenuate  and  rise  any  higher  than  50  miles ! 
Why  does  it  not  go  on  thinning,  and  ascend- 
ing, and  self-expanding  ?  Why,  according  to 
this  hypothesis,  it  is  because  the  atmosphere 
is  composed  of  mutually  repulsive  particles, 
the  force  of  that  mutual  repulsion  being  a 
very  finite  thing,  else  the  hand  of  a  boy 
could  not  squeeze  a  quart  of  it  into  a  pint- 
measure,  as  it  can  do  with  ease.    The  more 
expanded  it  is,  the  temperature  remaining  the 
same,  the  more  easily  is  it  compressed  ;  that 
is  to  say,  the  mutual  repulsion  of  its  parti- 
cles diminishes  with  their  distance  from  one 
another.     Hence  the  atmosphere   ceases  to 
swell  (that  is,  to  rise  further  from  the  earth'a 
surface)  just  when  the  progressively  dimin- 
ishing mutual  repulsion  of  its  constituent  par- 
ticles becomes  precisely  so  enfeebled  as  to 
be  balanced  and  counteracted  by  the  down- 
draught  of  gravitation.     The  solution  is  ex- 
plicit if  nothing  more.     The  limitation  of  the 
tei'restrial  hemisphere,  it  should  be  added, 
was  pled  by  Wollaston  also  on  the  fact,  that 
tlie  observed  and  the  real  position  of  Venus 
when  only  forty-five  hours  from  the  sun,  as 
observed  by  Kater  and  himself  in  May,  1820, 
were  identical, — proving  that  our  atmosphere 
did  not  extend  to  those  heavenly  bodies,  else 
its  refractive  power  would  have  disturbed  the 
visible  position  of  the  planet.     But  the  ar- 
gument (or  fact  explained)  is  one  and  indi- 
visible ;  and  must  be  taken  for  what  it  is 
worth.    It  b  at  all  events  one  notable  and 
striking  new  fact  contributed  to  the  original 
stock  of  Democritus.     Both  this  and  the  first 
of  our  three  classes  of  phenomena,  now  being 
represented  as  craving  and  deriving  expla- 
nation from  the    Atomic  Hypothesis,  are 
identical  in  kind  with  those  scanty  and  obvi- 
ous appearances,  known  to  all  men  in  a  man- 
ner, on  which  the  Greek  physiologists  erected 
their  idea.    They  are  only  greater  in  extent 


and  precbion,  thanks  to  the  sacred  experi- 
mental rage  of  Christendom. 

But  our  THIRD  class  had  no  kindred  in  the 
old  world.    It  is  altogether  modem,  because 
altogether  the  result  of  humble  toil.     It  is 
experimental ;  and  that  in  the  most  elaborate 
and  perfect  de^ee,  being  experimental  and 
numerical.  It  is  the  whole  body  of  that  vast, 
and  altogether  experimental,  and  literally 
hair-splitting  science  of  Roger  Bacon,  Stahl, 
Lavoisier,  Dalton,  and  Berselins.    After  long 
and  painful  centuries  of  continuous  effort, 
chemistry  has  discovered  that  the  elements 
combine  with  one  another  in  definite  and  un- 
changing ratios  of  quantity ;  and  that,  when 
their  compounds  are  decomposed,  they  yield 
up  those  identical  ratios.    Every  thing  is  ac- 
complished by  weight,  measure,  and  number : 
and  that  with  pure  geometrical  accuracy, — 
could  our  instruments  and  senses  but  attain 
to  perfection.     Glauber's  salt  never  yields 
other  than  one  proportion  of  sulphuric  acid, 
and  one  of  soda ;  else,  ipso  factOy  it  is  not 
Glauber's  Sel  Mirabile  at  all ;  and  that  one 
definite  proportion  of  acid,  that  one  of  base, 
attend  them  respectively  in  all  their  combi- 
nations, as  inseparably  as  a  shadow  tracks 
its  substance,  or  the  moon  goes  with  the 
earth.   Water  is  always  composed  of  1  weight 
of  hydrogen,  and  8  weights  of  oxygen.  When 
they  combine  in  another  proportion,  it  is  in 
that  of  1  to  1 6  or  twice  8,  and  the  product 
is  no  more  water  than  aquafortis  is  laughing 
gas  :  it  is  a  pungent  new  liquor,  the  deutox- 
yde  of  hydrogen.     Fourteen  parts  by  weight 
of  nitrogen  combine  with  eight  parts  (the 
water-ratio)  of  oxygen,  and  the  product  is  a 
sweetish  intoxicating  ^as  ;  nitrogen  14  with 
oxygen  16,  or  two  ratios,  produce  the  second 
oxyde  of  nitrogen,  a  perilous  air  to  inhale ; 
nitrogen  14  and  oxygen  24,  or  3  ratios,  com- 
pose the  hyponitrous  acid  ;  nitrogen  14  and 
oxygen  32,  or  4  ratios,  are  the  ingredients  of 
nitrous  acid ;  14  and  40,  or  5  ratios,  produce 
nitric  acid  :  and  these  ^vq  compounds,  made 
of  the  same  elements  in  such  differing  pro- 
portions, constitute  a  series  of  substances,  so 
well  marked  and  contradistinguished  that  no 
mortal  sagacity  could  ever  have  conjectured 
them  to  contain  the  same  or  even  similar  in- 
gredients.    What  is  the  meaning  of  this  se- 
ries of  8,  16,  24,  32,  40,  in  the  case  of  oxy- 
gen, whether  combined  with  hydrogen   or 
with  nitrogen  ?    Why,  according  to  the  Ato- 
mic Hypothesis  of  Democritus,  as  connected 
with  the  conception  of  affinity  by  Newton, 
and  as  united  to  that  of  number  by  Dalton,  it 
is  not  the  mass,  but  the  constituent  particles 
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of  oxygen  that  enter  into  chemical  combina- 
tion ;  and  that  with  the  particles,  not  the 
mames,  of  hydrogen  and  nitrogen  respective- 
ly.   Water  is  a  compound  (let  it  be  said  pro- 
visionally) of  1  atom  of  hydrogenoua  matter 
with  1   of  oxyffenous;  while  the   pungent 
deutozyde  contams,  every  compound  particle 
of  it,  1  atom  of  hydrogen  and  2  of  oxygen. 
Again :  the  laughbg  gas  of  Davy  contains, 
every  compound  particle  of  it,  1  atom  of 
oxygen ;  the  binoxide  of  nitrogen  2  atoms  of 
the  same ;  the  hyponitrous  acid  3  atoms ; 
nitrous  acid  4 ;  and  nitric  acid  5.    Hydrogen 
particles  being  subsumed  as  unity  for  the 
sake  of  comparison,  an  oxygen  atom  is  8 
times,  a  nitrogen  14  times,  heavier  than  a  hy- 
drogenous one.    In  this  sort  of  way,  the 
combining  equivalents  of  all  the  elements 
have  been  determined  with  a  world  of  labor ; 
and,  with  the  help  of  these,  also  those  of 
whole  hecatombs  of  compound  bodies,  acids, 
bases,  salts,  radicals,  ana  all  sorts  of  proxi- 
mate   principles.     Waiving    all    particular 
questions  (such  as  the  inquiry  whether  14 
stands  for  one  or  for  two  particles  of  nitrogen, 
and  suchlike  points,  probably  more  numerous 
and   urgent  than    is  commonly  supposed) 
the  uninitiated  or  reminiscent  reader  must 
conjure  before  him  not  hundreds,  but  thou- 
sands of  such  numerical  series,  and  millions 
of  more  isolated  facts  of  the  same  tendency, 
as  well  as  add  the  later  (but  corollary)  dis- 
covery that  the  gases  combine  in  defioite 
volumes,  before  he  shall  approximate  to  a 
due  sense  of  the  huge  amount  of  presumptive 
evidence,    in   favor    of    the  theory    under 
discussion,  afforded  by  Positive  Chemistry. 
Yet  that  theory  is  only  a  Hypothesis  or  ideal 
conception,  placed  by  the  mind  like  another 
Atlas  underneath  a  measureless  world  of 
facts,  to  give  them  intelligible  cohesion  and 
hold  them  up  to  view.     Without  it,  the  fact 
of  all  chemical  combination  transpiring  in 
definite  and   unchangeable  proportions  re- 
mains intact,  and  still  invaluable ;  but  it  is 
ultimate  and  opaque. — But  Termmus,  the  old 
god  of  proportion,  is  as  inexorable  as  the  new 
laws  of  Dalton  and  Bcrselius ;  and  it  must 
suffice,  for  the  present,  to  do  no  more  than 
succinctly  state  the  other  two  qualities  which 
institute  a  broad  distinction   between   the 
Greek  and  the  Teutonic  presentations  of  the 
Atomic  Doctrine. 

I.  The  enormous  breadth  of  material  or 
sensuous  foundation  on  which  the  latter  has 
been  being  slowly  reared  (from  the  pseudo- 
Christian  polypharmacists  of  the  East  till 
these  the  days  of  John  Dalton  the  Friend, 
Baron  Berzelius  the  Lutheran,  and  Faraday 


the  Sandemanian),  offers  a  wondrous  oon* 
trast  to  the  handful  of  stones,  gathered  to* 
gether  on  the  highway,  from  which  the  for- 
mer  rose  like  an  exhalation,  or  rather  on 
which  it  condescended  like  a  thing  colne  down 
from  Olympus  or  the  Empyrean.  This  has 
been  sufficiently  set  forth  in  the  enumeration, 
just  made,  of  the  kinds  of  phenomena  which 
the  Hypothesis  now  offers  to  explain,  without 
forgetting  its  place  or  station  (as  nothing  more 
than  hypothetical)  in  the  system  of  positive 
thought. 

II.  The  onlv  other  differential  characteris- 
tic of  the  modern  asipect  of  this  time- honor- 
ed theory,  to  be  noticed  in  the  present  con- 
nection, IS  its  availableness — a  working  che- 
mist might  well  say  its  gracious  obtrusive- 
ness — as  an  organ  of  new  and  nobler  research- 
es.    It  does  not  any  longer  dwell  on  high : 
it  expatiates  over  the  islands  and  wide  con- 
tinents of  nature.     Its  ideal  existence  is  no 
longer  a  kind  of  endless  now :  it  lives  and 
seeks  congenial  food  from  day  to  day.     *'  To- 
morrow to  fresh  fields  and  pastures  new  !*' 
For  example,  the  fact  of  isonierism  (or  the 
known  existence  of  two  (in  some  cases,  of 
many)  totally  different  substances  being  com- 
posed of  the  same  elements  in  the  self-  same  pro- 
portions) is  truly  confounding  and  hopeless 
without  it ;  but  with  it,  there  is  no  difficulty  in 
the  matter.     Our  solar  system  were  another 
unit  than  it  is,  if  the  planets  were  differently 
put   upon  it; — if  our  earth,  say,   changed 
places  with  Jupiter,  Mercury  with  Mars,  Sa- 
turn with  Neptune,  Saturn's  rings  with  Jupi- 
ter's satellites,  and  so  forth.     And  in  like 
manner  a  compound  particle,  changing  the 
relative  placings  of  its  constituent  atoms,  be- 
comes thereby  another  particle  altogether, 
giving  rise  to  a  new  sensible  form  isomeric 
with  the  former  one,  inasmuch  as  it  still  com- 
prises the  same  elemental  atoms  in  the  same 
proportion,  but  differently  arranged  within 
Its  complicated  round.     Other  isomeric  pairs 
(not  to  go  beyond  a  pair)  are  to  be  explained 
by  the  second  or  denser  members,  containing 
exactly  twice  or  thrice  the  number  of  the 
same  kinds  of  atoms  as  the  first,  within  the 
girths  of  their  respective  particles.    Thence 
there  is  suggested  the  two  startling  ideas, 
that  the  former  schematism  may  one  day  un- 
riddle the  mutual  relation  subsisting  between 
such  pairs  of  the  hitherto  intact  elements  as 
are  represented  by  the  same  atomic  weight, 
such  as  platinum  and  iridium ;  and  that  the 
latter  may  lead  to  still  richer  results  in  the 
same  direction.     Moreover  our  hypothesis  is 
big  with  hints  of  experiment  upon  the  weights, 
sizes/distances,  gyrations,  evolutions,  involu^ 
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tioiu  and  resnltaDts  of  those  orbicles  of  mat- 
ter  which  are  its  proper  subjects.  It  renders 
the  application  of  geometry  and  the  ealcnlus 
to  these  invisible,  but  computable  stars  in 
little,  a  fhing;  of  hope.  Organic  chemistry, 
which  is  now  naught  as  a  chemistry  of  the 
living  plant  and  animal,  though  most  impor- 
tant as  a  chemistry  of  the  dead,  cannot  be 
eHminat^d  from  amid  the  phenomena  of  vitali- 
ty until  many,  if  not  all  these  questions  (and 
more)  be  brought  to  judgment;  for  it  is  im- 
p  jssible  to  separate  between  the  chemical  and 
the  vital,  before  the  idea  of  what  is  chemical 
(and  what  not)  be  determined  by  exhaustion. 
-«-But  we  must  refrain.  Perhaps  enough  has 
been  said  to  suggest  more. 

In  conclusion :  still  the  inquiry  recurs,  how 
the  aboriginal  idea  or  fundamental  conception 
of  this  beautiful,  hundred-eyed,  and  hundred- 
handed  Theory  came  into  the  world ;  that 
idea,  which  it  might  never  have  entered  into 
our  heart  to  conceive  ;  and  which  was,  in  in- 
disputable fact,  derived  to  us  from  a  Hellenic 
and  a  Pre-Christian  School !  Was  it  by  such 
revelation  as  is  claimed  for  the  profound  ideas 
of  Holy  Writ  ?  Was  it  by  that  inspiration 
which  all  men  are  fain  to  accord  unto  Homer, 
Dante,  Sbakspeare ;  to  Praxiteles,  Raphael, 
Turner ;  to  old  Bach,  Handel,  and  Beethoven? 
Certainly  not  by  anything  like  the  former : 
and,  if  by  aught  resembling  the  latter,  that 
must  be  better  defined  before  it  will  throw 
any  light  on  either  its  own  or  any  other  sub- 
ject, llie  process  was  as  follows,  in  our 
humble  opinion.  The  Grecian  intellect  had 
an  unprecedented,  and  still  unequalled  keen- 
ness of  eye  for  the  analogies  of  things.  The 
slightest  resemblance  caught,  charmed,  and 
fisrad  its  glance.  The  analogy  of  the  Milky 
Way  doubtless  carried  the  swift  imagination 
of  Democritus  to  the  conception  of  a  star- 
like  constitution  for  the  sensible  forms  of  na- 
ture. The  Atomic  Theory  is  just  the  fact  of 
the  unitary  world  of  stars  come  down,  and 
imagei  in  a  dew-drop,  or  taking  a  sand-grain 
for  its  orrery.  It  is  this  analogy,  in  truth, 
which  at  once  constitutes  its  clearness  and 
perfection  as  a  thought,  and  legitimates  it  in 
the  presence  of  a  positive  methodology.  But 
the  earlier  Greek  sages  were  not  positivists, 
whatever  may  have  to  be  claimed  for  Aristotle. 


They  rather  believed  in  their  sense  of  analo* 
gies  without  more  ado.  The^  knelt  before 
the  ideal  creatures  of  their  imagination. 
Beauty  and  fitness  were  enough  to  command 
their  faith,  so  they  were  of  the  intellectual 
species  of  beautiful  propriety.  It  was  their 
proper  genius  to  see  analogies  with  telesco- 
pic vision,  while  yet  a  great  way  off,  and  to 
beHeve  in  their  own  conception  of  what  they 
saw:  for  the  moral  attitude  of  the  Greek 
populace  (to  speak  of  men  as  belonging  to 
the  thinking,  not  the  social  scale)  was  that  of 
vanity — of  the  philosophers,  that  of  pride, 
intellectual  pride  :  and  no  wonder  ;  for  they 
were  a  marvellous  people,  and  their  sages  the 
most  intellectual  men  the  world  has  yet  been 
able  to  produce. 

Christ,  Christianity,  and  the  Christian  era 
(surely  about  to  be  fairly  inaugurated  in  some 
degree  of  purity  ere  long — Usquoque  Do- 
mine  !)  present  an  aspect  the  reverse  of  all 
this  magnificent  self-exaltation ;  that  is  to 
say,  in  their  real  character — and  their  true 
nature  has  always  been  shaping  men  more  or 
less,  directly  or  indirectly,  especially  our  great- 
est men.  Now  self-distrust,  humility,  obedi- 
ence, faith  in  One  who  is  mighty  to  bless, 
awe  before  the  creation  of  the  Word,  the  way 
of  pain  and  sorrow,  are  the  order  of  the  new- 
born day,  that  sprang  in  Bethlehem  of  Judah. 
It  is  now  obedience  that  makes  men  free.  If 
they  would  enter  into  the  Kingdom  of  Hea- 
ven, they  must  come  as  little  children ;  and 
Francis  Bacon  has  finely  said,  the  kingdom 
of  Nature  admits  no  other  guests.  Fact,  the 
actual  thing  in  Nature,  the  very  text  and  let- 
ter of  that  great  and  public  manuscript  of 
God,  are  now  sacred  once  for  all;  and  no 
pains  dare  be  spared  in  their  study.  This  is 
the  moral  clue  to  the  new,  most  patient,  self- 
distrustful,  yet  always  well-rewarded  science 
of  Christendom.  There  is  also  an  intellec- 
tual key  to  its  peculiar  nature  and  destina- 
tion, furnished  by  the  intellectual  character 
of  Christianity,  (and,  indeed,  certain  second- 
ary lights  might  be  thrown  on  the  subject  by 
the  consideration  of  race,  climate,  and  such 
minor  elements,)  but  these  closing  repaarks, 
taken  together  with  the  hints  of  thought  scat- 
tered in  the  course  of  the  discussion,  are  suf- 
ficient to  illustrate  the  cardiQal  proposition  of 
the  present  article. 
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THE   CLOISTER    LIFE    OF   CHARLES    Y .* 


Sevcv  years  hare  passed  smce  the  Span- 
ish Handbook  made  us  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Ford's  visit  to  the  convent  of  Yuste,  where 
Charles  V.  breathed  bis  last.  Previous! j  no 
Englishman  of  any  note — Lord  John  Rus- 
sell, we  believe,  excepted — had  penetrated 
into  that  remote  retreat,  which  certainly  no 
one  had  described.  Now  that  Spain  is  re- 
placed in  the  Anglo-Saxon  travelling  map, 
a  change  has  come  over  the  spirit  of  the 
scene : — thb  secluded  spot,  so  beautiful  in 
itself  and  so  rich  in  associations,  forms  a 
popular  point  to  our  pilgrims,  and  the  soli- 
tude of  the  cell  ceases  when  the  long  Vaca- 
tion begins.  In  welcoming  again  to  our 
pages  one  of  these  more  recent  tourists — the 
accomplished  annalist  of  the  Artists  of  Spain 
— we  rejoice  to  see  such  good  use  made  of 
the  precious  boons  of  leisure  and  fortune, 
and  trust  that  the  new  member  for  Perth- 
shire will  not  forswear  type  in  disgust  of 
bales  of  blue  books,  but  continue  from  time 
to  time  to  entertain  and  instruct  us  with 
tomes  like  this. 

It  is  not  unlikely  that,  in  the  choice  of  his 
present  subject,  Mr.  Stirling  was  influenced 
by  the  feeling  that  it  would  be  peculmrly 
becoming  in  a  Spanish  student  born  north  of 
the  Tweed,  to  make  the  amende  honorable  to 
history,  by  refuting  some  gross  errors  to 
which  two  of  his  countrymen  had  given  cur- 
rency nearly  a  century  ago.  We  cheerfully 
admit  the  merits  of  the  Robertson  school, 
the  first  to  cut  down  the  i'olio  Rapin  phalanx 
into  reasonable  proportions.  They  deserve 
lasting  gratitude  as  the  pioneers  who  made 
bbtory  accessible ;  and  if  they  sacrificed  too 
much  to  style,  it  was  the  French  fashion  of 
the  day,  when  authora,  reljring  more  on  rhe- 
toric than  research,  trusted  to  mask  the  shal- 
lowness of  Uie  stream  by  the  sparkle  that 
danced  on  a  clear  surface ;  and  graceful 
writing — the  secret  of  pleasant  reading — 
does  indeed  cover  a  multitude  of  sins.     His* 
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tory  thus  made  easy,  and  speaking  the  lan- 
guage of  hon  ton,  was  sufficient  for  our  fore^ 
lathers,  who,  provided  general  outlines  were 
drawn  with  a  free  hand,  neither  cared  for 
correctness  in  particulars,  nor  were  displeased 
with  touching  incidents,  invented  by  ingen- 
ious gentlemen,  either  contemners  of  real 
facts  or  too  indolent  to  hunt  for  them,  and 
who,  like  contemporary  geographers,  **  placed 
elephants  instead  of  towns "  in  the  open 
downs  of  guess-work  description.  No  Nie- 
buhr  had  then  arisen  to  separate  truth  from 
fable,  to  fix  precision  of  detail,  and  furnish  a 
model  to  modem  investigation  and  accuracy. 
**  Oh  !  read  me  not  history,"  exclaimed  Sir 
Robert  Walpole,  ''  for  that  I  know  to  be 
false" — and  no  writer  of  it  ever  was  satisfied 
with  more  imperfect  sources  of  information 
than  Dr.  Robertson,  who,  according  to  Wal- 
pole's  son,  "  took  everything  on  trust ;  and 
when  he  compiled  his  Charles  V. — [the  bulky 
biography  of  a  great  Emperor  of  Oermany 
and  King  of  Castile] — was  in  utter  ignorance 
of  German  and  Spanish  historians."  He 
cited,  indeed,  says  Mr.  Stirling,  "  the  respect- 
able names  of  Sandoval  Vera,  and  De  Thou, 
but  seems  chiefly  to  have  relied  upon  Leti, 
one  of  the  most  lively  and  least  trustworthy 
of  the  historians  of  his  time."  This  Italian 
— like  M.  Thiers,  Laroartine,  and  Co.,  of  our 
day — was  a  glozing,  gossiping,  historical-ro- 
mancer. His  four  Duos.,  published  at  Am- 
sterdam, A.  D.  1700,  were  much  read  at  the 
time,  but  are  now  forgotten  and  rare.  Dr. 
Robertson  was  followed  by  Dr.  Watson,  his 
ape.  The  dull  Aberdeen  Professor  just  re- 
echoed the  elegant  Principal's  blunders  in 
his  Philip  II. — a  production  at  once  clumsy 
and  flimsy,  that  will  shortly  receive  a  d«e 
quietus  in  the  great  work  on  which  Mr.  Pres- 
oott  has  long  been  occupied. 

When  these  misstatements  were  first 
pointed  out  in  the  Handbook,  reference  wma 
made  to  a  certain  MS.«  purchased  by  M. 
Mignet,  who,  it  was  prophesied,  would  some 
day  **  publish  it  as  his  own."  M.  Gachard, 
a  learned  Belgian,  next  made  known  tiuit 
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this  MS.  was  deposited  in  the  archives  of 
the  foreign  office  at  Paris.  Mr.  Stirling,  not 
as  jet  contemplating  the  performance  before 
us,  but  anxious  to  solve  a  collateral  question, 
went  there  in  the  summer  of  1850,  and  en- 
deavored in  vain  to  conciliate  the  good  offices 
of  some  literati  commonly  supposed  to  take 
a  special  concern  in  historical  inquiries.  No 
help  from  them  ! — but  on  a  subsequent  visit 
in  winter,  his  application  for  permission  found 
favor  with  President  Bonaparte  himself — 
and  being  further  backed  by  Lord  Normanby 
and  M.  Drouyn  de  Lhuys,  who  interested 
themselves  in  "  getting  the  order  obeyed  by 
the  unwillipg  officials,"  our  author  at  last 
grasped  in  his  hands  the  dragon-guarded 
ifS. — and  found  it  a  real  prize.  Its  writer. 
Canon  Thomas  Gonzalez,  was  intrusted  bv 
Ferdinand  VII.  with  the  custody  and  recon- 
struction of  the  national  archives  at  Siman- 
cas,  after  the  expulsion  of  the  French  in- 
vaders, whose  plunderings  and  dislocations 
M.  Gachard  has  truly  described.  Don 
Thomas  fully  availed  himself  of  his  unlimited 
access  to  treasures  which  had  been  so  long* 
sealed  alike  to  nalives  and  foreigners  by  the 
suspicious  government  of  Madrid.  Hence 
the  MS.  now  in  question — entitled  '*  Memoir 
of  Charles  at  Yuste."  Gonzalez  himself 
supplied  little  more  than  the  thread  on  which 
the  pearls  were  strung — leaving  it,  as  far  as 
possible,  for  the  actors  to  tell  their  own  tale 
in  their  own  words — in  short  he  depended 
substantially  on  the  correspondence  that 
passed  between  the  Courts  at  Yaliadolid  and 
Brussels  and  the  retired  Emperor  and  his 
household.  More  authentic  evidence  cannot 
consequently  exist ;  the  dead,  after  three 
centuries  of  cold  obstruction,  are  summoned 
to  the  bar  of  history — for  sooner  or  later 
everything  shall  be  known.  Unfortunately 
the  full  bowl  was  dashed  from  Mr.  Stirling's 
lips  by  his  not  being  allowed  to  **  transcribe 
any  of  the  original  documents,  the  French 
Government  [M.  Mignet?J  having  entertain- 
ed the  design  of  publishing  the  entire  work ;" 
— a  project  which  the  Ledru-RoUio  revolu- 
tion of  1848  had  retarded,  and  which  this 
English  forestalling  may  possibly  not  ad- 
vance. Meaniime  until  the  MS.  Memoir  be 
printed  in  extenso — which  we  hope  ultimately 
will  be  the  case — we  must,  and  may  well, 
content  ourselves  with  its  having  supplied 
the  groundwork  and  chief  materials  of  Mr. 
Stirling's  volume — which,  moreover,  collects 
and  arranges  for  us  illustrations  from  a  mul- 
titude of  olher  sources,  all  critically  examined, 
and  many  of  them,  no  doubt,  familiar  of  old  to 
the  owner  of  the  rich  Spanish  library  at  Keir. 


The  first  printed  account  of  Charles  at 
Yuste,  and  hitherto  the  best,  is  to  be  found 
in  Joseph  de  Siguenza's  comprehensive  his- 
tory of  St.  Jerome  and  his  order.  The 
learned  author  of  this  monastic  classic,  born 
in  1545,  and  the  friend  of  many  who  had 
known  the  Emperor  intimately,  was  appoint- 
ed the  first  prior  of  the  Escurial  by  Philip 
II.»  wlio  held  him  to  be  the  greatest  wonder 
of  that  monastery,  itself  the  eighth  wonder 
of  the  world ;  and  there  to  this  day  his 
thoughtful  portrait,  painted  by  Coello,  hangs 
in  the  identical  cell  in  which  he  lived  so.  long 
and  wrote  so  much  and  so  well.  **  Of  the  ex- 
istence of  Siguenza,"  says  Mr.  Stirling,  "  Dr. 
Robertson  does  not  appear  to  have  been 
aware ;"  but  very  possibly,  had  the  book  it- 
self (or  rather  a  translation  of  it)  come  into 
his  hands,  the  Principal  would  have  run  over 
it  with  no  careful  eye — ^for  it  seems  to  have 
been  one  of  the  dogmas  of  his  creed  that 
Charles,  when  once  scheduled  to  a  convent, 
was  civilitur  mortuus — beyond  sober  histori- 
cal jurisdiction — and  at  best  entitled  to  point 
a  moral  and  adorn  a  tale.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
the  imperial  hermit  might  well  have  been 
studied  as  he  was  even  by  pious  Siguenza ; 
for  he  had  filled  the  first  place  in  this  world 
at  a  most  critical  epoch,  when  the  middle 
ages  ended  and  the  modern  began ;  when 
old  things  were  passing  away,  and  change 
and  transition,  political  and  intellectual,  were 
the  order  of  the  day.  The  monarchical  sys- 
tem had  then  superseded  the  feudal,  and  the 
balance  of  the  powers  of  Europe,  now  one 
great  family,  was  shadowed  out.  His  was 
the  age  of  Leo  X.,  when  printing  and  the 
restoration  of  the  classics  acted  on  literature 
— Michael  Angelo  and  Raphael  on  art — gun- 
powder and  infantry  on  warfare — and  when, 
last  not  least,  Luther  with  the  Bible  struck 
at  fallacies  and  superstitions,  shivering  the 
fetters  forged  at  Rome  for  the  human  mind. 
Many  circumstances  rendered  Charles  the 
chief  and  foremost  personage,  the  centre  and 
cynosure,  in  this  most  remarkable  period. 
The  accident  of  birth  had  indeed  thrust 
greatness  on  him.  The  sun  never  sot  on  the 
dominions  in  the  old  and  new  world  of  one 
man,  who,  when  he  assumed  Plus  Ultra  for 
his  motto,  striking  the  negative  from  the  pil- 
lared limits  which  bounded  the  ambition  of  a 
demigod,  gave  to  other  monarchs  a  significa- 
tive hint  that  his  had  none  ; — and  fortune, 
when  a  king  of  France  was  his  prisoner  at 
Madrid,  a  Pope  his  captive  in  Rome  itself, 
seemed  to  favor  his  gigantic  aspirations.  In 
later  times  abdication  has  so  often  been  made 
the  escape  of  weak  and  bad  rulers,  legitimate 
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and  illegittinaie,  that  we  most  place  ourselTes 
in  the  sixteenth  century  and  think  and  feel  as 
OQien  then  did,  if  we  desire  fully  to  understand 
the  thunderclap  effect  produced  when  this 
monopolist  of  fame  and  power,  this  Caesar 
and  Charlemagne  of  his  day,  altogether  vo- 
luntarily, and  like  Diocletian  of  old,  his  pro- 
totype and  parallel  in  infinite  particulars,  de- 
scended from  so  many  thrones— ^xchiiiging 
care-lined  ermine  for  the  cowl,  and  burying 
himself  for  ever,  far  from  courts  and  camps, 
in  the  solitude  of  a  mountain  cloister. 

Charles,  in  bidding  farewell  to  so  much 
greatness,  did  not  take  the  solemn  step  with- 
out due  deliberation.  He,  too,  like  the  re- 
cluse of  Spalatro,  had  long  meditated  on 
such  a  conclusion,  as  one  devoutly  to  be 
wished  for ;  and  now,  when  he  felt  his  phy- 
sical forces  gradually  giving  way»  worn  as  a 
scabbard  by  the  steel  of  an  over-active  intel- 
lect— now  when  Philip,  trained  in  his  school, 
was  in  full  vigor  of  mind  and  body,  he  felt 
the  moment  had  at  length  come  for  shifting 
from  his  bending  shoulders  '*  a  load  would 
sink  a  navy,"  and  preparing  himself  for 
heaven  by  the  concentraUed  contemplation  of 
that  valley  and  shadow  through  which  he 
most  ere  long  pass. 

Such  a  yearning  was  as  much  in  accord- 
ance with  Spanish  character  in  general  as 
with  his  own  particular  idiosyncrasies.  A 
similar  tendency  marked  the  earliest  Gothic 
sovereigns  of  Christianized  Spain.  Elurico, 
king  of  the  Suevi,  died  a  monk  in  683-— and 
his  immediate  successor,  Andeca,  imitated 
the  example  ;  Waraba  assumed  the  cowl  at 
Pampliega,  where  he  expired  in  682 ;  Ber- 
mudo  I.  went  to  his  grave  in  791  a  friar; 
Alphonso  IV.,  surnamed  the  Monk,  followed 
in  030— as  did  Ramiro  II.  in  950.  St.  Fer- 
dinand, one  of  the  best  and  greatest  of  Spa- 
nish kings,  delighted  to  spend  intervals  of 
pensive  quietude  among  the  brethren  of  St. 
Facundus.  The  hypochondrianism  evident 
in  Enrique  IV.  passed  through  his  sister,  the 
pious  Isabel,  to  her  daughter  Juana  La  Loca 
(Crazy  Jane),  the  mother  of  two  emperors 
and  four  queens.  She  lived  and  died  in  the 
nunnery  of  Tordesillas,  and  the  malady  trans- 
mitted to  her  son  Charles  became  fixed  in  the 
Spanish  line  of  the  Austrian  blood  to  its 
close.  Philip  II.  lived  and  died  virtually  a 
monk,  in  his  Escurial ;  his  son  Philip  11,1. 
vegetated  a  weak  bigot,  as  did  his  weaker 
grandson  Charles  II.  The  taint  crossed  the 
Pyrenees  with  Anne  of  Austria,  whose  son, 
Louis  XIV.,  the  Grand  Monarque,  died  every 
inch  a  monk,  wh'de  his  grandson,  Philip  V., 
first  abdicated,  then  ended  a  melancholy  re- 


cluse in  the  Guadarama.  With  the  royal 
daughters  of  Spain  the  confessor  so  regu- 
larly replaced  the  lover,  that  the  convent,  as 
a  finale,  became  the  rule.  Nor  was  this  mor- 
bidly religious  deposition  confined  to  royal-^ 
ties ;  it  has  at  all  times  peopled  lauras,  her- 
mitages, and  cloisters  of  Spain  with  her  best 
and  bravest  sons.  In  that  semi-oriental  na- 
tion, a  desire  to  withdraw  from  the  world- 
weariness  to  the  shadow  of  some  great  rock, 
grows  as  youth  wears  away — with  love  and 
war  in  its  train ; — then  the  peculiar  De^enga- 
no,  the  disenchantment,  the  finding  out  the 
stale,  fiat,  and  unprofitable  vanity  of  vanities, 
urges  the  winding  up  a  life  of  action  by  re- 
pose, and  an  atonement  for  sensuality  by 
mortification.  When  the  earlier  stimulants 
are  no  longer  efiScient,  abodes  and  ofiQces  of 
penance  furnish  a  succedaneum  to  the  un- 
educated and  resourceless : — nor,  in  truths 
can  anything  be  more  impressive  than  the 
hermit-sites  of  the  Vierzos  and  Montserrats 
of  the  Peninsula — their  unspeakable  solace 
of  solitude,  so  congenial  to  disappointed  spi- 
rits, who,  condemning  and  lamenting  the 
earthly  pleasures  that  they  have  outlived, 
depart  from  the  crowd,  their  affections  set 
above — 

to  mourn  o*er  sin, 
And  find,  for  outward  Eden  lost,  a  paradise  within. 

Charles,  even  in  the  prime  of  life,  had 
settled  with  his  beloved  Empress  that  they 
wouM  both  retire  from  the  world  and  from 
each  other  so  soon  as  their  children  were 
grown  up.  He  had  long  prepared  himself 
for  monastic  habits.  During  Lents  he  with- 
drew, when  at  Toledo,  to  the  convent  La 
Sisla,  and  when  at  Valladolid  to  a  monastery 
near  Abrujo,  at  which  he  built  quarters  for 
his  reception:  nay,  fifteen  years  before  he 
abdicated,  he  confided  his  intention  to  his 
true  friend  Francesco  de  Borja — himself,  by 
and  by,  a  memorable  example  of  pomp-re- 
nouncing reflexion.  The  Emperor  selected 
the  Order  of  St.  Jerome,  hospitable  rather 
than  ascetic ;  and  appears  to  have  soon  lis- 
tened with  special  attention  to  the  praises  of 
their  establish  ment  at  Yuste.  He  caused  the 
site  to  be  examined  some  twelve  years  before 
he  finally  determined — nor  could  any  locality 
have  been  better  chosen.  If  Spain  herself, 
unvisiting  and  unvisited,  was  the  recluse  of 
Europe,  her  remote  Estremadura — exlrema 
ora — became  naturally  the  very  Thebais  for 
native  anchorites.  Here,  indeed,  the  Romans 
of  old  had  placed  their  capital  Merida,  a 
"  little  Rome,"  and  the  district  under  the  Moors 
was  a  garden  and  granary ;  but  administra- 
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liTe  neglect  and  the  emigration  of  the  multi- 
todes  who  followed  their  countrymen,  Cortes 
and  Pisan-o,  to  the  *' diggings"  of  the  new 
world,  ere  lone  grievously  impoverished 
and  depo|>ii]aled  the  province,  where — 
abnt  amen/ — to  this  day  uncultivated  and 
vninhabited  leagues  of  fertile  land  remain 
overgrown  with  aromatic  bush,  the  heri- 
tage of  the  wild  bee.  The  Hieronomite 
convent,  so  extolled  to  the  Eknperor,  stands 
— or  rather  stood — about  seven  leagues  from 
**  pleasant"  Placencia,  a  town  most  pictur- 
esquely placed  in  a  bosom  of  beauty  and 
plenty,  girdled  by  snow-capped  sierras,  moat- 
ed by  trout-streams,  and  clothed  with  forests 
of  chestnut,  mulberries,  and  orange.  The 
fraternity  had  nestled  on  a  park-like  hill- 
alope  which  sheltered  devotion  from  the 
wind,  and  still,  basking  in  the  sunny  south, 
eweeps  over  the  boundless  horizon  of  the 
Vera — where  spring  indeed  is  perpetual.  So 
roach  for  the  "  8t.  Justus  seated  m  a  vale  of 
no  great  extent,"  of  Dr.  Robertson,  who, 
blundering  from  the  threshold  to  the  catas- 
trophe, mistakes  a  Canterbury  saint  for  a 
Castilian  streamlet,  the  Yuste,  which  de- 
scending behind  the  monastery  had  given  it 
its  name. 

In  1554,  Charles,  then  in  Flanders,  finally 
sent  his  son  Philip  to  the  holy  spot,  to  in- 
spect its  capabilities,  in  reference  to  a  plan, 
sketched  by  his  own  hand,  of  some  additional 
buildings  necessary  for  his  accommodation. 
Events  were  hurrying  to  the  conclusion. 
Mary  of  England,  on  her  accession,  lost  no 
time  in  personally  informing  Charles — to 
whom  she  had  been  affianced  thirty  years  be- 
fore— that  she  was  nothing  loth  to  become 
his  second  empress.  Charles,  in  handing 
over  the  gracious  oflfer  to  Philip,  who  wi^s 
then  engaged  to  marry  his  cousin  of  Portu- 
gal, added  that,  were  the  Tudor  Queen  mis- 
tress of  far  ampler  dominions,  they  should 
not  tempt  him  from  a  purpose  of  quite  ano- 
ther kind.  So  much  for  Dr.  Watson's  asser- 
tion, that  Charles  was  quite  resolved  to  es- 
pouse the  mature  maiden  in  case  Philip  had 
declined  taking  her  off  his  hands.  The  ex- 
tirpation of  heresy  in  England  being  alike 
uppermost  in  the  minds  of  the  Emperor  and 
hw  heir,  no  objections  were  raised  by  the 
latter  to  this  parental  proposal.  He  as 
readily  consented  to  marry  the  English  prin- 
eess  destined  for  his  father,  as  he  afterwards 
did  10  marry  the  French  princess  destroed 
for  his  son  Don  Carlos.  The  Portuguese 
cousin  was  thrown  over;  and  when  the  bigot 
Philip  was  duly  linked  to  the  bloody  Mary, 
Smithfield  eontribitted  no  inapi  torch  to  by- 


meneals  simultaneously  illumined  by  the  au- 
to9  de  fe  of  the  Spanish  Inquisitioii.  The 
ambition  of  Charles,  when  he  now  prepared 
to  shift  the  burdens  of  actual  sovereignty 
from  his  own  shoulder,  was  transferred,  not 
extinguished ;  in  exact  proportion  as  he  pant- 
ed to  denude  himself  of  empire,  he  was  anx- 
ious to  aggrandize  his  son.  His  health  had 
long  teen  bad  and  broken.  Feeble  in  con- 
stitution, and  a  martyr  to  gout,  which  his 
iraprudencies  at  table  augmented,  a  prema- 
ture old  age  overtook  him.  So  far  back  as 
1549,  Marillac,  the  dnvoy  of  France,  ever 
Spain's  worst  enemy,  had  gladdened  his  mas- 
ter with  a  siffnalement  of  the  sick  Caesar : — 
"  L'ceil  abattu,  la  bouche  pale,  le  visage  plus 
mort  que  vif,  le  col  ext6nu6,  la  parole  faible, 
Thaleine  courte,  le  dos  fort  courb6,  et  les  jam- 
bes  si  faibles  qu'a  grande  peine  il  pouvait  alter 
avee  un  baton  de  sa  chambre  josqu'a  sa  garde- 
robe."  The  hand  that  once  wielded  the 
lance  and  jeered  so  well,  was  then  scarcely 
able  to  break  the  seal  of  a  letter;  and  now  ^ 
depressing  disasters  conspired  to  reduce  his 
moral  energy  to  a  level  with  his  physical 
prostration.  Fickle  fortune,  which  had  smiled 
on  him  formerly,  was,  as  he  said,  turning  to 
younger  men — the  repulse  at  Metz,  and  ig- 
nominious flight  to  In^pruck,  were  terrible 
signs  of  it,^aMt'the  death  of  his  mother,  in 
April,  1555,  having  at  length  made  him 
really  king  proprietary  of  Spain,  he  carried 
out ^18  intentions  of  a  general  abdication  at 
his  Flemish  capita],  Brussels,  on  Friday,  Oc- 
tober 25ih  of  that  same  year.  His  last  ad- 
dress was  full  of  dignity,  and  pathos : — 
weeping  himself,  he  drew  sympathetic  tears 
from  the  whole  of  the  assembly ;  the  scene 
is  touchiogly  re^ponbed  by  our  minister.  Sir 
John  Mason,  who  was  present.* 

Ill  health  detained  the  ex- monarch  nearly 
a  year  longer  in  Flanders,  which  he  finally 
quitted,  September  18,  1556.  His  exit  was 
imperial.  He  was  accompanied  by  his  two 
sisters,  the  dowager  queens  of  Hungary  and 
France,  who  indeed  wished  to  be  permanent 
sharers  of  his  retirement,  and  was  attended 
by  a  suite  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  persons, 
and  a  fleet  of  fifty-six  sail.  He  reached  La- 
redo on  the  28th.  Robertson  prostrates  him 
on  the  ground  at  landing — eager  to  salute 
the  common  mother  of  mankind,  to  whom 
he  now  returned  naked  as  he  was  bom. 
Neither  is  there  the  slightest  foundation  for 
this  episode,  nor  for  the  Doctor's  diatribes 
on  the  neglect  he  met  in  Spain.  He  was  in- 
deed put  to  a  little  inconvenience,  from  hav- 

*  See  the  vt^r  in  Mr.  BaxgoD'sindastrioru  biog- 
raphy of  Sir  Thomas  Greflham  (ii.  74). 
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ing  appeared  sooner  than  was  expected,  and 
before  adequate  preparations  were  complete, 
in  about  the  poorest  part  of  a  country  '  al- 
ways in  want  of  everything  at  the  critical 
momoat:* — matters,  however,  speedily  mend- 
ed on  the  arrival  of  his  chamberlain,  an  ex- 
perienced campaigner,  and  cunning  in  the 
commissariat.  The  cavalcade  set  forth  over 
some  of  the  wildest  mountain-passes  in  Spain 
— through  poverty-stricken  districts,  where 
stones  are  given  for  bread,  where  the  rich 
are  sent  empty  away,  and  then,  as  now,  mis- 
erably unprovided  even  with  such  accom- 
modation for  man  or  beast  as  Spaniards  and 
their  locomotive,  the  mule,  alone  could  or 
can  endure. — '  Oh  1  dura  tellus  Iberise  I' 
Charles,  sick  and  gouty,  travelled  by  short 
stages  of  ten  to  fifteen  miles  a-day,  some- 
times in  a  chair  carried  by  men,  at  other 
times  in  a  litter.  The  identical  palanquin  in 
which  his  Catholic  Majesty  was  'cribbed, 
cabined,  and  confined,'  durinff  this  Caesarean 
operation,  is  «till  preserved  m  the  Armeria 
at  Madrid  ;  something  between  a  black  trunk 
and  a  coffin,  it  is  infinitely  less  comfortable 
than  the  elegant  articles  furnished  by  Mr. 
Banting.  His  progress,  the  vehicle  notwith- 
standing, was  right  regal.  Provinces  and 
cities  emptied  themselves  to  do  homage,  and 
be  entered  Bursos,  the  time-honored  capital 
of  Castile,  amid  pealing  bells  and  a  general 
illumination:  here  he  remained  two  days, 
holding  a  perpetual  levee,  highly  delighted, 
and  with  every  wish  anticipated.  So  much 
for  Dr.  Robertson's  movmg  *tale  of  the 
deep  affliction  of  Charles  at  his  son's  ingrati- 
tude,' and  the  forced  residence  at  Burgos  for 
'  some  weeks'  before  Philip  paid  the  first 
moiety  of  the  small  pension  which  was  all 
he  had  reserved  of  so  many  kingdoms — 
with  the  tragical  addition  that  the  said  de- 
lay prevented  him  rewarding  or  dismissing 
his  suite,  which,  in  fact,  he  neither  did  nor 
wished  to  do  here.  At  Cabezon  he  was  met 
by  his  grandson,  the  ill-omened  Don  Carlos, 
of  whom  he  formed  a  bad  but  correct  first 
impression,  and  forthwith  recommended  to 
the  regent  Juana  *  an  unsparing  use  of  the 
rod ;'  the  boy  already,  at  eleven  years  of  age, 
evinced  unmistakeable  symptoms  '  of  a  sul- 
len passionate  temper.  He  lived  in  a  state  of 
perpetual  rebellion  against  his  aunt,  and  dis- 
played from  the  nursery  the  weakly  mischiev- 
ous spirit  which  mark^  his  short  career  at 
bis  father's  court.'  Mr.  Stirling  properly 
treats  all  the  love  for  hb  father's  wife,  and 
bis  consequent  murder,  as  the  contemptible 
fictions  of  malevolent  ignorance,  though 
adopted  and  revived  of  late  by  the  Al- 
YOL.  XXIX.    KO.  L 


fieris,  Schillers,  and  other  illustrious  drama- 
tists. 

Charles  entered  Valladolid,  where  the 
court  was  residing,  without  parade,  but  by 
the  usual  gate.  '  It  would  be  a  shame,'  said 
he,  *  not  to  let  his  people  see  him' — a  cause 
and  monument  of  his  country's  greatness. 
He  was  received  by  all,  high  and  low,  most 
deferentially,  and  held  frequent  cabinet  coun- 
cils. On  resuming  his  joorney,  he  '  thanked 
God  that  he  was  getting  beyond  the  reach 
of  ceremony,  and  that  henceforward  no  more 
visits  were  to  be  made,  no  more  receptions  to 
be  undergone.'  He  now  approached  the  wild 
and  rugged  Sierra  de  Bejar,  one  of  the  back- 
bones of  the  Peninsula ;  yet  rather  than  face 
the  episcopal  and  municipal  civilities  of  Pla- 
cencia,  to  which  Dr.  Robertson  takes  him,  he 
braved  a  shorter  cut,  over  an  alpine  pass 
which  might  have  scared  a  chamois  or  con- 
traband ista-^a  route  which  recalled  the  mis- 
eries of  his  flight  to  Insf)ruck,  and  is  almost 
described  by  Lactantius,  in  his  account  of  the 
journey  of  Diocletian  to  Nicomedia : — *  Cum 
jam  felicitas  ab  eo  recessisset,  impatiens  et 
aeger  animi,  profectusbyeme,saeviente  frigore, 
atque  imbribus  verberatus,  morbum  levem  et 
perpetuum  traxit,  vexatusque  per  omne  iter 
leciicH  plurimum  vehebatur.'  {De  Morle 
PerseCy  xvii.) 

Mr.  Stirling  paints  like  a  true  artist  the 
toppling  crags,  the  torrents,  and  precipices 
amidst  which  nature  sits  enthroned  in  all  her 
sublimity,  with  her  wildest  and  loveliest 
forms  broad-cast  about  her,  where  least  seen, 
as  if  in  scorn  for  the  insect  man  and  his  ad- 
miration. When  at  length  the  cavalcade 
crept,  like  a  wounded  snake,  to  the  culmi- 
nating crest,  and  the  promised  land,  the 
happy  Rasselas  valley,  lay  unrolled  as  a  map 
beneath  him — *  this  is  indeed  the  Vera/  ex- 
claimed Charles, '  to  reach  which  surely  some 
suffering  might  be  borne.'  Then  turning  back 
on  the  mountain  gorges  of  the  Puerto  JV'uevo, 
which  frowned  behind,  and  thinking,  as  it 
were,  of  the  gates  of  the  world  closed  on 
him  for  ever :  *  Now,'  added  he,  *  I  shall 
never  go  through  pass  again.'  He  reached 
Xarandilla  before  sunset,  and  alighted  at  the 
castle  of  the  Count  of  Oropesa,  the  great 
feudal  lord  of  the  district.  Here  he  remained 
the  whole  winter — fretting  and  fuming  at  the 
delays  in  the  completion  of  the  new  wing 
at  Yuste,  which  had  been  begun  three 
years  before,  and  which  Mr.  Cubitt  would 
have  put  out  of  hand  in  three  months.  The 
weather  was  severe ;  but  while  the  winds  and 
rain  beat  out  of  doors,  and  the  imperial  suite 
waded  in  waterproof  boots,  the  great  man 
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himself,  wrapped  in  robes  wadded  with  eider 
down,  snt  by  a  blazing  fire,  and  discussed 
heavT  affairs  of  state  ^r  the  public  benefit, 
and  henvier  dinners  ftnd  sappers  for  his  pri- 
vate injury.  The  outlnndiali  attendants  nl- 
most  mutinied  from  disooniont ;  the  chosen 
paradise  of  the  muter  was  regarded  as  a 
Borl  of  hell  upon  earth  bj  tlie  servants ;  ihey 
yearned  for  borne,  and  dragging  at  each  step 
a  weightier  chain,  sighed  aa  they  remembered 
their  sweet  Belgian  Argos.  Yet,  if  Span- 
iards have  written  their  annnl^  true,  these 
said  Belgians  and  Hollanders  looked  plump 
and  fair,  and  fed  as  voracionaly  ns  if  they  had 
been  Jews  upon  the  unctuous  bams  and  gris- 
Idns  of  Montanches.  Estremadura  is  indeed 
a  porcine  pays  de  Cocagne,  an  Elysium  of 
the  pig,  a  tsnd  overflowing  with  savory 
snakes  for  his  summer  improvement,  and 
with  sweet  acorns  for  his  autumnal  perfec- 
Uonment;  whence  results  a  flesh  fitter  for 
demigods  than  Dutchmen,  and  a  fat,  tinted 
like  melted  topazes — a  morael  for  cardinals 
and  wise  men  of  the  West. 

Tel  maitre  Ul»  valet*— had  Charles  set  his 
faithful  followers  a  magnificent  example :  his 
worst  disease  was  an  inordinate  appetite,  and 
bismostbeseltjng  sin  the  indulgence  thereof — 
edaeitas  damnota.  Nor  did  he  voluntarily  re- 
pudiate theold  Belgic  respect  for  god  Bacchus. 
So  long  back  as  16S2,  his  apiritual  adviser 
"  had  bidden  him  beware  of  fish" — but  added 
thai  he  must  be  more  moderate  in  his  cups  ; 
or  else  both  mind  and  body  would  go  down 
hill — "cuesW  abajo."  The  habits  of  the 
Heliogabalic  hermit  are  thus  racily  described 
by  our  genial  author ; — 

"  Roger  Ascham,  standing  "  hard  by  the  impe- 
rial table  at  llie  feast  of  ihe  Gotden  Fleece," 
watched  with  wonder  the  Bmperor's  progress 
tbniagh  "sod  lieef,  roast  mutton,  baked  hare;" 
after  which,  "  he  fed  well  of  a  capon,"  drinking 
alao,  says  the  Fellow  of  St.  John's,"  the  beftlhal 
ever  1  saw.  lie  liad  his  head  in  the  glass  Qve 
times  as  long  as  any  of  them,  and  never  drank 
less  than  a  good  quart  at  once  of  Rheniali 
wine."  Ealiug  was  now  the  only  physical  grati- 
ficaiion  which  be  could  still  eujoy  or  was  unable 
to  resiel.  He  continned,  therefore,  to  dine  lo  the 
last  on  rich  dishei>,  against  which  his  ancient  and 
trasty  confessor,  Cardinal  Loaysa,  bad  protested  a 
quarter  of  a  century  tiefore. 

'■  The  supply  of  his  table  wsa  a  msin  subject  of 
the  correspoocfence  between  the  mayordomo  and 
the  Secretary  of  State.  The  weekly  courier  from 
Valladolid  to  Lisbon  was  ordered  to  change  bin 
ronte  thdt  he  migbt  bring  every  I'hursday  a  pro- 
vision  of  eeis  and  other  rich  fish  {jKtcadugriuso) 
for  Friday's  fast.  There  was  a  conslanl  demand 
for  anchovies,  tunny,  and  other  potted  fish,  and 
someiimes  a  coroolaint  thai  the  trouts  of  the  coun- 
try were  too  MMil :  the  olives,  on  the  other  band. 


were  too  large — BndlheEmpenvwhhad,ljutead, 
for  olives  of  Perejon.  One  day  the  SaeMary  of 
Slate  Is  asked  for  some  partridges  froo)  Gama,  a 
place  from  whenca  the  Emperor  remembera  thai 
the  Count  of  Orsono  once  sent  him  into  Flanders 
some  of  the  best  partridges  in  the  world.  Another 
day,  saosages  were  wanted  "  of  the  hind  which  the 
Qaeen  Juana,  now  in  glory,  used  to  pride  herself 
on  making,  in  the  Flemish  fashion,  at  Tordesillas," 
and  for  the  receipt  for  which  the  Secretary  ia  re- 
ferred to  the  Marquis  of  Denia.  Both  orders  were 
pnacluallv  executed.  The  sansagea,  although 
sent  to  a  land  supreme  in  that  manufacture,  gave 
great  satisfaction.  Of  the  partridges  the  Emperor 
said  that  they  used  to  be  better — ordering,  how- 
ever, the  remainder  to  be  pickled.  The  Emperor's 
wealinesti  being  generally  known,  or  soon  discov- 
ered, dainties  of  all  kinds  were  sent  lo  him  aa 
presents.  Motion,  pork,  and  game  were  the  pro- 
visions roost  easily  obtained  at  Xatandilla;  but 
they  were  dear.  The  bread  was  indiS'erent,  and 
nothing  was  good  and  abundant  but  chestnuts,  the 
staple  food  of  the  people.  But  in  a  very  few  days 
Ihe  easlle  larder  wanted  for  nothing.  One  day 
the  Count  of  Oropesa  sent  an  oBcring  of  game  ; 
another  day  a  pair  of  fat  calves  Arrived  from  Ihe 
Archbii-boporZaragoaa.  The  Archbishop  ofTo- 
ledo  and  the  Duchess  of  Frias  were  constant 
and  magnificent  in  their  gifts  of  venison,  fruit,  and 

Ereservea.  and  supplieaof  all  kinds  came  at  regu- 
ir  intervals  from  Seville  and  from  Portugal. 
"  Luis  Quixada,  who  knew  the  ELmperor'a  bab- 
ils  and  cousritation  well,  beheld  with  dismav  these 


the  good  things  from  Valladolid  without  adding 
some  dismal  forebodings  of  consequent  mischief; 
and  along  with  an  order  he  sometimes  conveyed 
a  hint  that  it  would  be  moch  better  if  no  means 
were  found  of  execntlngit.  If  the  Emperor  made 
a  hearty  meal  withoot  being  the  worse  for  it,  the 
mayordomo  noted  the  fact  with  exultation,  and  re- 
marked with  complacency  His  Majesly's  fondness 
for  plovers,  which  he  considered  harmless.  But 
his  office  of  purveyor  was  more  commonly  exer- 
cised under  protest ;  and  he  interposed  between 
his  master  snd  ao  eel-pie  an,  in  other  days,  be 
would  have  thrown  himself  between  the  imperial 
person  and  the  point  of  a  Moorish  lance." 

So  much  for  "  his  table  neat  and  plain  " — 
according  to  Dr.  Robertson — (sheeps-head 
and  out  bannocks  towit !) — and  here,  if  f  pace 
permitted,  we  might  point  out  to  hero-wor- 
shippers other  great  men,  on  whose  crests 
sat  plumed  victory,  of  even  greater  appetite, 
and  who,  succumbing  to  the  spit,  dug  their 
graves  with  their  teeth.  We  might  compare 
the  pickled  tunny  and  iced  beer  of  the  invin- 
cible Charles  with  the  polentas  and  fiery  con- 
diments of  Frederick  the  Great,  who  plan- 
ned a  battle  or  a  bill  of  far«  with  equal  skill 
and  solicitude;  who  appointed  for  each  dif- 
ferent dish  or  defile  a  different  cook  or  colo- 
nel. Charlea  paid  no  lesa  attention  to  medi- 
ctne  than  to  the  mcnti — to  the  anlJdote  than 
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to  the  tfM.  His  manna  came  express  from 
NaplB0---lii8  senna  leaves,  *<  the  oest  from 
Alexandria*"  were  steeped  in  white  wine  of 
Yepes,  selected  by  the  General  of  the  Hiero- 
nomites,  an  order  of  monks  celebrated  for 
their  cellars.  He  accepted  pills  readily — but 
turned  a  deaf  ear  to  his  mentors,  who— bro- 
ther-graduates of  poor  Sancho's  terrible  Doc- 
tor de  Tirteafuera  {Anfflieej  Dr.  Take-away) 
— remonstrated  as  often  as  a  liver-loadine 
delicacy  was  placed  before  him.  He  had 
long  been  wont,  when  his  physicians  ("  the 
wise  fiaersdorp  and  the  great  Yersahus") 
disputed  his  case,  like  those  in  Moliere,  to  ap- 
peal to  one  Caballo  (Caballtu,  called  Ona- 
prtu  Magnus  by  the  suite);  and  this  Spanish 
quack,  whose  art  of  dining  and  dietary  was 
*'  eat  and  drink  what  you  like,*'  as  usual  car- 
ried the  day.  Hence  cramps — the  unavail- 
ing remorse  of  a  non- digesting  stomach — 
tossings  and  turnings  by  nights — and  the 
next  day's  repetition,  of  the  sin  and  cause : 
so  weak  was  the  imperial  flesh ;  so  unfailing 
the  portioning  of  pills,  the  weighing  of  scru- 
ples, the  doctor's  visit  and  gossip— all  the 
concentrated  egotism  and  immemorial  conso- 
lations of  the  sick-room. 

At  last,  as  everything  comes  to  an  end,  even 
in  Spain,  there  arrived  tidings  that  mason, 
carpenter,  and  upholsterer  had  finished  the 
lob  at  Yuste,  and  in  January,  1557,  nearly  a 
handred  of  the  suite  were  paid  off,  and  kind- 
ly dismissed.  It  was  a  sad  sight  to  see  the 
breaking  up  of  so  old  a  company  of  retain- 
ers, bursting  now  like  a  shell  and  never  to 
meet  again.  On  the  drd  of  February — Dr. 
Robertson's  24th — the  Emperor,  accompani- 
ed by  sixty  attendants — Dr.  Robertson's 
"  twelve  domestics  only  " — reached  the  con- 
vent, and  saluted  the  prior  and  his  new  bre- 
thren— 

An  old  man  broken  with  the  storms  of  state 
Is  come  to  lay  bis  weary  bones  among  ye. 

The  picturesque  Principal,  wishing  to  en- 
hance present  lowliness  with  the  contrast  of 
past  greatness,  describes  the  "  humble  re- 
treat *'  prepared  for  fallen  Caesar  as  "  hard- 
ly sufficient  for  a  private  gentleman : — four 
out  of  the  six  rooms  in  the  form  of  friars' 
cells,  with  naked  walls,  and  all  on  a  level 
with  the  ground !"  Although  the  additional 
wing  had  neither  golden  gate  nor  temple  of 
Esculapius,  as  at  Spalatro,  the  elevation  par- 
took more  of  a  cheerful  Italian  villa  than  a 
Spanish  convent.  The  building  was  super- 
intended by  Antonio  Yillacastin,  who  after- 
wards, as  surveyor  of  the  works  of  the  Es- 


curial,  saw  the  first  stone  laid  of  that  gigan- 
tic pile,  and  its  completion ;  there  he  lies 
buried  like  our  Wren,  and  also  aged  01,  in  his 
own  St.  Paul's,  the  best  monument  of  his 
fame.  The  wing  consisted  of  two  stories, 
each  containing  four  rooms,  connected  by 
sunny  galleries  outside,  and  well  warmed  in- 
side by  fireplaces,  such  as  the  chilly  Charles 
everywhere  introduced  into  his  Spanish  resi- 
dences, even  in  the  Alcazar  of  sun-roasted 
Seville  and  the  Alharobra  of  sun- toasted 
Granada,  to  the  merciless  destruction  of  ex- 
quisite Moorish  diapry  and  surface  wall  deco- 
ration. The  Emperor  inhabited  the  upper 
story ;  an  opening  was  made,  which  enabled 
him,  when  confined  to  his  bed,  to  see  the 
high  altar  and  the  celebration  of  mass  in  the 
chapel ;  his  cabinet  looked  southward — the 
garden  below  it  easily  reached  by  an  inclined 
plane,  and  arranged  in  a  succession  of  ter- 
races down  to  the  stream.  The  front  of  the 
monastery  was  shaded  by  a  magnificent  wal- 
nut-tree, even  then  called  el  nogal  grande — 
**  a  Nestor  of  the  woods,  which  has  seen  the 
hermit's  cell  rise  to  a  royal  convent,  and  sink 
into  ruin,  and  has  survived  the  Spanish  order 
of  St.  Jerome  and  the  Austrian  dynasty." 
The  rooms  were  furnished  to  his  peculiar 
simple  tastes,  and  hung  with  plain  cloth  in- 
stead of  the  usual  costly  arras,  of  which  how- 
ever he  had  enough  to  tapestry  the  whole 
building.  His  supply  of  quilts  and  fine  linen 
was  greater  still:  whilst  his  friends  were 
seated  on  velvet  chairs,  he  himself  reposed 
on  one  with  wheels,  six  soft  cushions,  and  a 
footstool.  Mr.  Stirling  prints  the  inventory 
of  all  his  goods  and  chattels.  Of  gold  and 
silver  plate  he  had  13,000  ounces ;  he  wash- 
ed his  hands  in  basins  of  silver — nay,  even 
the  meanest  utensil  of  his  bed-chamber  was 
made  of  that  material,  and,  it  may  be  suspect- 
ed, from  the  very  homely  English  name,  im- 
perfectly Castillanized,  that  the  article  had 
been  a  delicate  attention  from  the  enamored 
Mary.  Charles,  who  always  had  been  plain 
to  parsimony  in  his  dress,  did  not  turn  dandy 
in  the  cloister ;  his  jewels  consisted  chiefly 
of  badges  of  the  Golden  Fleece,  one  of 
which  is  said,  incorrectly,  to  have  been  worn 
by  our  Great  Duke.  He  had  some  amulets 
against  plague  and  cramp,  many  pocket 
watches,  and  dozen  pairs  of  spectacles.  His 
pictures  were  few,  but  select,  and  such  as  be- 
came the  friend  and  patron  of  Titian :  among 
them  the  portrait  of  his  gentle,  gracefm 
Isabel,  taken  soon  after  the  honeymoon,  re- 
called to  him  the  treasure  he  had  lost,  while 
another,  of  his  son's  English  prize,  reminded 
him  of  what  horrors  he  had  *^        *'  " 
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At  the  imperial  command  the  convent  choir 
had  been  reinforced  by  some  sixteen  picked 
melodious  friars ;  Charles  himself,  ever  fond 
of  music  and  a  singer  of  anthems,  now  per- 
formed pro  virili  as  their  precentor.  His 
nice  ear  and  musical  memory  detected  alike 
a  borrowed  motet  in  the  maestro  de  capilla, 
as  a  false  note  in  a  singer,  whom  he  rated  by 
name  with  some  gracious  addition  of  Hide- 
puta  bermejo — "a  red-headed  son  of — :"  an 
expression  derogatory  to  the  mother  of  any 
vocalist,  let  alone  a  church  quirister,  and,  as 
Mr.  Stirling  says,  "  certainly  savoring  more 
of  the  camp  than  the  cloister." 

On  the  whole  his  regular  habits  accorded/ 
well  with  monastic  life,  in  which  one  day  is 
like  another,  and  all  creep  in  Cheir  petty  pace 
to  dusty  death.  The  order  of  the  course  was 
this  :  at  waking  his  confessor  assisted  at  his 
private  devotions,  then  his  valets  at  his  toi- 
lette ;  after  mass  he  sat  down  to  mess,  dalla 
masta  alia  mensa ;  his  dinner  was  long,  for 
his  appetite  was  prodigious,  and  the  mastica- 
tion of  his  toothless  gums,  and  the  carving 
with  his  gout-crippled  fingers,  tedious :  mean- 
time his  physician  stood  at  one  side  waging 
fruitless  war  to  the  knife  and  fork  too,  and 
his  man  of  letters  stood  on  the  other  to  dis- 
course pleasantly,  and  then  read  him  to  the 
subsequent  siesta  froni  a  good  book.  Such 
sleep  as  a  patristic  folio  could  induce,  mass 
again,  a  sermon,  and  an  anthem  filled  up  the 
afternoon.  Evening  brought  the  sauntering 
in  the  sun  amid  his  flower-beds,  or  persecu- 
ting wood-pigeons  with  his  gun :  while,  if  de- 
tained in  doors  by  rain  or  rheumatism,  there 
were  the  pet  parrot,  the  tame  cats,  the  me- 
chanical workshop,  talk  with  some  visitor,  and 
last,  not  least,  state  business  with  his  secre- 
tary ;  after  vespers  came  supper,  *'  a  meal 
much  like  the  dinner,"  which  made  his  cham- 
berlain's loyal  heart  quake. 

This  high  officer,  the  chief  among  the  fif- 
teen confidential  persons  who  formed  his 
*'  chamber,"  has  already  been  introduced  by 
our  author.  J)on  Luis  Quixada,  the  type 
of  a  good  old  Castilian  soldier  and  hidalgo, 
was  spare  and  sinewy  in  frame,  formal  in 
manners  and  cut  of  his  beard,  full  of  strong 
sense  and  prejudices,  proud  and  punctilious, 
but  true  as  steel  to  his  faith  and  king,  and 
an  excellent  hater  of  all  Jews,  heretics,  and 
friars.  Good  Quixada  may  possibly  have 
been  in  the  mind's  eye  of  Cervantes  when  he 
drew  his  immortal  Quixote.  To  this  tried 
follower  Charles  had  confided  the  care  of  hb 
illegitimate  son,  the  subsequently  celebrated 
Don  Juan  of  Austria:  the  secret  was  scru- 
pulously kept,  and  the  boy  was  brought  up 


as  the  page  of  Magdalena,  the  wifo  of  Don 
Luis. 

In  his  third  chapter  Mr.  Stirling,  relying 
on  ascertained  truth,  and  eschewing  all  the 
tricks  of  historical  romance,  makes  us  equal- 
ly familiar  with  his  Majesty's  other  principal 
attendants.  The  gravest  charge  of  all  had 
been  given  to  the  Reverend  Juan  de  Regla — 

^  one  of  those  monks,  who  knew  how  to  make 
ladders  to  place  and  favor  of  the  ropes  which  girt 
their  ascetic  loins.  On  being  first  introduced  into 
the  imperial  presence,  he  chose  to  speak  in  the 
mitre-slmnnin?  cant  of  his  cloth,  of  the  great  re- 
lactance  which  he  felt  in  occupying  a  post  of  such 
weightv  responsibility.  "  Never  fear,"  said  Charles, 
somewhat  maliciously  ;  *' before  I  left  Flanders 
five  doctors  were  engaged  for  a  year  in  easing  my 
conscience,  so  you  will  have  nothing  to  answer 
fur  but  what  happens  here." 

The  important  post  of  private  secretary 
was  filled  by  Martin  Ouztelu^  and  by  him  the 
whole  confidential  correspondence  was  car- 
ried on,  as  the  Emperor  himself  could  seldom 
do  more  than  scrawl  a  few  words  with  his 
chalky  fingers.  William  van  Male  of  Bruges 
was  intimately  admitted  into  the  personnel, 
the  heart  and  soul  secrets  of  Charles.  Long 
the  first  gentleman  of  the  bedchamber,  he 
had  become  part  and  parcel  of  the  invalid's 
existence.  This  honest  and  learned  man  was 
the  scholar  and  '*  Dominie "  of  the  society. 
He  rendered  to  Charles,  in  the  degree  requir- 
ed, such  literary  services  as  Voltaire  did  to 
Frederick  the  Great.  //  lavait  son  linge  sale 
-—or  licked  into  shape  the  crude  compositions 
of  a  royal  master,  who,  although  his  educa- 
tion, born  and  bred  in  camps,  had  been  neg- 
lected, was  not  without  aspirations  to  twine 
the  laurel  of  Apollo  with  that  of  Mars.  Our 
Caesar  having,  like  Julius  of  old,  written  his 
own  commentaries,  Van  Male  converted  the 
imperial  French  (of  1550)  into  elegant  Latin. 
On  another  occasion  Charles  did  into  Spanish 
prose  the  French  poem  Le  Chevalier  Viter- 
mini,  which  translation  Hernando  de  Acufia. 
by  his  direction,  again  turned  into  Castilian 
verse,  and  so  much  to  his  Majesty's  content 
that  he  felt  some  desire  to  admit  the  reading 
world  into  a  share  of  the  intellectual  treat. 
Nevertheless,  however  well  satisfied  with  the 
works  of  his  pen,  and  however  ardently  com- 
plimented thereon  by  his  attendants,  the 
monarch,  it  seems,  trembled  before  the  cri- 
tic, and  could  not  easily  make  up  his  mind  to 
rush  into  print,  shame  the  fools,  and  proclaim 
the  augtist  authorship.  We  most  reluctant- 
ly pass  over  Mr.  Stirling's  pleasant  particu- 
lars of  the  tricks  and  jokes  played  on  the 
poor  Fleming  poet-laureat  by  the  "windy 
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SpanUrds,"  who  made  him  a  cat's-paw,  and 
80  magnified  in  the  eyes  of  Charles  the  cer- 
tain profits  which  most  result  from  the  pub- 
lication, that  the  Emperor  at  last  forced  him 
to  go  to  press,  by  which  worthy  Van  Male 
was  half  ruined.  In  justice  to  the  Emperor, 
it  must  be  said  that  he  sincerely  meant  to  do 
a  good  turn  to  a  faithful  attendant,  who  for 
six  years  previously  to  his  abdication  had 
never  quitted  him  by  day  or  night  Oft 
when  Charles,  with  over-worked  brain  and 
stomach,  had,  like  Henry  IV.,  frighted  gentle 
sleep  from  his  pillow,  the  weary  scholar  was 
summoned  to  the  bedside  to  beguile  the  long 
hours  by  reading  from  the  Vulgate,  or  by  joining 
in  a  psalmodic  duet,  until  his  own  health  also 
broke  down,  to  the  no  great  displeasure  of 
Charles,  who  loved  him  all  the  better  from 
the  congeniality  of  valetudinarianism,  most 
courtier-Tike,  although  most  unintentional.  No 
man  ever  probed  so  deeply  into  the  secret 
workings  of  the  reserved  and  commanding 
mind  of  the  Emperor  as  Van  Male,  who  trem- 
bled, when  writing  to  De  Praet,  at  even  the 
recollections  of  the  mysterious  confidences  he 
made  him.  These  accordingly,  and  very  un- 
happily for  history,  are  not  revealed  in  his 
Letters — published  at  Brussels  in  1843,  by 
the  Baron  de  Reiffenbach — which  remarkable 
series,  however,  affords  invaluable  glimpses  of 
the  hero  of  the  sixteenth  age,  as  seen  by  the 
eyes  of  his  valet.  The  hero,  always  very 
chary  of  his  future  fame,  welcomed  to  Yus- 
te  another  erudite  virtuoso,  a  great  friend  of 
Yan  Male's,  Juan  CHnes  Sepulveda,  who  ven- 
tured in  his  sixtieth  year  to  quit  the  sunny 
south  and  face  the  mud  and  mules  of  the 
Puerto  NuevOj  without  the  imperial  conve- 
niences— a  step  which  nearly  put  an  end  to 
his  beneficed  and  literary  life.  Charles  was 
all  through  the  centre  of  the  circle,  the  ob- 
served of  all  observers  and  satellites,  who, 
learned  or  unlearned,  held  him  to  be  the 
greatest  monarch  and  man  that  ever  had 
been  or  ever  could  be ;  and  that  to  name  him 
was  sufficient — 

Carlo  quinto,  ed  d  assai  qnesto, 
Perche  si  sa  per  tatto  il  mondo  il  resto. 

The  medical  staff  was  commensurate  with 
that  of  the  kitchen.  The  resident  physician- 
in-chief  was  Henry  Mathys,  a  Fleming,  who, 
on  special  consultations,  was  backed  by  Oio- 
vanni  Mole,  a  Milanese,  and  Comelio,  a  Span- 
iard. Their  bulletins  from  day  to  day,  and 
their  prescriptions  duly  chronicled  in  dog 
and  doctor  Latin,  and  with  "  singular  dul- 
ness  and  prolixity,"  are  still  preserved  in  the 
archives  at  Simancas.    Nor  must  we  omit  1 


mention  of  another  practitioner  who  admin- 
istered to  the  mind  of  the  patient,  and  by 
making  him  of  a  cheerful  countenance,  kept 
up  his  moral  health,  and  reconciled  to  a  wet 
or  no- post  day.    To  this  Judnelo  Torriano, 
a  mechanician  of  Cremona,  the  keeping  of 
the  horological  department  had  long  been 
confided  ;  he  regulated  the  clocks  and  watch- 
es of  Charles,  who  was  as  nice  in  the  nota- 
tion of  his  time  to  the  fraction  of  a  minute, 
ns  was  our  good  old  English-hearted  King, 
George  III.    The  Italian  also  constructed 
little  figures  that  moved,  birds  that  flew,  and 
other  ingenious  toys,  by  which  the  prior  and 
monks,  who  took  him  for  a  wizacd,  were 
scared  out  of  such  wits  as  they  had,  to  the 
delight  of  the  emperor,  who  took  no  less 
pleasure  in  this  workshop  than  Louis  XYI. 
did  in  forging  locks  and  keyst    Very  pretty 
indeed  is  Dr.  Robertson's  story  that  Charles, 
on  failing  to  make  any  two  watches  keep  time 
together,  confessed  a  penitential  regret  for 
ever  having  attempted  to  enforce  a  unifor- 
mity of  religion ;  but  alas  I  it  is  mere  romance 
again ;  every  day  that  he  grew  older  his  bi- 
gotry waxed  the  stronger,  and  no  less  so  the 
expressions  arguing  his  constant  anxiety  that 
all  lost  sheep  might,  by  the  help  of  good 
dogs  and  croziers,  be  got  safe  into,  and  duly 
sheared  in,  the  one  true  Roman  and  Apos- 
tolical fold.     Equally  apocryphal  is  the  Doc- 
tor's statement  that  Charles  only  *'  admitted 
a  few  neis^hbors  to  vbits — and  entertained 
them  at  table  ;"  an  honor  so  opposed  to  Span- 
ish etiquette  that  he  never  conceded  it  but 
once  in  all  his  life,  and  then  in  favor  of  Alva, 
the  great  and  iron  Duke  of  his  day.    As  re- 
spects the  Principal's  rarity  of  visitors,  even 
from  the  neighborhood— callers  and  guests 
were  in  fact  exceedingly  numerous— con- 
stantly arriving  from  all  quarters,  and  many 
of  them  well  worthy  of  Mr.  Stirling's  com- 
memoration.    Not  the  least  assiduous  was 
that  once  celebrated  scion  of  a  house  that 
had  given  birth  to  kings  and  popes,  and  in 
whose  bosom  a  congenial  spirit  burned,  the 
already  named  Francesco  de  Borja,  ex- duke 
of  Gandia,  the  "  miracle  of  princes,"  a  saint 
among  grandees  and  a  grandee  among  saints ; 
and  some  compensation  was,  indeed,  owing 
to  the  Church  from  a  family  which  had  given 
her  an  Alexander  VI.     Born  in   1510,  our 
better  Borgia  early  displayed  a  serious  turn 
even  at  court,  and  was  selected  by  Charles 
to  convey  the  corpse  of  his  empress  from 
Toledo  to  Granada.     When  the  coffin  was 
opened   to  verify  the  body,   the  appalling 
death- change  so  affected  the  young  noble- 
man, that  he  resolved  to  renounce  the  worlds 
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bis  rank,  and  riches:  accordingly,  in  1550 
he  became  a  Jesuit,  and  died  in  1562  gene- 
ral of  the  order.  Frequent  as  were  his  visits 
to  Yuste,  he  was  always  welcomed  by 
Charles,  who  even  condescended  to  send  him 
every  day,  when  there,  the  "  most  approved 
dish"  from  his  own  table ;  many  and  long 
were  their  conferences,  at  which  no  one  was 
ever  present,  and  a  portion  only  of  the  sub- 
ject matter,  communicated  by  Francesco 
himself  to  Ribadaneira,  has  been  recorded  in 
that  author's  Life  of  the  ex- duke — a  work, 
we  need  hardly  say,  with  which  Dr.  Robert- 
son was  altogether  unacquainted. 

Another  no  less  constant  and  cherished 
guest  was  Don  Luis  de  Avila,  an  old  com- 
rade of  the  emperor's — and  this  indeed  was 
a  neighbor,  for  he  lived  in  '*  lettered  and  lau- 
relled ease"  at  Placencia.  His  commenta- 
ries on  the  wars  of  his  Caesar  in  Germany 
have  been  compared  by  Spaniards  to  those 
of  the  "  great  hook-nosed  fellow  of  Rome" 
himself.  Charles  delighted  in  this  lively 
Quintus  Curtius,  who  blew  the  Castilian 
trumpet  right  thrasonically,  and  his  book, 
bound  in  crimson  velvet  with  silver  clasps, 
lay  always  on  his  imperial  reading-table: — 
one,  it  must  be  confessed,  less  plentifully 
supplied  than  that  in  his  dining-room,  from 
which,  by  the  bye,  on  one  occasion  he  order- 
ed a  capon  to  be  reserved  for  Avila — an 
honor  so  great  as  to  be  specially  notified  in  a 
despatch  sent  to  court.  Charles  fought  his 
battles  over  again  with  Captain  Luis,  as  Un- 
cle Toby  did  his  with  Corporal  Trim,  and  as 
the  wonted  fires  warmed  up  even  in  the  ash- 
es, forgot  his  gout,  and  shouldering  his 
crutches,  showed  how  fields  were  won.  Nor 
were  the  solaces  of  church  militant  and  drum 
ecclesiastic  wanting ;  the  emperor's  fondness 
for  pulpit  eloquence  was  fooled  to  the  bent 
by  a  company  of  preachers  selected  from  the 
most  potent  and  competent  of  the  Hierono- 
mite  order.  Mr.  Stirling  has  fished  from  the 
pools  of  Lethe  the  names  of  some  of  the  least 
obscure  of  these.  The  imperial  household, 
courtiers,  and  soldiers  were  astounded  at 
their  master's  affability  and  good  humor, 
which  made  him  no  less  popular  in  the  clois- 
ter than  in  the  camp.  It  passed  their  un- 
derstanding, that  his  Caesarean  and  Catholic 
Majesty  should  keep  such  low  company,  and 
associate  with  a  pack  of  *'  unendurable  block- 
heads," at  whom  they  swore  lustily,  after 
the  immemorial  fashion  of  armies  in  Flanders. 
They  hated  the  convent,  and  anathematized 
the  friars  who  built  it ;  they  were  not  yet 
weaned  from  the  world,  nor  surfeited  with 
its  boons ;  they  had  no  dislike  to  loaves  or 


fishes,  to  place  or  profit,  nor  any  predilection 
for  prayer,  penitence,  sermons,  self-flagella- 
tions, and  sioular  recreations,  whereby  clois- 
ter life  was  so  sweetened  to  their  master, 
that  he  often  declared  he  never  had  been  so 
happy  before. 

Yet  his  existence  was  by  no  means  that 
pictured  by  Robertson,  "  of  a  man  perfectly 
disengaged  from  this  present  life ;  of  one 
from  whose  mind  all  former  ambitious 
thoughts  were  effiiced  ;  who,  so  far  from 
taking  part  in  the  political  transactions  of 
Europe,  did  not  even  mquire  about  them,  but 
viewed  the  busy  scene  with  contempt  or  in- 
difference;" who,  says  Watson,  out-Herod- 
ing  Herod,  did  not  even  "  suffer  his  domes- 
tics to  inform  him  what  was  passing  in  the 
world."  Watson  tells  that  Charles  resigned 
because  his  son  was  evidently  resolved  to 
force  the  crown  from  him,  and  he  dreaded 
the  contest; — both  Doctors,  major  and  mi- 
nor, carrying  on  the  Hyperborean  gospel  by 
stating  that  he  discovered,  on  his  very  land- 
ing at  Laredo,  that  "  he  was  no  longer  a 
monarch,"  and  felt  bitterly  the  neglect  of 
Philip — even  his  pittance  pension  being  un- 
paid ;  that  during  his  fits  of  gout  he  was  al- 
together incapable  of  business,  and  gave  him- 
self up  only  to  trifling  and  childish  occupa- 
tions ;  that  he  showed  no  traces  whatever, 
for  six  months  before  his  death,  of  his  for- 
mer sound  and  masculine  understanding ; 
finally,  that,  while  any  faculties  did  remain 
with  him,  he  constantly  repented  his  resigna- 
tion, and  contemplated  a  resumption  of  pow- 
er— which  Philip  as  perpetually  feared.  We 
need  not  recur  to  the  long-resolved  abdica- 
tion :  for  the  rest,  the  simple  truth  is,  that 
from  the  moment  he  returned  to  Spain  to  the 
hour  of  his  death,  he  was  treated  as  a  king 
— aye,  every  inch  a  king ;  not  only  was  his 
reserved  income,  about  £1600  a  year,  regu- 
larly paid,  but  his  private  hoard  of  80,000 
ducats  in  gold  scrupulously  respected — and 
this  in  the  midst  of  great  financial  difficulties. 
It  was  in  vain  that  Philip,  instead  of  dread- 
ing an  attempt  at  resumption,  was  ever  and 
anon  urging  his  father  to  take  the  reins  of 
power  once  more,  or  at  least  to  reside  nearer 
Valladolid,  the  seat  of  government,  to  be 
more  readily  accessible.  It  now  appears  that 
his  successors  fell  back  on  his  matured  expe- 
rience in  every  difficult  crisis,  just  as  all  par- 
ties among  ourselves  were  wont  to  have  re- 
course to  our  lost  decus  et  tutamen.  The  son, 
in  fact,  was,  from  first  to  last,  no  less  freed  from 
jealousy  of  his  father  than  the  father  was  from 
any  repentance  of  abdication,  and  our  author 
only  gives  the  devil  his  due  when  he  says — 
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**  Filial  affection  and  reverence  shines  like  a 
grain  of  gold  in  the  base  metal  of  Philip's  charac- 
ter ;  his  father  was  the  one  wise  and  strong  man 
who  crossed  his  path  whom  he  never  saspeeted, 
ander-valaed,  or  used  ill." 


Mr.  Stirling  adds — rather  too  broadly — 

"The  repose  of  Charles  cannot  have  been 
troaUed  with  regrets  for  his  resigned  power,  see- 
ing that,  in  troth,  he  never  resigned  it  at  all,  but 
wielded  it  at  Ynste  as  firmly  as  he  had  wielded  it 
at  Augsburg  or  Toledo.  lie  had  given  up  little 
beyond  the  trappings  of  royalty,  and  his  was  not 
a  mind  to  regret  the  pageant,  the  guards,  and  the 
gold  sticks." 

Charles,  however,  without  Bacrificing  the 
substance  for  the  shadow,  continued  to  take 
a  keen  interest  in  affairs  of  state.  His  wary 
eye  swept  from  his  convent  watch-tower  the 
entire  horixon  of  Spanish  politics;  he  con- 
sidered himself  the  chamber* counsel  and  fa- 
mily adviser  to  his  children ;  every  day  he 
looked  for  the  arrival  of  the  post  with  eager 
aoziety,  nor  did  Gaxtelu  ever  finish  the 
packet  without  being  asked  if  there  were  no- 
thing more.  Repeated  and  long  were  his  in- 
terviews with  the  bearers  of  intelligence  too 
important  to  be  committed  to  ordinary  chan- 
nels ;  and  when,  shortly  before  his  death,  a 
eourier  arrived  with  a  dispatch  in  cypher 
concealed  in  his  stirrup  leather,  "  he  over- 
whelmed him  with  more  questions  than  ever 
were  put  to  the  damsel  Theodora*' — the 
much  interrogated  heroine  of  a  then  popular 
novel.  Meantime  expresses  succeeded  ex- 
presses, and  post  with  post  came  thick  as 
hail.  More  than  once  did  Philip  dispatch 
from  Flanders  the  great  JRuy  Gomez  de  Silva 
himself,  the  playmate  of  his  youth,  the  most 
favored  of  his  ministers,  and  the  husband  of 
his  most  favored  mistress.  Omitting  the 
crowds  of  counts,  queens-dowager,  priests, 
place-hunters,  and  tuft-hunters  of  every  hue 
— we  may  just  observe  that  the  great  recluse 
ran  no  risk  from  the  maggots  which  breed  in 
an  idle  brain  and  torment  the  long  hours  of 
a  too  easy  chair.  It  appears  to  us,  now  all 
the  chaff  and  nonsense  of  historiographers 
has  been  winnowed,  once  for  all,  by  a  vigor- 
ous practiUoner,  that  on  the  whole,  a  more 
rational  or  agreeable  finale  to  "  life's  fitful  fe- 
ver/' could  hardly  have  been  imagined  than 
was  realised  at  Yuste. 

The  convent-villa,  with  all  its  spiritual  and 
fleshly  appliances,  was  the  beau-ideal  of  an 
Invalides  for  a  good,  prematurely  old  Span- 
ish country  gentleman  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury— even  so,  indeed,  long  before  had  Had- 
rian, a  Spaniard,  retired,  weary  of  state  and 
worn  in  health,  to  his  gardens  and  villa,  to 


console  his  declining  days  with  the  society  of 
learned  men,  and  with  eating  contrary  to  his 
doctor's  advice.  Charles  was  no  beaten  and 
dethroned  usurper,  pining  in  a  foreign  prison, 
and  squabbling  on  his  death-bed  about  ra- 
tions with  his  jailer ;  neither  was  he  a  poor 
monk,  wasted  marrow  and  bone  and  all  with 
vigils  and  fastings.  The  considerate  fa- 
ther at  Roaae  never  stinted  indulgences  or 
flesh  licenses,  or  evinced  any  want  of  con- 
sideration for  the  conscience  or  stomach  of 
the  most  Catholic  son  of  the  Church.  A  so- 
lid party- wall  separated  the  fires  of  his 
cheery  palace-wing  and  its  kitchen  from  the 
cold,  hungry  cell.  Fray  Carlos,  no  Ecclesi- 
astes  in  practice,  claimed  the  benefit  of  clergy 
just  when  and  how  he  chose.  He  could  at 
a  moment  lay  aside  the  friar's  rope,  and  ap- 
pear decorated  with  the  Golden  Fleece  and 
all  the  majesty  that  doth  hedge  a  king.  Sin- 
cerely religious,  and  animated  by  real  faith, 
his  attendances  at  chapel  were  a  duty,  a  de- 
light, and  a  soul- sentiment :  not  the  now-a- 
day  routine  and  formalism  of  middle-aged 
widowhood  or  celibacy,  which  flies  to  the  oc- 
cupation of  pew  aod  prie-dieu  to  escape 
from  the  ennui  of  self.  Charles,  however, 
amidst  all  his  popery,  had  never  been  other 
than  a  true  Castilian;  while  he  bowed  duti- 
fully to  the  Church  so  long  as  the  thunders 
of  the  Vatican  rolled  in  his  favor,  he  never 
scrupled  to  dash  the  brutum  fulmen  from 
clerical  hands  when  the  Vicar  of  Christ  bribed 
the  Gaul  or  Turk  to  thwart  his  policy  and 
undermine  Spanish  interests.  He  never 
failed  to  distinguish  the  priest  from  the  prince, 
the  spiritual  from  the  temporal ;  and.  accor- 
di'igljy  IQ  1525,  he  ordered  masses  to  be 
said  for  the  delivery  of  the  Ifoly  Pontiff, 
when  one  scrap  from  his  own  Secretary's  pen 
could  have  thrown  wide  the  gates  at  St.  An- 
gelo  for  the  perjured  potentate  ;  nor  did  he, 
even  in  1558,  in  all  ihe  increased  sanctimony 
of  his  last  days,  ever  forgive  Alva  for  not 
visiting  the  perfidious  firebrand  Paul  IV. 
with  a  wholesome  correction,  similar  to  that 
he  had  himself  bestowed  on  Clement  VII. 
In  a  word,  the  Emperor  at  Yuste  was  neither 
a  misanthrope  nor  a  dotard.  Compelled, 
from  physical  reasons,  to  relinquish  the  At- 
lantean  burden  of  the  crown,  he  had  retained 
all  his  relish  for  intellectual  and  innocent 
pursuits.  He  was  no  solitary  anchorite ;  he 
brought  with  him  his  old  servants  and  cooks, 
who  knew  his  tastes  and  wants,  and  whose 
faces  he  knew.  He  had  his  anthems,  his 
few  favorite  books,  his  roses,  pictures,  ex- 
periments, scourges,  and  hobbies.  He  had 
friends  to  tell  nis  sorrows  to,  and  divide 
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tbem;  to  impart  bis  bappinesses  to,  and 
double  tbem ;  he  bad  the  play  and  prattle  of 
bis  little  boy  just  at  the  happy  age  before  a 
son  is  an  uncertain  joy,  a  certain  care.  Can 
we  wonder  at  bis  fixed  resolve,  immutable  as 
the  law  of  Medes  and  Persians,  to  let  well 
alone  ? — or  that  as  be  lounged  in  his  paterres, 
watering  his  flower-cups  filled  with  sunshine, 
and  flagrant  himself  with  the  odor  of  mo- 
nastic sanctity,  he  should  reply  to  an  envoy 
of  Philip,  once  again  praying  him  to  reaa- 
sume  the  sceptre,  as  Diocletian  did  to  Maxi- 
min,  "  Come  and  see  the  vegetables  I  raise 
in  my  garden,  and  you  will  no  longer  talk  to 
me  of  empire." 

Yet  there  is  a  thorn  in  every  rose,  and 
little  worries  there  were — foils  to  such  felici- 
ties— which  disturbed  Y\m  when  peevish 
from  gout  or  indigestion,  but  which  were 
soon  forgotten  when  blue  pills  bad  dispelled 
blue  devils.  The  ill-conditioned  rustics  of 
the  adjoining  village,  Cuacos,  "  were  the 
Protestants  that  troubled  his  reign  in  the 
Vera.*'  Although  fattening  on  the  crumbs 
and  ducats  which  fell  from  his  table  and 
purse,  they  impounded  bis  milch  cows  and 
poached  his  trout  preserves.  ^  Diocletian,  by 
the  way,  was  much  inclined  to  settle  at 
Spalatro  from  the  excellence  of  the  **  genus 
Salmo,"  by  which  the  neighboring  Hyader 
was  peopled.  The  bumkins,  moreover, 
filched  his  sour  and  reserved  Morellas,  and 
pelted  the  future  Nelson  of  Lepanto  for 
picking  the  cherries  ripe  that  his  father  had 
paid  for.  At  last,  the  outraged  gastronome 
summoned  a  common  law  judge  special  from 
Valladolid : — ^but  ere  sentence  was  passed — 
justice  in  Spain,  like  chancery  in  England,  is 
not  to  be  hurried — some  bold  Monks  of 
Yuste.  implored  the  Emperor  himself  to  beg 
off  these  peccant  boors,  their  own  brothers 
and  cousins  according  to  the  flesh — and 
compliance  was  in  fact  no  heavy  lot  of  pen- 
ance for  bis  Majesty.  It  must  be  confessed 
that  this  philanthropism  was  clouded  by  an 
unpardonable  misogynism :  Charles  observ- 
ing certain  damsels  clustering  constantly 
round  the  convent  gate — as  will  happen  in 
the  best  regulated  celibacies — and  distrusting 
the  lion  of  St.  Jerome,  the  Androdus  of  Pa- 
pal mythology,  who  always  roars  and  rushes 
from  the  picture  when  the  chaste  cloister  is 
polluted  by  women's  approach^— directed  his 
crier  to  proclaim  at  Cuacos  that  any  daugh- 
ter of  Eve  "  found  within  two  gun-shots  of 
Yuste  should  receive  a  hundred  lashes." 
Womankind,  we  may  here  remark,  formed, 
laundresses  excepted,  no  part  of  the  imperial 


establishment,  and  they  of  the  wash-tub 
themselves  were  located  at  Cuacos. 

His  majesty's  genera]  health — bands  and 
time  thus  agreeably  occupied — improved  so 
considerably  during  his  first  year  of  residence, 
that  bis  life  seemed  likely  to  be  prolonged  to 
the  nine  years  enjoyed  by  Diocletian  after 
his  abdication: — and  already  be  was  plan- 
ning additional  buildings — secanda  marmora 
sub  ipsum  funus  !    The  spring,  however,  of 
1558  was  cold;  much  illness  prevailed  in 
the  Vera ;  Charles,  shivering  in  bis  bed  and 
suffering  from  gout,  was  little  prepared  for 
the  shock  of  the  sudden  death  of  his  favorite 
sister  Eleanor,  the  "  gentlest  and  most  guile- 
less of  beings."     "There  were  but  fifteen 
months  between  us,"  sobbed  be,  "and  in 
less  than  that  time  I  shall  be  with  her  once 
more."    Political  tronbles  contributed  also 
to  depress  bis  mind.    Larger  than  a  man's 
band  grew  that  little  cloud  that  cast  from 
the  seaboard  the  shadow  of  coming  disasters, 
and  already,  ere  Charles  was  gone  to  his 
grave,  the  clay- footed  Colossus  of  Spain's 
short-lived  accidental  greatness  tottered  to  a 
fall.    And  may  not  we  of  England  partake 
in  some  of  the  same  uneasy  thoughts  that 
darkened  on  the  spirit  of  the  imperial  hermit? 
Historv,  to  all  who  do  not  deem  it  an  old  al- 
roanac,  presents  a  succession  of  parallels. 
The  past  assuredly  is  the  prophet  of  the  fu- 
ture— "the  thing  that  bath   been  is   that 
which  shall  be,  and  that  which  is  done  is 
that  which  shall  be  done/'  Nous  dansons  sur 
un  volcan,  and  slumber"  in  a  fool's  paradise 
of  peace  theorists,  drab-coated  patriots,  and 
the  minor  fry,  who  advocate  a  dismantled 
navy,  a  disbanded  army ;  who,  scouting  bas- 
tions and  bajonets,  clamor  for  calico  and 
the    cheap    defence    of    nations  —  econo- 
mists who,  though  caring  only  for  pelf,  rebel 
against  the  paltry  premium  of  insurance. 
The  unexpected  loss  of  Calais,  the  woeful 
calamity  engraven  on  our  bloody  Mary's  hard 
heart,  went  far  to  break  that  of  Charles.     It 
was  the  untoward  event  which  be  never  ceas- 
ed to  recur  to,  and  regretted  like  death  itself, 
which  indeed  it  contributed  to  hasten,    ffe 
bad  foreseen  the  rooted  anxiety  France  would 
have  to  wipe  out,  per  fas  aut  nefas,  the  blot 
of  St.  Quentin — and    had   urged   Mary   to 
strengthen  the  defences  and  garrison,  scan- 
dalously neglected  by   "an  ill-timed  parsi- 
mony and    fatal    economy."      His   advice, 
backed  by  that  of  Lord  Wentworth,  the  mil- 
itary governor,  was  slighted  by  her  ministers 
at  home,  who,  Manchesterians  by  anticipa- 
tion, boasted   that  "  the  reputation  of  the 
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strength  of  Calais  was  alone  suflScient  for  iU 
secTintj/'  and  that  '*  with  their  white  wands 
they  woald  defead  the  place/'  They  re- 
jected the  offer  of  a  Spanish  reinforcement, 
suspecting  that  Philip  coveted  the  key  of  the 
entry  to  France  for  himself — just  as  the  oc- 
cupation of  Cadiz  was  by  Spanish  jealousy 
denied  to  ourselves  in  the  war  of  independ- 
ence. The  result  was  that  Calais  was  car- 
ried by  a  coup  de  main. 

"  France  was  then  in  an  uproar  of  exultation ; 
St.  Quentin  was  forffotten — and  loud  and  lonff 
were  the  fNMins  of  rarisian  wits— replenished 
with  scofis  and  unmeasured  taunts  against  the 
English,  who,  in  falling  victims  to  a  daring  stra- 
tagem, gave,  aa  it  seemed  to  these  poetaisters,  a 
signal  proof  of  the  immemorial  perfidy  of  Albion.*' 

Charles,  when  he  turned  his  thoughts 
from  the  land  to  the  sea,  found  but  little 
comfort.  The  Turk  was  then  the  terror  of 
Europe;  his  cannon  thundered  at  the  walls 
of  Vienna  while  his  fleets  insulted  the  ports 
of  Spain ;  the  civilization  of  the  West  trem- 
bled in  the  balance : — and  the  alliance  of  the 
Most  Christian  King,  nay,  of  the  Supreme 
Successor  of  St.  Peter  himself,  with  the  infi- 
del, in  order  to  injure  the  ever  Catholic  House 
of  Austria,  seemed  to  the  orthodox  head  of 
that  house  scarcely  less  revolting  than  one 
with  his  Satanic  Majesty.  The  Mediterra- 
nean had  long  run  a  real  risk  of  being  made 
a  Turkish  lake ;  Charles,  however,  no  sooner 
caught  the  truth  of  the  case  than,  adopting 
the  boldest  and  best  policy,  he  assumed  the 
initiative,  and,  deaf  to  the  peaceful  profes- 
sions of  his  one  fixed  and  implacable  foe, 
anticipated  aggression,  landed  in  Algeria,  and 
captured  and  held  Gran — a  base  of  opera- 
tions. He  in  his  time  had  steadily  upheld 
the  navy,  and  encouraged  the  spirit  which 
afterwards  at  Lepanto — the  Trafalgar  of  the 
day — proved  that  turning  seas  into  lakes  is 
easier  said  than  done ;  but  now  he  was  only 
watching  things  through  the  ^^  loophole  of 
retreat" — and  it  struck  to  his  inner  heart's 
core  to  hear  that,  at  the  veir  moment  when 
the  infidel  was  again  silently  but  determi- 
nately  preparing,  a  slumbering  and  folding  of 
arms  had  come  over  the  Spanish  Cabinet. 
In  vain  he  wrote,  "If  Gran  he  lost,  I  hope  I 
shall  be  in  some  place  where  I  shall  not  hear 
of  so  great  an  affront  to  the  :  ing  and  to 
these  realms."  His  warning  voice  was  ne- 
glected, and,  ere  a  year  had  passed,  the 
Spanbh  garrison  was  cut  to  pieces ;  but 
Charles  went  to  his  grave  unconscious  of  that 
calamity,  which  none  dared  to  reveal  to  him. 
This  was  well — and  so  is  it  that  our  own 
Oreat  Duke  has  gone  to  his  last  home  *'  in 


honor  as  he  lived,"  and  has  been  spared  all 
chances  of  witnessing  that  which,  years  agov 
had  his  Cassandra  words  been  listened  to* 
would  have  been  rendered  impossible. 

The  glorious  field  of  St.  Quentin,  which, 
but  for  Philip's  timidity,  might  have  proved 
a  Waterloo  instead  of  an  Gudenarde,  bright- 
ened Charles  with  but  a  passing  gleam.  He 
had  for  weeks  been  counting  the  days  when 
his  son  would  be  at  the  gates  of  Paris,  and 
he  so  deeply  felt  the  lame  and  impotent  con- 
clusion, and  especially  the  favorable  term^ 
granted  to  the  Court  of  Rome,  that  bis 
health  broke  down,  and  he  took  to  his  bed. 
Charles,  the  Catholic  King,  who,  like  our  own 
bold  Protestant  Bess,  feared  no  pope,  had 
on  this  occasion  counselled  the  course  he 
himself  formerly  pursued,  and  gladly  would 
have  seen  the  turbulent  Paul  IV.  a  captive 
in  St.  Angelo,  or  skulking  out  like  Clement 
VII.,  disguised  as  a  servant — much  as  we 
have  beheld  the  liberal  Pio  Nono  fiy  from  his 
flock — the  Servus  Servorum  Dei  in  a  Bava- 
rian footman's  livery  ;  but  Philip,  craven  and 
superstitious,  dealtgenily  with  the  wicked  old 
man,  who,  having  set  the  world  in  flames,  was 
now  ready  to  sacrifice  France,  too  much  his 
friend,  to  close  a  dirty  nepotist  bargain  with 
long  hostile  Spain. 

Charles,  however,  was  never  one  jot  the 
less  eager  to  uphold  the  papal  system.  A 
Catholic  not  merely  from  policy  and  position, 
but  sincere  conviction,  he  felt  that  the  mo- 
ment was  most  critical.  In  1558  the  Church 
of  Rome  was  indeed  in  extreme  danger  even 
in  her  strongest  hold — in  Spain — where  it 
could  QO  longer  then  be  concealed  that  the 
seeds  of  Reformation  had  taken  root.  Once 
alarmed,  and  armed  with  power,  the  priest- 
hood were  too  wise  in  their  generation  to 
trifle  with  a  foe  so  deadly :  she  of  the  seven 
hills  knows  no  mercy  for  dissent — all  tole- 
rance indeed  she  has  over  and  over  proclaim- 
ed to  be  but  the  mask  of  indifference: — she 
adopts  no  sprinkling  of  dust,  no  rose-water 
process ;  her  one  maxim  and,  unless  under 
irresistible  pressure,  her  one  practice  is  ever 
"  quod  ferro  non  curatur  igne  sanatur."  Ac- 
cordingly, the  infant  Hercules  was  strangled 
in  the  cradle  by  the  gripe  of  the  inquisitor ; 
and  the  Vatican  can  fairly  boast  that  the 
Reformation  in  the  Peninsula  was  nipped  in 
the  bud  and  annihilated  at  once.  It  must 
be  remembered  that  the  general  temper  of 
Spain  was  peculiarly  favorable  to  such  a  re- 
sult; the  bulk  of  the  nation  itself  was  fanatic 
— a  long  life-and- death  war  waged  on  their 
own  soil  against  the  infidel,  for  hearth  and 
altar,  had  coupled  creed  with  country  and 
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heresy  with  enemy.  The  InquiBiiion,  a  dou- 
ble-edged engrtne,  originally  armed  by  the 
bigotry  and  avarice  of  the  Spaniards  aeainst 
the  Moor  or  Jew,  was  destined  by  divine 
justice  to  recoil  ultimately  on  its  abettors, 
and  to  sink  a  land  once  at  the  head  of  Euro- 
pean civilization  into  an  obscurantism  and 
"backwardation"  paralleled  only  by  the 
states  of  Rome,  Naples,  Tuscany,  and  John 
of  Tuam. 

Mr.  Stirling,  in  his  eiffhth  chapter,  fully 
confirms  the  accuracy  of  Dr.  M'Crie's  His- 
tory of  the  Progress  and  Suppression  of  the 
Reformation  in  Spain.  The  Holy  Tribunal 
scarcely  found  a  warmer  friend  in  the  cold- 
blooded Philip  than  in  the  once  moderate 
Fray  Carlos;  and  certainly  no  so-called  his- 
torian ever  countenanced  anything  more  ab- 
surd than  the  theory  that  the  Emperor  was 
himself  tainted  with  Protestantism.  '^Fa- 
ther," said  he  to  the  Prior  of  Yuste,  as  soon 
as  he  heard  of  the  black  bunness,  ''if  any- 
thine  could  drag  me  from  this  retreat,  it 
would  be  to  aid  in  chastising  these  heretics. 
I  have  written  to  the  Inquisition,  to  bum 
them  all ;  for  not  one  of  them  will  ever  be- 
come a  true  Catholic,  or  worthy  to  live." 
He  urged  his  son  to  cut  the  root  of  the  evil 
with  all  rigor;  expressing  his  regret  that  he 
himself  had  not  put  Luther  to  death  when 
in  his  power  at  the  Diet  of  Worms :  so  much 
had  age  and  the  priest  got  the  better  of  that 
soldier  and  gentleman,  who  blushed  to  com- 
mence his  career  with  the  foul  church-sug- 
gested crime;  for  he  then  remembered  well 
how  his  ancestor  Sigismond's  fame  had  been 
tarnished  by  sacrificing  Husa  at  Constance, 
in  1414,  in  violation  of  a  regular  safe-con- 
duct. Temporal  considerations,  occasionally, 
it  must  be  confessed,  induced  Charles  to  play 
a  double  ^ame,  and  fight  with  his  own  wea- 
pons his  rival  Francis  I.,  who,  while  burning 
Protestants  at  Paris,  supported  them  in 
Germany,  because  hostile  to  the  Emperor. 
Our  hero,  no  doubt,  when  young  in  mind  and 
body,  held  it  lawful  in  the  game  of  politics 
to  use  Pope  and  Lutheran  for  his  own  pur- 
poses, and  oflfended  both  parties,  who  were 
seriously  in  earnest,  and  had  thrown  away 
the  scabbard,  by  his  Interims  and  other  con- 
ciliatory juBte  milieu  measures.  Nevertheless, 
all  his  personal  instincts,  first  and  last,  as  well 
as  all  his  hereditary  interests,  were  opposed 
to  the  Reformation.  The  cry  of  the  Comu- 
neros  at  Salamanca,  which  met  his  ear  as  he 
mounted  the  throne  of  Castile — **  Thou  shalt 
have  no  Pope  orKing  but  Vail oria!" — was 
echoed  in  itfter-life  in  the  Union  of  Smal- 
kalde,  which  pitted,  the  Protestant  princes 


against  his  imperial  prerogatives  and  preten- 
sions; and,  in  truth,  the  boundaries  between 
religious  and  dvil  liberty,  reformation  and 
reform,  are  fine  and  delicate.  At  the  present 
crisis,  Charles,  it  is  aaid,  heard  with  surprise, 
and  not  without  appearances  of  some  sor- 
row, that  many  of  his  own  former  preachers 
were  tainted  with  the  heresy  plague,  and 
carried  to  the  hospitals  of  the  Inquisition ; 
but,  sorrowing  or  not  sorrowing,  he  entered 
no  plea  for  mercy.  Even  Mathisio,  hb  fa- 
vored physician,  was  forced  to  bum  his 
translated  Bible — then,  as  now,  the  foremost 
prohibited  book  in  the  Liber  Expurgatorius 
of  Rome. 

These  accumulated  anxieties,  however, 
hastened  that  utter  break-up  of  his  constitu- 
tion which  the  medical  men  had  long  antici- 
pated from  his  impradent  diet ;  and  early  in 
August  symptoms  appeared  which  the  pa- 
tient himself  could  not  mistake.  His  thoughts 
naturally  turned  more  than  ever  to  religion 
and  its  rites.  Long  accustomed  to  recele- 
brate,  with  his  personal  attendance,  the  ob- 
sequies of  his  departed  kinsfolk  on  the  anni- 
versaries of  their  obits,  he  now  determined 
to  rehearse  his  own  funeral.  This  mcident — 
one  of  the  disputed  points  in  his  history — 
has  been  very  carefully  sifted  by  Mr.  Stir- 
ling :— 

^  Gonzales,*'  says  he,  ^  treats  the  story  as  an 
idle  tale :  he  laments  the  credulity  displayed  even 
in  the  sober  statement  of  Sigoenga,  and  pours  out 
much  patriotic  scorn  on  the  highly-wrought  pic- 
ture of  Robertson,  of  whose  account  of  the  matter 
it  is  impossible  to  ofiTer  any  defence.    Masterly  as 
a  eketcn,  it  has  unhappily  been  copied  from  the 
canvas  of  the  unscrupulous  Leti.    In  everything 
but  style  it  is  indeed  ver^  absurd.    **  The  em- 
peror was  bent,"  says  the  historian, "  on  perform- 
ing some  act  of  piety  that  would  display  his  zeal 
and  merit  the  favor  of  Heaven.    The  act  on  which 
he  fixed  was  as  wild  and  uncommon  as  any  that 
superstition  ever  sugf^ested  to  a  weak  and  disor- 
dered fancy.    He  resolved  to  celebrate  his  own 
obsequies  before  his  death.    He  ordered  his  tomb 
to  be  erected  in  the  chapel  of  the  monastery.    His 
domestics  marched  thither  in  funeral  procession, 
with  black  tapers  in  their  hands.    He  nimself  fol- 
lowed in  his  shroud.    He  was  laid  in  his  coffin, 
with  much  solemnity.    The  service  for  the  dead 
was  chanted,  and  Cfharles  joined  in  the  prayers 
which  were  offered  up  for  the  rest  of  his  soul, 
mingling  his  tears  with  those  which  his  attend- 
ants shed,  as  if  they  had  been  celebrating  a  real 
funeral.    The  ceremony  closed  with  sprinkling 
holy  water  on  the  coffin  in  the  usual  form,  aud,all 
the  assistants  retiring,  the  doors  of  the  chapel 
were  shut.    Then  Charles  rose  out  of  the  coffin, 
and  withdrew  to  his  apartment,  full  of  those  awful 
sentiments  which  sucn  a  singular  solemnity  was 
calculated  to  inspire.    But  either  the  fatiguing 
length  of  the  ceremony,  or  the  impressions  which 
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the  image  of  death  left  oo  hia  mind,  affected  him 
ao  mach  that  next  day  he  waa  aeised  with  a  fever. 
Hia  feeble  frame  conld  not  long  reaiat  ita  vio* 
lance,  and  he  expired  on  the  21  at  of  September, 
after  a  life  of  fifty-eight  yeara,  aix  montha,  and 
twenty-five  daya." 

**  Signen^'a  account  of  the  affiiir,  which  I  have 
adopted,  ia  that  Charlea,  conceiving  it  to  be  for 
the  benefit  of  hia  aonl,  and  having  obtained  the 
eonaent  of  hia  confeaaor,  canaed  a  funeral  aervice 
to  be  performed  for  himeelf,8ach  aa  he  had  lately 
been  performing  for  hia  father  and  mother.  At 
thia  aervice  he  aasisted,  not  aa  a  corpse,  but  as 
one  of  the  spectatora,  holding  in  hia  hand,  like  the 
otbera,  a  waxen  taper,  which,  at  a  certain  point  of 
the  ceremonial,  he  eave  into  the  hands  of  tiie  offi- 
ciating prieat,  in  token  of  hia  desire  to  commit  his 
aonl  to  the  keeping  of  hia  Maker.  There  ia  not  a 
word  to  joatify  the  tale  that  he  followed  the  pro- 
ceaaion  in  hia  ahroud,  or  that  he  aimulated  death 
in  hia  coffin,  or  that  he  waa  left  behind  in  the 
church  when  the  service  waa  over.  In  thia  story 
respecting  an  infirm  old  man,  the  devout  son  of  a 
church  wneie  aervicea  for  the  dead  are  of  daily 
occorreace,  J  can  aee  nothing  incredible  or  very 
aurpriaing.  Abstractedly  conaidered,  it  appeara 
quite  aa  reasonable  that  a  man  on  the  brink  of  the 
mve  should  perform  funeral  rites  for  himself,  aa 
that  he  should  perform  such  rites  for  persons 
whose  bones  had  oecome  dust  many  years  before. 
But  without  venturing  upon  this  dark  and  danger- 
ous ground,  it  may  be  safely  asserted  that  auper- 
Blition  and  dyspepsia  have  driven  men  into  extra- 
vagancea  far  greater  than  the  act  which  Sigueo- 
ga  haa  attributed  to  Charlea.  Nor  is  there  any 
reason  to  doubt  the  historian's  veracity  in  a  mat- 
ter in  which  the  credit  of  his  order  or  the  interest 
of  the  church  is  no  way  concerned.  He  might 
perhaps  be  suspected  of  overstating  the  regard 
entertained  bv  the  emperor  for  the  friars  of  Yuste, 
were  hia  evidence  not  confirmed  bv  the  lettera  of 
the  friar-hating  household.  But  I  see  oo  reason 
for  questioning  his  accuracv  in  his  account  of  the 
obsequies,  which  he  published  with  the  authority 
of  his  name,  while  men  were  still  alive  who  could 
have  contradicted  a  mia-statement." 

To  continue  the  true  atory — Charlea,  when 
the  solemn  scene  waa  over,  felt  much  relieved 
in  mind,  and  aat  muaing  all  that  afternoon 
and  the  next  in  hia  open  alcove ;  there  he 
caused  the  portrait  of  hia  gentle  Isabel  to 
be  brought,  and,  looking  a  long  and  last 
farewell  to  the  loved  partner  of  nis  youth, 
bade  also  his  real  adieu  to  the  world.  He 
waa  roused  from  his  protracted  reverie  by 
hia  phyaician — felt  chilled  and  fevered,  *'and 
from  that  pleasant  spot,  filled  with  the  fra- 
grance of  the  garden  and  bright  with  fflimps- 
ea  of  the  golden  Vera,  they  carried  him  to 
the  gloomy  chamber  of  his  sleepless  nights, 
and  laid  him  on  the  bed  from  whence  he  was 
to  rise  no  more."  So  soon  were  the  antici- 
pated rites  realized ;  his  illness  lasted  about 
three  weeks;  the  daily  bulletins  transmitted 


to  Valladolid  by  hia  physicians  still  exist, 
minute  as  those  preserved  by  Arrian  of  the 
death-struggle  of  Alexander  the  Great.*  In 
full  possession  of  his  intellect,  Charles  ex- 
hibited throughout  the  courage  of  a  soldier^ 
the  dignity  of  the  Prince,  and  the  resignaUon 
of  a  Christian.  He  duly  executed  codicils  for 
the  future  provision  of  his  faithful  followers, 
took  the  Sacrament  frequently,  and  after  re- 
ceiving extreme  unction,  insisted  on  commu- 
nicating once  again,  observing  to  those  who 
said  it  was  not,  under  such  circumstances, 
necessary, "  that  may  be,  but  it  is  good  com- 
pany on  so  long  a  journey.'*  His  peaceful 
death  formed  a  striking  contrast  to  that  of 
his  rival  Francis  I.,  a  victim  of  the  only 
trophy  retained  by  France  of  her  foul 
possession  of  Naples.  The  emperor's  end 
was  that  of  the  just :  a  euthanasia  devoutly 
to  be  wished  for.  No  perilous  stuff  weighed 
heavy  on  his  soul ;  no  exorcisms  were  needed 
to  beat  away  the  busy  fiend  from  the  pillow 
of  one  who  closed  his  eyes  amidst 

all  that  should  accompany  old  age. 
As  honor,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends. 

The  closing  scene  is  thus  told  by  Mr.  Stir- 
ling— 

*'  Towards  eight  in  the  evening,  Charles  asked 
if  the  consecrated  tapers  were  ready ;  and  he  was 
evidentlv  sinking  rapidly.  The  physicians  ac- 
knowledged that  the  case  was  past  their  skill,  and 
that  hope  was  over.  Cornelio  retired  ;  Mathiaio 
remained  by  the  bed,  occasionally  feeling  the  pa- 
tient's pulfte,  and  whispering  to  the  group  of  anx- 
ious spectators,  '*  Hia  majesty  has  but  two  hours 
to  live — but  one  hour — but  half  an  hour."  Charles 
meanwhile  lay  in  a  stupor,  seemingly  unconscious, 
but  now  and  then  mumbling  a  praver,  and  turn- 
ing his  eyes  to  heaven.  At  length  be  raised  him- 
self and  called  for  William.  Van  Male  was  in- 
stantly at  his  side,  and  understood  that  he  wished 
to  be  turned  in  bed,  during  which  operation 
the  Emperor  leaned  upon  him  heavily  and  uttered 
a  groan  of  agony.  The  physician  now  looked 
towards  the  door,  and  saia  to  the  Archbishop  of 
Toledo,  who  was  standing  in  the  shadow,  *|  JDo- 
mine,  jam  mnritur ! — My  lord,  he  is  now  dying." 
The  primate  came  forward  with  the  chaplain 
Villalva,  to  whom  he  made  a  sign  to  speak.  It 
was  now  nearly  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  of 
the  21st  of  September,  St.  Mathew's  day.    Ad- 

*  He  of  Maoedon  too  became  fevered  after  im- 
prudent indulgences  at  table,  and  throughout  his 
Isst  illness  attended  the  daily  saorifices  most  de- 
voutly— ^ou  dsiou  c^rifAfiXs  jraro^.  The  progress  of 
hia  case  is  detailed  in  the  royal  diaries.  He,  unlike 
our  Cffisar,  had  no  phvsioian — and  it  was  delibera- 
ted whether  he  should  be  carried  to  the  temple  of 
Berapis,  that  the  god  might  cure  him  htwi  manu,-^ 
(Aman,  vii.  26.) 
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dressing  the  dying,  man,  the  fiivorite  preacher 
told  him  how  bieseed  a  privilege  he  enjoyed  in 
baTing  been  bom  on  the  feast  of  St.  Matthias  the 
apostle,  who  had  been  chosen  by  lot  to  complete 
the  namber  of  the  twelve,  and  in  being  about  to 
die  on  the  feast  of  St  Matthew,  who  for  Christ's 
sake  had  forsaken  wealth  as  his  majesty  had  for- 
saken imperial  power.  For  some  time  the  preach- 
er held  forth  in  this  pions  and  edifying  strain. 
At  last  the  emperor  interposed,  saying,  *'  The 
time  is  come ;  bnng  me  the  candles  and  the  cm- 
cifiz."  These  were  cherished  relics,  which  he 
had  long  kept  in  reserve  for  this  supreme  hour. 
The  one  was  a  taper  from  our  Lady's  shrine  at 
Montserrat ;  the  other  a  crucifix  of  beautiful 
workmanship,  which  had  been  taken  from  the 
dead  hand  of  his  wife  at  Toledo,  and  which  af- 
terwards comforted  the  last  moments  of  his  son  at 
the  Escurial.  He  received  them  eagerly  from  the 
archbishop,  and  taking  one  in  each  hand,  for 
some  moments  he  silently  contemplated  the  fig- 
ure of  the  Saviour,  and  then  clasped  it  to  his  bo- 
som. Those  who  stood  nearest  to  the  bed  now 
heard  him  say  quickly,  as  if  replying  to  call,"  Ya 
vmfj  Sehor — Now,  Lord,  I  go  !"  As  his  strength 
failed,  his  fingers  relaxed  their  hold  of  the  cruci- 
fix, which  the  primate  therefore  took,  and  held  it 
before  him.  A  few  moments  of  ^death-wrestle  be- 
tween soul  and  body  followed,*after  which,  with 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the*  cross,  and  with  a  voice  loud 
enough  to  be  heard  outside  the  room,  he  cried 
Ay,  Jesus!  and  expired." 

The  corpse  was  left  at  Yuste  until  1574> 
when  it  was  transferred  to  the  Escurial,  then 
sufficiently  advanced  to  become  the  palace, 
the  monastery,  and  the  mausoleum  of  Spanish 
royalty.  It  was  lain  in  the  plain  vault  erected 
by  Philip  II.  When  the  gorgeous  Pantheon, 
"  a  tomb  for  which  e'en  kidgs  would  wish  to 
die,"  was  completed  in  1674  by  Philip  IV., 
the  imperial  remains  were  removed  finally  to 
their  present  place  of  rest. 

**  As  the  body  was  deposited  in  the  marble  sar- 
cophagus, the  coverings  were  removed,  to  enable 
Philip  to  come  face  to  face  with  bis  great  ances- 
tor :  the  corpse  was  found  to  be  quite  entire ;  and 
even  some  sprigs  of  sweet  thyme  folded  in  the 
winding-sheet  retained,  as  the  friars  averred,  all 
their  vernal  fragrance  after  the  lapse  of  four-score 
winters.  After  looking  for  some  minutes  in  si- 
lence at  the  pale  dead  face  of  the  hero  of  his  line, 
the  king  turned  to  Haro  and  said,  **  Cuerpo  Hon- 
rado  (honored  body),  Don  Luis."  "  Very  honor- 
ed," replied  the  minister*:  words  brief  indeed,  but 
very  pregnant,  for  the  prior  of  the  Escurial  has 
recorded  that  they  comprehended  all  that  a  Chris- 
tian ought  to  feel  on  so  solemn  an  occasiout" 

This  Spanish  dialogue  on  the  dead  cer- 
tainly contrasts  alike  with  the  bland  prose  of 
Sir  Henry  Halford,  when  the  coffin -lid  of 
Charles  I.  was  raised  for  the  Regent  to  veri- 
fy Vandyke,  as  with  the  appalling  stanza  of 
Lord  Byron  on  that  memorable  descent  into 
the  tomb. 


'*  Once  again,"  says  Mr.  Stirling,  "  the  empe- 
ror's grave  was  opened.  When  Mr.  Beckford 
was  at  Madrid  in  1780,  Charles  III.,  as  a  parting 
civility,  desired  to  know  what  favor  the  fascina- 
ting and  accomplished  Englishman  would  ac- 
cept at  his  hands.  The  author  of  Vathek  asked 
leave  to  see  the  face  of  Charles  V.,  that  he  might 
judge  of  the  iSdelity  of  the  portraits  by  Titian : 
the  marble  sarcopha^rus  being  moved  from  its 
niche,  and  the  lid  raised,  the  lights  of  the  Pan- 
theon once  more  gleamed  on  the  features  of  the 
pale  emperor. 

Mr.  Stirling  pdds  that, 

**  for  this  curious  anecdote  he  is  indebted  to  the 
kindness  of  Mr.  Beckford's  daughter,  the  Dutch- 
ess of  Hamilton.  Mr.  Beckford  had  left  unfor- 
tunately no  note  or  memorandum  of  the  fact,  and 
therefore  the  date  and  the  names  of  the  other  wit- 
nesses of  this  singular  spectacle  cannot  now  be 
recovered." 

We  would  willingly  class  this  revolting 
story  among  the  many  gloomy  poetical  visions 
of  the  narrator — surely  the  Royal  family  of 
Spain  must  have  a  similar  feeling — and  as  af- 
ter all  the  precise  week  and  day  of  the  inci- 
dent, if  a  real  one,  can  hardly  escape  a  sharp 
investigation  on  the  spot,  we  shall  expect, 
with  curiosity,  the  disinterment,  or  otherwise, 
of  supporting  evidence. 

From  the  daywhen  the  body  quitted  Yuste, 
the  convent  and  palace  were  neglected  alike 
by  the  kings  and  people  of  Spain.  Left  to 
the  gentle  Keeping  of  a  climate  more  conser- 
vative than  man,  all  might  to  this  day  have 
remained  in  excellent  preservation ;  but  in 
1800  a  party  of  Soult's  soldiers  flying  from 
Oporto  and  irritated  by  disgrace,  set  their 
mark  on  these  beautiful  districts.  They 
clambered  up  the  hill,  pillaged  and  then  fired 
the  convent; — the  royal  wing  only  escaped 
from  the  thickness  of  th«  walls  of  the  inter- 
vening chapel.  Under  the  reign  of  the  Con- 
stitution, in  1820,  such  restorations  as  the 
brotherhood  had  been  able  to  effect  were  un- 
mercifully dealt  with  by  the  Liberals.  Their 
ravages  were  again  partially  made  good 
when  the  monks  returned  on  Ferdinand  Vll.'a 
recovery  of  power ;  but  his  death  was  soon 
followed  by  the  total  suppression  of  the  mo- 
nastic system ;  like  the  rest  of  their  class, 
the  beaasmen  of  St.  Jerome  were  ejected — 
the  whole  edifice  speedily  fell  into  irremedi- 
able' ruin — and  chaos  is  come  again.  But 
we  cannot  better  conclude  our  summary  of 
this  thoughtful  and  graceful  work  than  with 
the  author's  melancholy  sketch  of  Yuste  as 
inspected  by  himself  in  1840 : — 

**  It  was  inhabited  only  by  the  peasant- bailiff  of 
the  lay  proprietor,  who  eked  out  his  wages  by 
showing  the  historical  site  to  the  passing  stran- 
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ger.  The  principtl  cloister  wu  choked  with  the 
rubbish  of  the  fullen  upper  story ;  th^  richly-HMirved 
capitals  which  had  supported  it  peeping  here  and 
there  from  the  soil  and  the  luxuriant  mantle  of 
wild  shrubs  and  flowers.  Two  sides  of  the  smaller 
and  older  cloisters  were  still  standing,  with  blsck- 
ened  walls  and  rotting  floors  and  ceiling.  The 
strong  granite-built  church,  proof  against  the  fire 
of  the  Gaul  and  the  wintry  storms  of  the  Sierra, 
was  a  hollow  shell — ^the  classical  decorations  of 
the  altars  and  quaint  wood-workof  the  choir  hav- 
ing been  partly  used  for  fuel,  partly  carried  off  to 
the  parish  church  of  Cuacos.  Beautiful  blue  and 
yellow  tiles,  which  had  lined. the  chancel,  were 
fast  dropping  from  the  walls :  and  above,  the  win- 
dow through  which  the  dying  glance  of  Charles 
had  sought  the  altar,  remained  like  the  eye-socket 
in  a  skull,  turned  towards  the  damp,  blank  space 
that  was  once  bright  with  holv  tapers  and  the 
coloring  of  Titian.  In  a  vault  beneatn,  approach- 
ed by  a  door  of  which  the  key  could  not  be  found, 
I  was  told  that  the  coffin  of  massive  chestnut 


planks,  in  which  the  emperor's  body  had  lain  for 
sixteen  years,  was  still  kept  as  a  relic.  In  his 
palace,  the  lower  chambers  were  used  as  a  maga- 
zine for  fuel;  and  in  the  rooms  above,  where  ne 
lived  and  died,  maize  and  olives  were  gathered, 
and  the  silk- worm  wound  its  cocoons  in  dust  and 
darkness.  His  garden  below,  with  its  tank  and 
broken  fountain,  was  overgrown  with  tangled 
thickets  of  fig,  mulberrv,  and  almond,  with  a  few 
patches  of  potherbs,  and  here  and  there  an  orange- 
tree  or  a  cypress,  to  mark  where  once  the  terrace 
smiled  with  its  blooming  parterres.  Without  the 
gate  the  great  walnut-tree,  sole  relic  of  the  past 
with  which  time  had  not  dealt  rudely,8pread  forth 
its  broad  and  vigorous  boughs  to  shroud  and  dig- 
nify the  desolation;  yet  in  the  lovely  face  of  na- 
ture, changeless  in  its  summer  charms,  in  the  hill 
and  forest  and  wide  Vera,  in  the  generous  soil 
and  genial  sky,  there  was  enough  to  show  how 
well  the  imperial  eagle  had  chosen  the  nest 
wherein  to  fold  his  wearied  wings." 
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THE  RELIGIOUS    POETS   OF  THE  EIGHTEENTH  AND  NINETEENTH 

CENTURIES. 

BY  GEORGE  GILFILLAN. 


NO.  III.  JAMES  THOMSON. 

"  Oh  Jemnay  Thomson,  Jemmy  Thomson, 
oh !"  was  the  parody  of  a  wag  upon  a  line 
by  the  great  author  of  "  The  Seasons  " — a 
wag  who  probably  was  one  of  the  poet's 
warmest  admirers.  In  fact,  Thomson,  like 
Gay,  Goldsmith,  and  others,  was  one  whom 
you  could  at  once  love  and  laugh  at,  pity 
and  admire.  Not  a  mere  ^rown  child,  like 
Gay,  not  an  "  inspired  idiot  like  Goldsmith, 
his  squat  crood- nature  and  lumpish  laziness 
formed  a  still  stronger  antithesis  to  his  poetic 
qualities.  For  these  were  of  a  far  higher 
order-  than  even  Goldsmith's.  Goldsmith 
was  a  fine  Tersifier,  who  ever  and  anon  rose 
to  a  poet.  Thomson,  alert  or  sluggish,  drunk 
or  sober,  writing  the  descriptions  in  "Win- 
ter," or  sucking  peaches  from  the  wall,  was 
always  intus  et  in  cute  a  bard.  He  could  not, 
says  Johnson,  "  look  at  two  candles  burning 
but  with  a  poetical  eye."  Even  when  he 
alnmbered — and  he  did  little  else^ — ^it  was  on 
the  aides  of  Parnassus,  and  when  he  did 
awake,  there  were  the  rich  ralleya  of  poetry 


outstretched  before  his  view,  and  he  had 
only  to  transcribe  what  he  saw. 

We  remember,  in  the  days  of  our  youth, 
speaking  to  a  much  older  and  rather  oracu- 
lar personage  about  Sheridan,  and  expressing 
our  wonder  at  bis  success,  considering  that 
'^  nothing  that  he  did  seemed  ever  to  give 
him  any  trouble."  *'  Oh,"  but  our  friend  re- 
plied with  a  decisive  airafid  a  meaning  look, 
« remember  he  fyad  i^enius,^'*  This  answer 
did  not  even  th^  entirely  satisfy  us,  and  still 
less  does  it  ndtvy  The  question,  too,  we  ad- 
mit was  impertinent.  For,  1st,  Sheridan, 
although  one  of  the  cleverest  and  even  po- 
tentially ahlest  of  men,  had  no  genius,  and 
did  not  even  feel  that  he  wanted  it;  and 
2dly,  we  find  I'rom  Moore,  that  whatever  good 
thing  he  did  cost  him  a  great  deal  of  trouble ; 
but  Sdly,  it  is  not  the  necessary  prerogative 
of  genius  to  relieve  men  from  labor  of  any 
kind.  Witness  Tasso,  Milton,  Wordsworth, 
Burke,  Shelley,  and  even  Byron,  all  of  whom 
felt  the  pains  of  intellectual  travail.  To  this 
rule,  however,  there  are  exceptions,  and  one 
of  these  is  unqueatiooably  Thomson.    Noth- 
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log  he  did  seems  ever  to  have  coet  him  any 
trouble,  and  as  unquestionably  he  had  genius. 
He  was  a  magician  of  the  '  Arabian  Nights/ 
bedrid,  to  whose  gold-fringed  couch,  as  he 
lay  in  trance  or  dreamy  wakefulness,  the 
hands  of  ministering  genii  brought  all  goodly 
cates,  all  sunless  treasures,  "  canes  from  a 
far  country/'  everything  rich  and  rare,  beau- 
tiful and  sublime, "  from  silken  Samarcand  to 
cedared  Lebanon."  His  nightcap  became 
wishing- cap,  and  he  left  it  as  a  legacy  to  Cole- 
ridge, on  whose  august  head,  however,  it 
assumed  larger  and  more  prophetic  powers, 
and  became  inscribed  with  the  Alphabet  of 
the  Cabals,  and  the  signs  of  the  zodiac. 

A  certain  sluggish  magnificence ;  a  certain 
Russian  roughness  of  splendor;  a  certain 
mixture  of  paste  and  pearls,  belonged  inevi- 
tably to  Thomson,  as  it  does  to  many  kindred 
spirits.  It  is  very  vain  for  critics  to  try  to 
amend  this  in  the  case  of  such  minds.  Their 
faults  and  beauties  are  as  inextricable  as  the 
shadow  and  the  substance,  and  more  so  than 
the  foam  and  the  wave.  This,  indeed,  is  the 
differentia  of  all  really  natural  minds.  Goe- 
the, Tennyson,  and  all  that  elaborately  arti- 
ficial class,  lose  latterly  the  power  to  produce 
sturdy  faults  ( '*  got,'  as  Shakspeare  has  it, 
"  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature"),  and  even 
their  beauties  have  a  shorn  and  scrimpit  air. 
Contrast  them  with  the  living  and  lifegiving 
effusions  of  a  Shakspeare,  a  Young,  a  Thom- 
son, a  Cowper,  and  a  Bailey!  Whenever 
nature  ceases  in  her  wondrous  "  ecstasy"  to 
produce  weeds  as  well  as  flowers,  rooks  as 
well  as  soft,  rich  valleys,  then  let  poets  aim 
at  an  unattainable  artistic  perfection. 

A  great  round  Criffell,  wrapt  in  the  lazy 

glow  of  an  autumn  afternoon,  was  Thomson, 
[e  did  not  like  Byron,  resemble  a  sharply 
defined,  haughty,  and  high-standing  hill, 
seeming  to  cut  the  mists  in  sunder,  and  to 
analyse  the  sunbeams  as  they  fell  on  it. 
Inspiration  did  not  rush  across,  but  came  as 
if  in  idleness,  and  reposed  upon  him.  The 
glow  and  fervor  which,  like  sunny  mist, 
cover  all  Thomson's  writing,  sometimes,  as 
in  the  case  of  Spenser,  disguise  his  directness 
and  obscure  his  strength,  just  as  a  country 
swathed  in  the  mist  of  September  seems 
fluctuating  and  feeble  as  a  summer  sea,  al- 
though within  it  there  are  broad  lands  and 
tall  crags,  lofty  mountains  and  strong  catar- 
acts. In  much  of  Thomson's  poetry,  the 
luxuriance  of  language  conceals,  without  be- 
ing able  to  destroy,  the  strength  and  depth, 
the  originality  and  the  grandeur,  which  are 
enclosed.  The  poet  may  be  one  of  the 
"giant. angels  slumbering  and  dreaming  in 


I  the  vales  of  heaven,"  but  his  terrible  panoply 
is  only  slackened,  not  laid  aside,  ana  he  has 
but  to  be  roused,  to  start  up  into  his  native 
valor  and  power. 
Lord  Lyttelton  says  of  him 

•*  His  ditty  sweet, 
He  loathed  much  to  write,  nor  cared  to  repeat.** 

And  no  wonder,  since  transcription  is  far 
more  irksome  to  most  men  than  first  writing. 
Thomson,  when  he  wrote,  was  not  struggling 
and  gasping  after  an  ideal,  but  simply  re- 
cording the  impressions  made  on  his  mind  by 
nature  ;  and  it  was  not  from  the  mental,  but 
the  manual  labor  that  he  seems  to  have 
shrunk.  It  was  the  same  with  Johnson, 
Writing  his  "  Ramblers,"  cost  him  nothing 
but  the  labour  of  penmanship,  and  that  he 
felt  far  too  heavy  for  his  indolent  disposi- 
tion.   • 

Coleridge  says  that  he  considers  Thomson 
a  great,  but  hardly  a  good  poet.  This  dic- 
tum, stripped  of  its  paradoxical  setting, 
amounts  to  the 'simple  truth,  that  Thomson 
produced  great  general  effects,  rather  than 
aimed  at  minute  and  careful  finish.  He  ex- 
celled more  in  the  broad  landscape  view, 
than  in  the  cabinet  picture,  or  in  the  minia- 
ture. He  is  better  at  describing  the  torrid 
zone,  than  a  lady  bathing  ;  coping  with  the 
aggregate  terrors  of  winter,  than  telling  in 
Lavinia  a  tale  of  individual  sorrow.  He  loves 
the  beautiful,  but  the  sublime  loves  him — 
likes  to  stir  him  from  his  slumbers,  as  the 
storm  stirs  a  lion ;  loves  to  carry  him  up  in 
its  arms,  as  a  mountain  wind  carries  aloft  an 
eagle ;  and  having  thoroughly  roused,  hav- 
ing shaken  up  the  very  soul  of  poetry  with- 
in him,  to  throw  him  dovi(n  upon  the  couch 
of  his  repose,  again  to  murmur  through  his 
half  dream,  some  nonsense  about  *'  spring  de- 
scending in  a  veil  of  roses,"  or  to  wail  out 
"  0  Sophohisba,  Sophonisba  0." 

That  Thomson  can,  however,  at  times, 
write  with  the  utmost  elegance  and  simplici- 
ty, and  supply  touches  as  delicate  and  trem> 
blingly  true  as  Cowper's  own,  will  be  admit- 
ted by  all  readers  of  his  "  Castle  of  Indo- 
lence," as  well  as  of  the  minor  descriptions 
in  "  The  Seasons."  These  last  strike  you 
the  more,  as  they  are  not  elaborated  and 
hardly  conscious  ;  he  seems,  as  we  have  said 
elsewhere  of  Graham  of  "  The  Sabbath,"  as 
if  in  absence  of  mind  to  drop  his  brush  upon 
the  canvass,  and  to  produce  exquisite  effects. 
But  the  full  riches  of  his  power  are  never 
elicited,  he  is  never  himself,  till  he  hears  the 
thunder  raising  over  his  head  its  '*  tremen- 
dous voice/'  or  stands  upon  the  "ridgy" 
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mountains  burning  below  the  equator,  or 
sees  at  Carthagena  the  "  frequent  corse"  fall 
into  the  shuddering  wave,  or  apostrophises 
the  8pirit  of  Winter,  coming  on  amid  its 
rolling  clouds  and  snows,  to  rule  a  stripped 
and  blasted  world,  or  stands  side  b}  side 
with  Young  under  the  Night,  with  all  its 
sparkling  atoms  of  God,  or  interprets  the 
▼aried  languages  of  the  seasons,  and  unites 
them  into  a  harmony  of  praise,  worthy  of 
Milton  himself,  to  thereat  I  AM.  Indeed, 
the  finer  passages  of  Thomson  yield  in  gran- 
deur to  Milton  only,  and  that,  too,  more  in 
plainness  and  compactness  of  language,  than 
m  spirit  or  power  of  genius. 

His  two  principal  works  are,  of  course, 
*<  The  Seasons"  and  the  "  Castle  of  Indo- 
lence." The  first  is  generally  preferred  by 
the  public,  and  the  second  by  the  critics. 
The  second  has  fewer  faults,  and  the  first  has 
perhaps  more  and  higher  beauties.  The 
second  has  more  of  the  artist,  and  the  first 
more  of  the  poet. 

Who  can  forget  his  first  reading  of  the 
the  "Seasons,"  and  the  surprise  and  joy 
with  which  he  found  the  phenomena,  which 
he  had  watched,  and  at  which  he  had  won- 
dered from  infancy,  transmuted  into  poetry  ? 
How  pleasant  it  was  to  compare  the  as- 
pects of  living  nature  with  their  glow- 
mg  pictures  on  the  poet's  page !  How 
finely  humiliating  the  reflection,  and  how 
divine  the  despair  produced  by  it,  "  we  have 
seen  all  this  many  a  time,  but  could  never 
have  so  described  it !"  We  remember,  dur- 
ing a  severe  snowstorm,  which  blocked  up 
all  the  ways,  and  confined  us  to  the  house, 
solacing  ourselves  by  reading  Thomson's 
"  Winter,"  and  of  going  to  the  windows,  and 
comparing  his  descriptions  with  the  scenery 
around — the  valley  heavy  laden  under  snow, 
the  Grampians  standing  up  like  gigantic 
ghosts,  and  seeming  in  their  winding-sheets, 
and  the  sun  hanging  low  and  tremulous  on 
the  rim  of  the  southern  sky,  and  casting  a 
feeble  glare  over  the  death-like  scene.  We 
all  know  with  what  delight  children  see  for 
the  first  time  a  picture  of  their  native  village, 
and  how  thy  cry  out,  in  perfect  wonderment 
and  glee,  "See  that  bum,  yonder  linn,  and 
there,  we  declare,  our  own  wood  and  cottage." 
With  a  similar  feeling  of  joyous  incredulity 
do  the  younff,  especially  if  brought  up  in 
the  country,  find  on  Thomson's  graphic,  page 
the  reapers  that  often  have  bent  on  the 
fields  near  their  dwelling,  the  ice  on  which 
they  have  often  slidden,  their  'ain  robin  red- 
breast,, that  they  have  often  fed  with  crumbs 
at  their  snow-choked  threshdd,  and  the  very 


tempests  which  they  have  so  often  seeUi 
"  grim  brewed  in  the  evening  sky."  Nay, 
there  is  on  all  this,  shed  by  the  genius  of 
the  pocit,  a  new  something,  indefinable  and 
inexpressible ;  to  use  his  own  language,  a 
"  blue  film"  breathed  by  the  breath  of  genius, 
which  turns  the  bare  fact  into  living  and 
glitterinflr  poetry,  so  that  a  certain  ruddy 
glow  falls  from  above  the  sun  on  the  cheek 
of  the  reapers;  the  bum  shines  in  more 
sparkling  light,  the  linn  deepens  into  richer 
gloom,  the  tempests  become  ideal  in  their 
darkness,  the  snow  comes  do^n  like  a  spent 
and  chilled  glory  from  on  high,  and  the  poor 
robin  seems  not  a  bright  beggar  from  the 
woods,  a  hungry  lord  in  a  scarlet  robe,  but  a 
tutelar  angel,  or  a  household  god.  This 
union  of  the  ideal  and  the  real — the  latter 
not  disguised,  and  the  former  not  exaggera- 
ted— is  competent  only  to  tme  poets,  and 
has  be^n  exemplified  by  none  better  than 
Thomson. 

K  His  power  of  generalisation  is  not  inferior 
to  his  power  of  picture-writing.  His  "  Spring" 
is  everybody's  spring,  and  his  "  Winter"  is 
everybody's  winter.  It  is  not  the  summer 
of  a  county,  or  the  autumn  of  a  kingdom, 
that  her  describes.  He  selectsi  in  general, 
those  striking  and  salient  features  common 
to  most  climates  and  to  most  landscapes; 
and,  besides,  in  the  range  of  his  descriptions, 
he  can  pass,  like  the  horses  Ruin  and  Dark- 
ness in  **  Festus,"  from  land  to  land,  and 
from  Eone  to  zone ;  can  leap  over  Alps,  and, 

*'  If  von  please 
Can  take  at  a  bound  the  Pyrenees.' 

Indeed,  nature  in  his  own  land,  beautiful 
and  sublime  though  it  be,  seems  not  large  or 
peculiar  enough  for  the  scope  of  his  genius. 
Hence,  at  one  time,  he  darts  into  the  glooms 
of  the  arctic  zone,  and  sees  the  larger  stars 
shining  for  half  the  year  on  eternal  snows ; 
and,  at  another,  vaults  in  amid  the  torrid  ar- 
dors of  the  African  desert,  and  tracks  the 
caravan  on  the  path  of  its  dcstrnction,  while 

"  Mecca  saddens  at  the  long  delay." 

His  genius  was  intensely  tropical,  almost 
Hebraistic  in  its  character,  and  few  have 
drank  more  deeply  into  the  spirit  of  the  Old 
Testament  poets.  To  this  his  early  associa- 
tions and  training,  as  a  Scotch  minister's  son, 
undoubtedly  contributed.  He  failed,  we 
remember,  in  his  first  sermon  at  the  divinity 
hall,  which,  like  Pollok's  afterwards,  was 
thought  too  poetical— a  fortuaa^'  #••!««•«. 
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since,  in  all  probability,  had  he  persevered 
in  his  path  to  the  pulpit,  he  had  ended  in 
preaching,  like  his  namesake  of  Duddingston, 
to  a  beggarly  account  of  empty  benches,  his 
bodily  presence  in  the  church,  while  his  heart 
and  genius  were  away,  wandering  among 
the  glens  and  the  uplands  of  his  native 
country.  In  this  case,  what  a  '*  round,  fat, 
oily  man  of  God"  had  the  author  of  **The 
Seasons"  become ! 

'*  Winter,"  the  first  written,  is  perhaps  nlso 
the  best  of  the  four.  Thomson,  like  Burns, 
sympathised  taore  with  that  stern  mother  of 
the  snows  than  with  her  sisters.  "  Summer" 
comes  next  in  merit.  Both  winter  and  sum- 
mer are  seasons  possessing  that  decisive 
character  and  those  broad  massive  aspects 
which  suited  his  genius.  That  was  rather 
strong  than  subtle ;  and  hence  he  does  not 
catch  so  well  the  fine  gradations  of  the  other 
two.  Spring  is  too  say  and  lively,  and  au- 
tumn too  spiritual  and  sombre  for  him.  How 
inferior  his  "  Autumn,"  ^ 

«*  CrownM  with  the  sickle  and  the  wheaten  sheaf." 

to  her  of  Keats, 

*'  Sitting  careless  on  a  granary  floor,     . 
Her  balr  h&lf-lifted  by  the  wmnowing  wind." 

But  no  poet,  ancient  or  modern,  has  sur- 
passed Thomson  in  depicting  the  ''  child  of 
the  sun,  refulgent  summer" — now  shooting 
her  clear  arrows  of  light  at  the  noontide 
landscape — now  loUing  luxuriously  over  the 
world  on  the  bright  couch  of  the  afternoon 
clouds — and  now  drawing  around  her  the 
lurid  draperies  of  the  thunder,  and  exchang- 
ing sun6re  for  lightning — or,  with  a  more 
powerful  pencil,  has  represented  old  white- 
haired  Winter,  smiling  grimly  over  the  deso- 
lation he  has  made,  and  called  it  peace.  Uow 
he  might  have  described  Chamouni !  But 
that  has  been  done  lately  by  the  author  of 
'<  The  Roman,"  in  his  forthcoming  poem,  and 
in  a  style  of  which  Thomson  himself  would 
not  have  been  ashamed. 

We  think,  with  all  our  gratitude  to  this 
poet,  that  "  The  Seasons"  might  have  been 
still  better  managed  by  four  poets,  choosing 
each  his  appropriate  season.  Thus  Shelley 
might  have  given  us  "Spring,"  Thomson 
himself  "Summer,"  Keats  or  Wordsworth 
**  Autumn,"  and  Bums  or  Byron  the  melan- 
choly grandeur  and  starry  darkness  of  "  Win- 
ter.'*^ 

We  must  not  forget  the  religious  spirit  of 
Thomson's  poem.  This  does  not  alt<M(ether 
reach  the  proper  evanffelical  feeling.  There 
is  not  much  mention  ot  the  cross  or  of  Christ 


in  all  his  poetry.  But  he  is  eyer  ready  to 
recognise  God,  alike  in  adoration  and  in 
gratitude.  Every  one  of  his  seasons  is  full 
of  the  psalm-like  spirit,  and  at  the  close, 
there  is  that  beautiful,  half-inspired  hymn, 
which  "rises  like  a  steam  of  rich  distilled 
perfumes,"  and  reminds  you  of  the  glorious 
104th  Psalm.  There  is  reason  to  fear  that 
Thomson's  conduct  in  London  was  not  free 
from  the  irregularities  common  then  among 
literary  men  ;  but  his  principles  seem  always 
to  have  remained  sound,  his  faith  firm,  and 
his  heart  untainted.  Again,  for  this,  let  us 
in  part  thank  his  education  in  the  manse  of 
Ednam. 

The  "Castle  of  Indolence"  scarcely  re- 
quires any  remark.  The  scene  described  in 
it  is  as  familiar  and  as  dear  to  all  its  readers 
as  is  the  valley  of  their  childhood.  The 
valley  in  "Rasselas"  is  not  better  painted, 
nor  so  well,  as  that "  pleasing  land  of  drowsy- 
head,"  with  its  soft-falling  waters,  its  green 
pastures,  the  "  sable,  solemn,  silent  forest" 
which  surround  it,  the  mnrmuring  main 
heard,  and  scarcely  heard,  in  the  distance, 
its  day-dreams  waying  before  the  half-shut 
eyi 


**  Its  gay  castles  in  the  clouds  that  pass, 
For  ever  flashing  round  a  summer's  sky," 

the  ''  Arabian  heaven"  of  ita  nights,  and  the 
exquisitely-drawn  characters  who  appear  re- 
clining amid  its  shades,  or  who  return  saun- 
teringly  to  their  night's  rest  under  its  glitter- 
ing star  of  eve.  None  but  an  idle  man, 
livmg  in  an  idle  age  (idle  both  of  them  as  a 

"  Painted  ship 
Upon  a  painted  ocean)" 

could  have  written  it.  Our  period  in  its 
bustling  heat  could  never  have  dreamed  of 
such  a  spot  of  cool  and  ideal  retreat — of 
a  deep  and  delicate  pause  in  the  whirl  of  the 
world.  Tennyson's  "  Lotos-Eaters"  is  but  a 
faint  imitation  of  it.  Campbell's  picture  of 
Wyoming  has  touches  as  exquisite,  but  is 
not  sustained  as  a  whole  with  equal  unique- 
ness or  power.  Wordsworth's  "  Lines 
Omitted  in  the  Castle  of  Indolence"  are 
chiefly  remarkable  for  their  fine  picture  of 
Coleridge : 

^  The  noticeable  man,  with  large  gray  eyes," 

who,  alas  1 

'*  Came  back  to  them  a  withered  flower.^* 

Ay,  a  Yucca  gloriata,  blasted  with  poison, 
and  fifty  years  or  fifty  centuries  may  elapse 
ere  there  be  another  such  to  blast ! 
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|)iety,  tf  not  profound,  was  sincere;  his  wri- 
tings are  inteoaely  moral  in  their  tendency  : 
iind  altogether,  among  the  motley  mass  of 
the  authors  of  George  II. 'b  reign,  few  maka 
A  belter  figure  than  James  ThomBOn.  We 
like  best  to  think  of  him  leaving  his  native 
Tweed- watered  Ednom  (his  friend  Mnllelt, 
or  Malloch,  left,  four  years  later,  the  Earn- 
laved  Crieff)  for  London,  with  Utile  in  his 
pocket  but  hia  "  Winter,"  still  one  of  his  best 
titles  to  immortality.  We  are  never  weary, 
loo,  of  seeing  him  at  thai  garden  wall,  with 
liii  hands  in  both  pockets,  eating  his  peach ; 
or  when  found  in  bed  at  noon,  and  asked  whj 
be  was  not  up,  replying.  "  Young  man,  I  had 
iw  motive." 

Collins  suiTg  bis  dirge— a  more  ethereal 
and  unfortunate  spirit  than  the  author  of 
"The  Seasons" — with  less  bulk  and  breadth 
<if  genius,  bat  with  more  lyric  Gre;  more  of 
die  divinm  parlieula  aura,  lees  an  earlhborn 
Titan  than  a  seraphic  ardor  ihat  ullimately 
was  "  blasted  with  celestial  6re,"  the  Shelley 
of  that  century,  whose  "  Ode  to  Evening 
passes  like  trickling  dew  across  the  face  of 
ihe  landscape,  and  whose  ode  to  "  Liberty" 
seems  an  echo  of  the  Spartan  fife,  to  sieni, 
and  lofty,  and  spirit- stirring  is  its  note,  or 
like  the  cry  of  its  own 

*•  Ravening  eagle  northward  flew." 


The  individual  lines  in  this  poem 
exceedingly    rich    and    felicitous, 
sprinkled  even  throughout  the  second  canto, 
which  is  confessedly  inferior  to  the  first.    One 
of  them  has  been  quoted  already — 
*'  Poor'd  all  the  AralNan  heaven  upon  our  nights." 
Another  must  be  familiar  to  all — 

"  Ai  when  a  shepherd  in  (he  Hsbrid  Isles, 
Placed  far  amid  the  metaricholj/  main." 
We  never  fully  felt  the  force  of  this  till  we 
saw  it  reflected  on  the  eye  of  Professor  Wil- 
son, and  heard  it  in  hia  deep  voice,  which, 
u  he  uttered  the  words,  quivered  like  the 
vast  wing  of  a  dying  eagle.  Never  till  then 
did  the  image  break  on  us  of  a  great,  solita- 
17,  hungry  deep,  companioned  only  by  the 
storms,  and  moaning  out  around  barren  isles 
and  beaked  promontories  the  plaint  of  its  in- 
consolable and  eternal  woe!  It  is  all  the  poe- 
try and  the  pathos  of  the  sea  curdled  up  in- 
to one  word — a  word  deep  and  simple  as  the 
-  sea  itself. 

Of  "Liberty"  and  his  plays  we  can  say 
little,  for  the  good  reason,  we  are  but  imper- 
fectly acquainted  with  them.  We  did,  in- 
deed, we  think,  once,  after  many  abortive  ef- 
forts, succeed  in  reading  "Liberty"  through, 
bat  remember  only  an  impression  of  stiff, 
formal,  and  labored  exaggeration.  It  seem- 
ed dignified  and  dull,  deslitute  alike  o(  the 
faults  and  the  beauties  of  "  The  Seasons," 
and  has  long,  we  believe,  been  a  buried  fos- 
nl  in  the  libraries  of  the  learned,  while  "The 
Seasons,"  even  yet,  may  be  found  on  the 
window-sills  of  cottages,  as  Coleridge  found 
it  in  1798  in  a  little  alehouse  on  the  Bristol 
Channel,  when  he  ultered  the  memorable 
words,  "  This  is  true  fame."  His  plays  seem 
nearly  fotvotten.  All  that  is  remembered  of 
" Sophoniaba,"  is  the  comprehensive  line 
quoted  above.  "  Coriolanus"  has  one  or  two 
sounding  passages  of  declamation.  "Tan- 
cred  and  Sigismunda"  wa  never  saw.  It  is 
thought  his  best,  and  kept  for  a  season- 
perhaps  it  keeps  still — possession  of  the 
stage.  *  Peace  to  the  manes  of  "Alfred"  and 
of  "  Agamemnon  I" 

Thomson  had  faults  besides  indolence — 
was  of  a  sensuous  habit,  and  led,  we  fear,  a 
sensual  life.  But,  notwithstanding  this,  he 
was  a  "  fine  fat  fellow,"  a  true  mend,  and 
singularly  kind  to  his  sisters  in  Scotland. 
"Hora  fat  than  bard  seems" — neither  a 
"  swimmer,"  nor  a  "  lover,"  nor  "  temperate," 
allhoDgh  his  poems  made  a  lady  sup[M>se  that 
he  was  alt  three ;  be  bad  a  heart  warm  and 
large,  beating  under  his  gross  corporation, 
and  one  of  the  truest  of  Parnassian  sparks 
flaming  below  his  heavy  head  and  ajM.  Hk 
TOL  ZXIX.    HO.  1 


We  close  by  quoting  a  few  lines  on  his  ode 
on  the  death  of  Thomson : 
"  In  vonder  grave  ■  Druid  lies, 

Where  slowly  steals  the  winding  wave ! 
The  year's  best  sweets  shall  daleous  rise, 

To  deck  ils  poet's  sylvan  grave. 
In  yon  deep  bed  of  wliispering  reeds, 

Hi*  airy  harp  shall  now  belaid. 
That  he  whose  heart  in  sorrow  bleeds 
Ha;  love  tlirongh  life  the  soothing  shade. 

And  see  the  fairy  valleys  fade. 

Dun  niglit  has  veil'd  the  Kolemn  view. 
Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  shade, 
Ueek  nature's  child,  again  adieu. 
The  genial  meads,  assign'd  to  bless 

Thy  life,  shall  mourn  thy  early  doom  1 
Their  hinds  and  shepherd  girls  shall  dress 

With  Bimple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 
Long,  long  thy  tlone  and  poinred  clay 

Shall  melt  the  musing  Briton's  eyes ; 
O,  vales  and  wild  woods,  shall  he  say, 

In  yonder  grave  your  Drnid  lies." 
JVbl>.— Will  it  be  bsUsved  (hat  Dr.  Johnsoii  had 
soma  difficulty  in  getting  the  bookMltsrs  to  in«H 
"•omelhiog  of  Thomson"  in  that  aolleotion  to  whi^ 
hewrots  prefaoes — a  ooUeotioD  into  which  Pomfr^^' 
Dnok,  one  Smith,  Blackmore,  Tioksll,  Aa^war-^ 
mittad,  and  mostofthsm  without  aDT|#>-^ 
BoswelL    It  is  a  trait  intansslj  vM 
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MOLIERE. 


CoRNEiLLE,  Racine,  and  Voltaire,  are  great 
names  in  the  dramatic  literature  of  France, 
but  Moliere  is  greater  than  any  of  them,  if 
popularity  be  taken  as  a  test  of  their  merits. 
The  "  Cid,*'  "  Athalie,"  and  '*  Merope,"  may 
be  more  praised,  but  "  Le  Tartuffe,"  and 
"Le  Malade  Imaginaire,''  we  suspect  are 
more  read  and  better  remembered.  To  what 
is  this  to  be  ascribed  ?  Is  it  to  any  superi- 
ority of  genius  in  the  comic  writer,  or  to  the 
greater  popularity  of  that  department  of  the 
drama  to  which  he  devoted  himself — or  to 
both?  Or  has  popular  estimation  placed 
Moliere  in  a  higher  rank  in  the  dramatic  art 
than  he  is  entitled  to  hold?  We  do  not 
think  that  it  has,  but  we  attribute  the  prefe- 
rence rather  to  the  more  universal  attractive- 
ness of  the  comic  muse,  than  to  any  superi- 
ority of  genius  on  the  part  of  the  favorite, 
in  comparison  with  the  great  tragic  writers 
of  the  French  stage. 

As  poetry  of  the  very  highest  rank,  tra- 
gedy will  always  be  read  with  the  utmost  in- 
terest by  the  few  capable  of  appreciating  it, 
and  even  upon  the  stage  the  pomp  and  cir- 
cumstance which  usually  attend  it,  will  have 
great  attractions  for  that  more  numerous 
class  who  delight  in  theatrical  spectacles. 
But  withal,  if  we  are  not  greatly  mistaken, 
comedy,  generally  speaking,  is  much  more 
universally  attractive  than  her  buskined  sis- 
ter, and  even  in  the  closet,  and  certainly  upon 
the  stage,  has  more  admirers,  and  these  by 
no  means  of  the  least  polished  and  enlight- 
ened classes.  Dryden,  in  his  Dedicatory 
Epistle,  prefixed  to  the  *'  Spanish  Friar,"  ob- 
serves: "The  truth  is,  the  audience  are 
grown  weary  of  continued  melancholy  scenes, 
and  I  dare  venture  to  prophesy  that  few 
tragedies,  except  those  in  verse,  shall  succeed 
in  this  age,  if  they  are  not  lightened  with  a 
course  of  mirth ;  for  the  feast  is  too  dull  and 
solemn  without  the  fiddles.*'  (  Works,  vol.  vi. 
p.  380.)  But  we  suspect  that  if  the  truth 
were  always  told,  it  would  be  found  that  the 
taste  of  Dryden's  contemporaries  is  not  sin- 
gular, and  that  in  alt  ages  not  even  "  a  course 
of  mirth/' for  relieving  the  melancholy  scenes, 


has  pleased  so  well  as  a  course  of  mirth 
without  melancholy  at  all.  The  solemn 
scenes  of  the  Greek  tragedy  were  invariably 
relieved  by  music  and  dancing.  Yet  after 
ail,  it  required  an  effort  in  the  Athenians  to 
affect,  for  any  considerable  length  of  lime, 
the  gravity  and  decorum  requisite  to  comport 
with  the  lofty  sadness  of  such  plays  as  the 
"Electra,"  or  the  "  Medea;"  and  we  know 
that  the  performances  wore  often  interrupted 
by  calls  for  the  exhibitions  of  shows;  we 
can  scarcely  imagine  such  a  call  to  emanate 
from  the  amphitheatre  of  Broad  Grins,  that 
paid  willing  homage  to  the  jests  of  Aristo- 
phanes. The  Roman  ''  Exodia"  were  farces, 
played  by  the  youths  after  the  regular  play- 
ers had  left  the  stage,  for  the  purpose,  as  we 
are  told,  of  removing  the  painful  impres- 
sions of  tragedy.  So  it  was  in  France  du- 
ring the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.,  if  we  can  be- 
lieve Moliere,  who  puts  the  following  confes- 
sion in  the  mouth  of  a  great  admirer  of  tra- 
gedy, and  despiser  of  comedy,  one  of  the 
l)ramatis  Personal  in  "  La  Critique  de  TEcole 
des  Femmes  :"  ''  II  y  a  une  grande  diffe- 
rence de  toutes  ces  bagatelles  a  la  beaut6  des 
pieces  s6rieuses.  Cependant  tout  le  monde 
donne  l&-dedans  aujourd'hui;  on  ne  court 
plus  qu'a  cela;  etTon  voit  une  solitude  ef- 
froyable  aux  grands  ouvrages,  lorsque  des 
sottises  ont  tout  Paris.  Je  vous  avoue  que 
le  coeur  m'en  saigne  quelquefois,  et  cela  est 
honteux  pour  la  France." 

We  do  not  think  that  the  causes  of  this 
preference  lie  very  deep.  It  is  quit«  prover- 
bial that  we  are  more  disposed  to  rejoice  with 
them  that  rejoice,  than  to  weep  with  them 
that  weep ;  and  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at 
that  we  carry  this  predilection  into  our  amuse- 
ments. Certainly  all  the  play-goers,  and 
nearly  all  the  readers  of  plays,  look  upon  the 
drama  merely  as  a  source  of  entertainment ; 
and  it  is  nothing  but  a  natural  feeling  that 
prompts  us  to  seek  entertainment  in  scenes  of 
cheerfulness  and  mirth,  although  as  a  tempo, 
rary  relief  from  the  cares  and  inquietudes  o 
real  life.  He  must  be  either  more  intellec. 
Uul,  or  more  morose  than  his  neighbors,  wh^ 
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relaxes  himself  more  agreeably   with    the 
"  sceptered  pall/'  than  with  the 

'*  Qaips,  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles. 
Nods  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smiles," 

of  the  more  sportive  muse. 
The  effect  of  scenical  representation  upon  this 
preference  is  great ;  it  is  highly  favorable  to 
the  enjoyment  of  comedy,  but  detracts  from, 
rather  than  enhances  that  of  tragedy.    There 
are  not  a  few  to  whom  the  tinsel  glitter  of  the 
kings  and  queens  of  the  latter  is  an  attrac- 
tion, but  it  shares  the  admiration  of  these  per- 
sons with  exhibitions  which  have  little  rela- 
tion  to   the  drama,  and  on  principles  with 
which  its  intellectual  character  has  no  con- 
cern ;  whereas  all  the  means  and  appliances 
of  the  stage  fall  short  of  producing  such  an 
impression  upon  the  mind,  as  the  unassisted 
imagination  can  do.  It  is  true  that  the  genius 
of  a  great  actor  can  miehtily  enhance  the  en- 
joyment of  one  particular  part,  but  he  stands 
so  much  alone  in  his  glory  that  the  effect  of 
the  whole  is  often  rather  injured  than  improved 
by  his  transcendent  acting.    There  is  nothing 
more  dangerous  to  poetry  than  to  reduce  it 
to  a  material  form,  for  it  is  apt  to  lose  the 
spirituality   which   constitutes   much  of  its 
charm,  and  unless  the  genius  of  the  poet  is 
equalled  by  that  of  the  artist,  whose  means, 
it  is  to  be  observed,  are  generally  much  more 
limited,  the  effect  of  the  operation  is  to  dis- 
appoint the  mind,  rather  than  to  satisfy  it. 
In  comedy,  on  the  other  hand,  poetry  is  not 
an  essential  element,  and  when  it  does  occur 
there  it  is  of  a  much  less  intellectual  and 
lofty  character,  and  consequently  more  easily 
materialissed.     The  characters,  and  the  scenic 
accompaniments,   are   all   more   within  the 
sphere  of  ordinary  observation,  and  therefore 
more  easily  reproduced  upon  the  stage,  where 
the  conflict  with  the  preconceptions  of  the 
imagination  is  less.     A  piece  of  6ne  poetry 
gains  little,  if  anything,  by  being  declaimed 
from  the  stage ;  but  a  joke,  a  witticism,  or  a 
repartee  gains  immensely  when  spoken  with 
the  usual  accompaniments  of  the  comic  scene. 
It  is  evident,  too,  that  many  more  actors  are 
fitted  for  comedy  than  for  tragedy,  and  we 
can  therefore  see  a  whole  piece  more  per- 
fectly represented  in  the  former  than  in  the 
latter. 

Besides,  if  it  be  the  object  of  the  drama  to 
"  hold  the  mirror  up  to  nature,"  the  one  has 
advantages  over  the  other,  which  render  it  a 
m(»re  perfect  instrument  of  art.    Tragedy, 

"  High  actions  and  high  passions  best  describing," 
miut  explore  recesses  in  the  human  heart 


equally  remote  from  common  occurrence  and 
from  common  appreciation.  It  is  very  ques- 
tionable whether  there  ever  was  a  time  when 
men  existed  whose  actual  thoughts,  words, 
and  actions,  reproduced  on  the  stage,  would 
furnish  materials  for  a  proper  tragedy.  The 
Greek  tragedians,  next  to  Shakspeare,  by  far 
the  best  writers  of  that  species  of  dramatic 
composition,  profess  to  give  pictures  of  the 
heroic  ages  ;  but  that  these  are  not  correct 
we  know,  for  they  are  far  below  the  verisi- 
militude of  Homer,  who  painted  more  from 
the  life,  as  they  are  far  above  the  classical 
portraits  of  the  French  school,  which  have  no 
pretensions  of  that  kind.  But  it  may  well 
be  doubted  if  even  the  graphic  pictures  of 
Homer  convey  a  very  correct  idea  of  the 
times  and  characters  which  he  describes. 
Can  the  same  be  said  of  Aristophanes,  or  of 
Moliore  ?  Of  the  latter  more  anon,  but  that 
the  former  painted  the  latter  to  the  life  is  well 
known.  Plato,  a  great  admirer  of  comedy 
and  of  Aristophanes,  sent  the  plays  of  the 
latter  to  Dionysius  of  Syracuse,  as  the  best 
pictures  that  could  be  given  of  his  country- 
men. To  what  tragedian  was  such  a  com- 
pliment ever  paid  ?  We  do  not  treat  even 
Shakspcare*s  Historical  Plays  as  faithful  por- 
traits of  our  Tudors  and  Plantagenets. 

Tragedy  owes  much  of  its  material  ineffi- 
ciency, as  an  instrument  of  scenical  art,  to 
its  being  necessarily  imaginative,  and  to  a 
great  extent  abstract — qualities  which  add 
much  to  its  intellectual  grandeur,  but  which 
cannot  be  adequately  represented  on  the  stage. 
A  mighty  genius  indeed,  such  as  Shakspeare, 
may  imagine  such  a  conception  as  will  com- 
mand our  sympathies,  in  spite  of  its  abstrac- 
tion, and  embody  the  highest  poetry  in  pal- 
pable forms ;  but  to  do  so  is  the  greatest 
achievement  of  the  poetic  art,  and  can  be 
accomplished  only  by  the  utmost  genius  and 
skill.     And  after  all,  to  take  two  characters 
the  most  dissimilar  in  intellectual  conception, 
with  whom  do  we  most  cordially  and  freely 
sympathize — with  Hamlet,  or  with   Oeorge 
Dandin  ?     For  our  parts  we  say  with  the 
latter.     The  simple  peasant  is  one,  or  at  least 
one  of  a  class  with  whom  we  have  long  been 
on  terms  of  intimacy,  and  we  enter  at  once 
into  his  feelings,  though  we  laugh  at  his  sim- 
plicity when  he  is  duped  by  his  lady  spouse. 
But  the  Danish  prince  is  a  gentleman  whose 
acquaintance  we  have  never  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  making,  although  we  have  frequent- 
ly heard  him  well  spoken  of ;  and  however 
much  we  are  disposed  to  condole  with  him 
on  his  misfortunes,  we  have  some  difficulty 
in  treating  them  exactly  as  he  does ;  and  yet 
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the  one  is  the  noblest  creation  in  Shakspeare, 
and  the  other  is  among  the  meanest  of  Mo- 
li^re.  Abstractions  are  not  altogether  un- 
known to  comedy,  but  they  are  always  dan- 
gerous. It  was  mto  this  error  that  the  new 
comedy  of  Greece  fell,  when  the  vigor  and 
raciness  of  the  old  school  was  repressed.  So 
long  as  the  comic  writers  were  permitted  to 
paint  men  as  they  lived,  moved,  and  had 
their  being  around  them,  their  art  flourished  ; 
but  when  that  liberty  was  denied  to  them, 
and  they  were  obliged  to  have  recourse  to 
characters  and  plots  of  history,  and  of  their 
own  invention,  it  declined.  If  Moli^re  had 
followed  in  the  track  of  Comeille,  and  at- 
tempted— we  will  not  say  classical  comedies 
— but  imitations  of  Aristophanes  or  Menan- 
der,  or  had  shut  his  eyes  to  what  was  going 
on  around  him,  and  given  us  ideal  pictures 
of  the  ridiculous,  instead  of  graphic  pictures 
of  the  men  and  women  of  the  court  of  Louis 
XIV.,  and  the  Parisian  bourgeoisie,  we  will 
venture  to  say  that  his  name  would  not  have 
stood  so  high  in  dramatic  literature  as  it  has 
always  done.  But  he  had  too  much  good 
sense  and  too  correct  a  knowledge  of  his  art, 
to  fall  into  this  error.  Nothing  can  better 
exemplify  both  than  the  following  exquisite 
observations  on  the  two  departments  of  the 
art,  which  occur  in  the  piece  from  which  we 
•  have  already  quoted,  "La  Critique  de  TEcole 
des  Femmes,"  a  play  abounding  in  sound 
criticism  and  Kcnsible  remarks  on  the  drama: 
*'  Lorsque  vous  peignez  des  her6s,  vous  faites 
ce  que  vous  voulez ;  ce  sont  des  portraits  a 
plaisir,  ou  Ton  ne  cherche  point  de  ressem- 
blancc,  et  vous  n*avez  qu'^  suivre  les  traits 
d'une  imagination  qui  se  donne  Tessor,  et  qui 
sonvent  laisse  les  vrais  pour  attraper  le  mer- 
veilleux.  Mais,  lorsque  vous  peignez  les 
hommes,  il  faut  peindre  d*apres  nature  ;  on 
▼eut  que  ccs  portraits  ressem  blent ;  et  vous 
n'avez  rien  fait,  si  vous  n'y  faites  reconnoitre 
les  gens  de  votre  siecle.  En  an  mot,  dans 
les  pieces  s6rieuses,  il  suffit  pour  n'^tre  point 
blam^,  de  dire  des  choses  qui  soient  de  bon 
sens  et  bien  6c rites  ;  mais  ce  n'est  pas  assez 
dans  les  autres :  il  y  faut  plaisanter ;  et  c'est 
une  Strange  entreprise  que  celle  de  faire  rire 
les  honn6tcs  gens." 

The  conclusion  we  draw  from  these  obser- 
vations is,  that  comedy  is  essentially  more 
dramatic  than  tragedy,  although  the  latter 
is  more  intellectual  and  poetic.  The  former 
will  please  more  oo  the  stage,  and  the  latter 
in  the  closet.  The  former  will  be  more  pop- 
ular among  the  mass,  the  hitter  will  be  more 
appreciated  by  the  few.  But  a  great  trage- 
ij  will  be  appreciated  rather  as  a  poem  than  t 


as  a  play,  and  will  gain  comparatively  little 
by  the  best  acting,  scarcely  at  all  by  the  best 
scenical  appliances;  while  a  good  comedy  will 
both  read  well  and  play  well,  and  its  enjoy- 
ment will  be  mightily  enhanced  by  the  arts  of 
the  theatre. 

Hitherto  we  have  been  speaking  of  tragedy 
and  comedy,  strictly  so  called ;  but  to  pre- 
vent misconception,  we  must  add  a  few  words 
on  that  mixed  species  of  dramatic  composi- 
tion, of  which  Shakspeare  is  the  great  milster. 
We  have  seen  that  melancholy  alone  will  not 
pUtut  upon  the  stage,  and  the  reason  is,  that 
continued  scenes  of  sadness  are  neither  pleas- 
ing nor  natural.     Whatever  excuse  may  be 
found  for  the  immortal  sorrow  of  the  Greek 
tragedy  in  its  devotional  origin  and  purpose, 
certain  it  is,  that  the  drama,  to  be  effective, 
must  above  all  things  be  natural ;  it  must  do 
neither  more  nor  less  than  '*  hold  the  mirror 
up  to  nature,''  and  it  is  in  the  skilful  reproduc- 
tion of  natural  scenes  that  its  art  consists. 
Most  dramatists,  and  especially  the  French, 
with  the  regular  Greek  models,  and  the  Aris- 
totelian rules  in  their  view,  have  set  them- 
selves to  compose  works  which  strictly  belong 
to  one  or  other  of  the  two  great  classes  of 
dramatic  composition,  but  that  excludes  from 
the  picture  a  considerable  part  of  the  origi- 
nal ;  it  is  studying  Aristotle  more  than  na- 
ture, for  the  scenes  of  real  life  are  not  either 
wholly  grave  or  wholly  gay.     In  comedy,  in- 
deed, the  grave,  or  at  least  the  sad,  may 
safely  be  excluded.     Happily,  little  of  what 
is  purely  melancholy,  and  at  the  same  time 
fitted  for  dramatic  representation,  occurs  in 
real  life,  chequered  as  it  is,  and  the  continu- 
ed mirth  is  too  pleasing  to  induce  us  to  regret 
its  absence.     Occasional  scenes  of  tragic  in- 
terest, however,  are  not  altogether  inconsis- 
tent with  the  character  of  comedy.     In  one 
of  Moli^re's  pieces,  and  not  one  of  his  worst, 
"  Le  Feslin  de  Pierre,"  the  hero  Don  Juan, 
after  running  the  round  of  all  those  villaniea 
which  are  associated  with  his  name,  is  carried 
off  the  stage  after  a  fashion  uniting  those  of 
the  exits  of  Dr,  Faust  and  Manfred,     This 
play  is  called  "  Com6die  en  cinq  actes,"  and 
It  is  essentially  a  comedy.     But  in  tragedy 
both  requisites  of  the  drama  not  only  admit 
but  call  for  the  union  of  melancholy  and 
gaiety.      The  one  without  the  other  is  not 
natural,  and  although  it  were  so  it  is  not 
pleasing.     Shakspeare  knew  this,  for  no  one 
had  a  more  correct  idea  of  the  principles  of 
his  art.     He  was  besides,  aboVe  all  others, 
the  poet — the  grammarian  of  nature,  as  the 
ancient  quoted  by  Suidas  prophetically  ex- 
pressiss  it — dipping  his  pen  in  the  human 
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heart.  He  conceived  a  character,  or  invent* 
ed  a  plot,  and  developed  it  through  varied 
scenes,  without  regarding  whether  the  result 
was  a  tragedy  or  a  comedy, — he  thought 
only  of  presenting  a  picture  of  human  life. 
His  plavs,  in  short,  are  less  tragedies  or  com- 
edies, than  sections  of  that  mirror  which  in 
hb  own  breast  reflected  with .  infinite  truth, 
and,  therefore,  with  infinite  variety,  the  scenes 
and  characters  of  actual  life.  Our  polite 
neighbors  the  French  call,  or  rather  used  to 
call,  this  bizarre,  and  so  itis, — and  eminently  so 
is  human  nature. 

To  return  to  comedy,  the  very  character- 
istics which  render  it  more  efficient  and  com- 
plete as  an  instrument  of  art,  seem  to  tend 
to  limit  the  sphere  of  its  production.  It  b 
rather  a  remarkable  fact  in  the  history  of 
the  drama,  that  there  have  been  many  more 
great  writers  of  tragedy  than  of  comedy,  not- 
withstanding the  higher  intellectual  character 
of  the  former.  In  Greece,  there  were  three 
to  one ;  for  we  suspect  that  the  prcegrandis 
ienex  of  the  school  was  the  only  comedian  en- 
Utled  to  rank  with  the  great  tragic  writers. 
In  France  there  has  been  the  same  proportion. 
The  classic  age  of  Italian  poetry  did  not  af- 
ford a  single  comic  dramatist,  though  no  peo- 
ple have  a  keener  perception  of  the  ludicrous 
and  the  grotesque  than  the  Italians.  We  do 
not  attribute  much  importance  to  such  facts, 
because  speculations  upon  the  causes  of  the 
progress  of  art  are  apt  to  be  chimerical  and 
generally  are  unprofitable.  It  is  obvious,  how- 
ever, that  comedy,  which  should 

"  Catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rise," 

must  be  much  limited  to  the  age  and  coun- 
try, the  manners  of  which  it  professes  to  de- 
pict, and  that  unless  these  are  adapted  to 
comic  delineation,  the  art  must  languish  for 
want  of  tnatiriel.  The  perfection  of  come- 
dy does  not  consist  in  the  mere  reproduction 
of  the  scenes  of  common  life,  whatever  may 
be  its  character.  These  must  have  some- 
thing comic  in  themselves,  and  the  art  of  the 
dramatist  is  shown  in  his  selection  of  the  lu- 
dicrous traits  so  as  to  develop  with  greatest 
effect  a  character  or  a  plot.  It  has  often  been 
asserted  that  the  proper  end  of  comedy  is  to 
expose  vice  and  folly  by  means  of  ridicule. 
But  we  conceive  that  its  primary  end  is  to  ex- 
cite mirth,  and  the  exposure  of  vice  and  fol- 
ly is  often  well  calculated  to  do  so,  though 
that  is  rather  a  secondary  end,  (however, 
morally  speaking,  it  may  be  the  highest,) 
and  many  admirable  comedies  have  been 
written  with  no  such  object,  or  without  hav- 
ing any  such  effect.    Besides,  such  a  defini- 


tion of  the  object  of  comedy  confounds  it 
with  satire,  from  which  it  essentially  differs. 
Comedy  may  be,  and  often  is,  the  vehicle  ojf 
the  most  exquisite  satire,  but  it  is  not  neces- 
sarily 80.  It  has  a  distinctive  character  of 
its  own,  of  which  the  ridiculous  is  the  essence; 
but  virtue  may  be  rendered  ridiculous  as  well 
as  vice  and  folly.  The  satire  of  Aristophanes 
directed  against  Socrates,  was  not  legitimate 
because  it  wanted  a  legitimate  object ;  it  was, 
in  fact,  founded  on  a  misapprehension,  which, 
when  dissipated,  disarmed  the  satire.  But 
the  ridicule  was  genuine,  because  it  put  the 
sage  in  a  view  so  laughable  when  contrasted 
with  his  character,  real  or  assumed  (for  it 
matters  not  which),  that  our  mirth  is  excited 
whether  we  believe  in  the  justness  of  the  satire 
or  not. 

The  ridiculous — the  maUritl  of  comedy--^ 
has  existed  more  or  less  in  all  ages,  and  al- 
ways will  exist,  so  long  as  human  nature  re- 
mains the  same.  Boccaccio  found  it  in  an 
age  of  the  darkest  superstition,  and  chiefly 
among  its  ministers  and  devotees.  Butler 
traced  it  even  in  the  acrimonious  contentions 
of  civil  war.  There  must,  however,  be  times 
and  circumstances  more  favorable  than  others 
to  its  production,  and  it  may  well  be  doubt- 
ed if  they  would  have  produced  so  laughable 
comedies,  had  Aristophanes  been  a  contem- 
porary of  Cadmus,  or  Moli^re  written  under 
the  stern  tyranny  of  the  League.  In  our 
own  country,  comedy  has  at  no  period  flourish- 
ed more  than  in  the  merry  times  of  the  Res- 
toration, when  a  reaction  took  place  in  the 
national  mind,  from  the  severe  discipline  of 
republicanism  and  its  sister  puritanism.  Pro- 
bably, as  a  general  rule,  though  liable  to 
many  exceptions,  it  may  be  said,  that  the 
most  favorable  circumstances  for  comic  deli- 
neation are  when  nature  has  been  softened 
from  barbarism  into  civilization, — where  that 
civilization  has  not  degenerated  from  the  fol- 
lies of  luxury  and  fashion  into  unpalliated 
crime — where  the  manners  of  the  age  and 
political  institutions  give  full  scope  to  the 
complete  development  of  natural  character 
— and  especially  where  f\  keen  sense  of  the 
ridiculous  and  a  turn  for  humor  are  national 
characteristics,  and  make  each  individual  to 
some  extent,  as  Fahtaff  describes  himself, 
not  only  witty  themselves,  but  the  cause  of 
wit  in  other  men.  The  age  and  country  of 
Aristophanes^  had  some  of  these  characteris- 
tics in  an  eminent  decree.  Let  us  examine 
how  far  Moliere  lived  under  similar  propi- 
tious circumstances: 

Bom  in  1622,  his  youth  was  contempora- 
neous with  the  admiabU%t\Q\i%  ^1  ^« 
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Richelieu  and  Mazarin,  the  despotic  tyranny 
of  which  would  have  been  little  calculated 
to  relax  the  seventy  of  character  which  the 
French  people  had  acquired  in  the  preceding 
age,  under  the  terrors  of  the  League,  had  its 
effect  not  been  in  some  measure  counteract- 
ed by  the  peculiar  character  of  the  opposi- 
tion.   The  minority  of  Louis  XIV.  was  agi- 
tated by  a  struggle  for  power  between  con- 
tending parties,  who  mixed  with  their  am- 
bition much  of  the  levity  supposed  to  be 
characteristic  of  their  country.     The  gratifi- 
cation of  personal  vanity,  more  than  the  passion 
for  power,  influenced  the  leaders,  who  chang- 
ed sides  with  their  mistresses,  and  not  unfre- 
quADtly,  at  their  dictation.    The  queen-moth- 
er was  lampooned  while  her  minister  was 
outlawed,  and  battles  were  fought  to  gain 
the  favor  of  the  libertine  Duchesse  de  Lon- 
gaeville.    A  body  of  lawyers  aping  the  Eng- 
lish Parliament,  to  which  their  only  resem- 
blance lay  in  their  common  name,  raised  the 
standard  of  revolt,  and  while  a  cardinal  head- 
ed the  party  of  the  court,  an  archbishop  fo- 
mented the  jealousies  of  the  opposition.    The 
people  following  the  frivolity  of  their  lead- 
ers, alternately  adored  them  as  their  deliver- 
ers,   and   lighted    bonfires    on    their   dis- 
grace. 

This  state  of  things  was  in  some  measure 
put  an  end  to  when  Louis  assumed  the  reins 
of  government  in  1654.     Foreign  conquests 
succeeded  civil  dissensions,  and  a  gay  but 
libertine  court  set  the  example  of  polished 
manners,  and  diffused  refinement  along  with 
licentiousness.     At  this  period,  the  people  of 
France  were  divided  into  three  classes,  the 
distinctions  of   which  were  prominent  and 
well  marked:  the  aristocracy,  whose  focus 
was  the  Court ;  the  tradesmen  and  the  crafts- 
men, who  inhabited  the  towns;  and  the  pea- 
santry.    The  last  class  vegetated  in  a  slate 
of  simplicity  and  ignorance,  which  gave  lit- 
tle scope  for  the  development  of  individual 
character,  though  probably  the  trempe  of  the 
tnass  did  not  want  archness  and   vivacity. 
Their  manners,  however,  were  gross  as  well 
as  simple.    The  men  spent  much  of  their 
time  in  the  cabarets,  while  their  wives  were 
alternately  kissed  and  beaten.      It  is  very 
questionable  whether  female  virtue  was  bet- 
ter preserved  among  this  class  than  in  the 
higher  ranks;  probably  it  was  less  so:  and 
certainly  it  was  better  preserved  among  the 
middle  class.     But  conjugal  infidelity  was  in 
all  ranks  reckoned  more  a  foible  than  a  crime, 
and  a  good  beating  of  his  frail  spouse,  at  once 
restored  the  peasant's  temper,  and  vindicated 
his  honor.    The  bourffeoisie  were  a  plain  and 


well  conditioned  class,  retaining  much  of  their 
ancient  simplicity  of  manners,  with  as  little 
of  the  licentious  refinement  of  those  above 
them,  as  of  the  grossness  of  those  below. 
Devoted  to  their  boutiqties,  they  were  easy  in 
their  circumstances,  and  many  of  them  ulti- 
mately obtained  such  a  competency  as  ena- 
bled them  to  retire  from  trade  and  live  in  in- 
dependence.    Occasionally,  one  of  these,  for- 
getting his  position,  would  affect  the  gentle- 
man, like  Monsieur  Jourdain,  who  was  no 
ideal  portrait,  but  drawn   from  life.      The 
original  was  a  hat  manufacturer  of  the  name 
of  Gaudoin,  who  lavished  a  large  fortune, 
left  him  by  his  father,  on  needy  people  of 
fashion,  who,   like  Dorante  and   JDoriniene, 
made  him  their  dupe.     Ultimately  he  was 
confined  at  Charenton  as  a  madman.     Little 
removed  from  the  condition  of  shopkeepers 
were  the  professional  men,  whom  real  igno- 
rance and    an  affectation  of  deep   learning 
rendered  eminently  ridiculous.     The  profes- 
sors of  medicine  affected  much  gravity,  wore 
a  robe  when  they  went  abroad,  and  generally 
rode  through  the  streets  on  mules.     They 
delighted  in  specifics,  and  a  multiplicity  of 
medicines,  talked  in  bad  Latin  and  scholastic 
terms  ;  and,  as  each  had  a  theory  of  his  own 
to  support,  their  vanity  and  dogmatism  ren- 
dered their  consultations  rather  distracting 
to  their  patients,  the  nature  of  whose  diseases, 
far  less  their  remedies,  they  could  not  agree 
upon.      The  result  of  the  famous  consulta- 
tion on  Cardinal  Mazarin  is  well  known.   The 
four  mo&it  eminent  physicians  of  the  day  were 
called  in,  when  after  much  dispute  each  ad- 
hered to  his  own  opinion,  one  maintaining 
that  the  seat  of  the   disease  was  the  liver, 
another  the  lungs,  a  third  the  spleen,  and  a 
fourth  the  mesentery.     It  is  not  improbable 
that  Moliere  had  personal  wrongs  to  avenge 
in  ridiculing  the  physicians,  for  his  habitual 
bad  health  must  have  given  him  much  un- 
favorable experience  of  them.     The  lawyers 
were  probably  little  less  ridiculous,  though 
we  know  not  so  much  of  them,  Moliere  hav- 
ing scarcely  touched  upon  that  class.     He 
introduces  the  avocats  only  once,  viz.,  in  the 
"Malade  Imaginaire,"  and  it  is  to  pay  them 
A  compliment.     It  is  in  t.he  same  piece  that 
he  gives  a  r6le  of  some  importance  to  a  no- 
tary, though  according  to  the   prescriptive 
usage  of  the  stage  that  functionary  is  sel- 
dom absent  when  a  marriage  is  in  hand,  but 
only  pour  dresser  le  contrat.      The  lawyers, 
however,  did  not  escape  the  lash.      During 
Moliere's  lifetime  they  were  severely  hand- 
led by  Racine  in  the  "Plaideurs."      Their 
pleadings  savored  much  of  the  ignorance  and 
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scholasticism  of  the  ase.     Deficient  both  in 
dignity  and  solidity,  they  displayed  an  indi- 
gested   erudition,  citing  promiscuously  the 
Bible,  the  fathers  of  the  church,  the  Rioman 
and  canon  laws,  and  occasionally  the  classics. 
The  university  of  Paris,  which  in  1624  had 
obtained  an  on*^/,  prohibiting  on /xitn  of  death 
the  publication  of  any  work  impugning  the 
authority  of  Aristotle,  could  not  fail  to  sup- 
ply much  of  the  ridiculous.      There  were 
scholars  of  that  time  who,  armed  at  all  points 
with  syllogisms,  professed  to  dispute  de  omnt 
seUnli,  mamtaining  their  positions  with  a  fury 
quite  proportionate  to  their  pretensions.    One 
of  them,  the  original  of  the  philosopher  in 
the  Bourgeois  Geniilhomme,  who  delivered  a 
course  of  lectures  on  eloquence  and  philoso- 
phy, in  a  room  in  Paris  which  he  called 
*'L'acad6mie  des    philosophes    orateurs, " 
and    himself    the    "moderateur"    thereof. 
When  these  pedants  fell  in  love  the  picture 
was  complete.       One  of  Racine's  lawyers 
proposes  to  take  his  mistress  to  see  the  tor- 
ture  inflicted, — **donner  la  qiiestlon^^ — and 
Moliere  makes  Thomas  Diaforus  desirous  to 
treat  Angeliaue  with  a  sight  of  the  dissection 
of  a  woman !     These  pictures  were  not  over- 
charged.     Of  Moli^re's  literary  contempo- 
raries, he  has  left  us  too  exquisite  a  sketch  to 
be  omitted.     In  the  play  from  which  we  have 
already  more  than  once  quoted,  "La  Cri- 
tique de  TEcole  des  Femmes,"  Dorante,  the 
sensible  critic  of  the  piece,  thus  describes 
them:    "La  cour  a  quelques  ridicules,  j'en 
demeure  d'accord ;  et  je  sub,  comme  on  voit, 
le  premier  &  les  fronder ;  mais,  roa  foi,  il  y  en 
a  un  grand  nombre  parmb  les  beaux  esprits 
de  profession  ;  et,  si  Ton  joue  quelques  mar- 
quis, je  trouve  qu'il  y  a  bien  plus  de  quoi 
jouer  les  auteurs,  et  que  ce  seroit  une  chose 
plaisante  a  mettre  sur  le  th^&tre,  que  leurs 
grimaces  savantes,  et  leurs  raffinemens  ridi- 
cules, leur  vicieuse  coutume  d'assassiner  les 
gens  de  leurs  ouvrages,  leur  friandise  de  lou- 
anges,  leurs  managements  de  pens^es,  leur 
trafic  de  reputation,  et  leur  ligues  offensives 
et  defensives,  aussi  bien  que  leurs  guerres 
d'esprits,et  leurs  combats  de  prose  etde  vers.*' 
The  character  of  the  aristocracy,  who  fig- 
ured in  the  Court  of  Louis,  is  too  well  known 
to  require  much  description.    It  was  formed 
very  much  upon  the  character  of  the  sove- 
reign himself.     Louis  had  the  art,  probably 
without  having  one  really  great  quality,  to 
make  himself  adored  while  he  lived,  and  he 
has  even  drawn  upon  the  admiration  of  pos- 
terity.   He  knew  well  the  value  of  ceremony, 
for  the  purpose  of  securing  the  respect  of 
those    who    surrounded    him.      Governed 


throughout  his  whole  reign  by  his  mistresses, 
one  of  whom  he  had  the  weakness  to  marry 
when  both  were  past  the  middle  age,  he  was, 
nevertheless,  as  absolute  in  the  management 
of  his  court,  as  they  were  of  his  kingdom. 
He  never  appeared  even  to  his  domestics  but 
in  full  dress ;  and  he  would  keep  his  minis- 
ters in  waiting,  however  urgent  might  be 
their  business,  until  he  had  adjusted  his  pe- 
ruke.    He  carried  his  politeness  so  far,  as  to 
lift  his  hat  to  his  female  domestics,  when  he 
met  them  in  his  palace;  and  if  he  met  a 
lady,  he  would  not  replace  it  until  he  had 
passed  her.     He  has  been  said  to  have  been 
fond  of  the  arts  ;  but  with  such  men  as  Ra- 
cine, Moliere,  and  Le  Brun  around  him.  he 
could  scarcely  have  been  otherwise ;  as  mih 
such   captains  as  Turenne  and   the  greilt 
Conde,  there  was  no  great  merit  in  being 
victorious.    His  taste  we  are  much  disposed 
to  doubt.    He  was  fond  of  show,  which,  like 
Napoleon,  he  used  as  an  instrument  of  em- 
pire, and  he  was  fond  of  the  arts  so  far  as 
they  contributed  to  the  splendor  of  the  pa- 
geant.    He  looked  on  Le  Brun  in  the  light 
of  a  superb  gilder ;  and  on  Moliere  as  an  in- 
genious contriver  of  spectacles.     If  ever  he 
dreamed  of  their  immortality,  it  was  when 
he  thought  of  his  own.    In  a  list  of  pensions 
which  he  gave  to  the  litterateurs  of  his  reign, 
we  find  one   thousand   francs   awarded   to 
Moliere,  and  three  thousand  to  Chapelaine, 
now  known  only  for  his  wretched  "  La  Pu- 
celle,"  but  for  which,  as  a  French  wit  once 
observed,  he  might   have  had   some  fame. 
The  one  is  described  as  "excellente  poete 
comique,"  the  other  as,  **  le  plus  grand  poete 
Fran^ais,  qui  ait  jamais  ^t^,  et  du  plus  solide 
jugement.'*     And  yet  in  this  list  occur  the 
names  of  Corneille  and  Racine,  to  the  latter 
of  whom   is  given   eight    hundred   francs. 
Boileau  is  altogether  omitted.    The  truth  is, 
that  Louis  affected  a  love  of  literature  and 
art  as  necessary  to  complete  his  character, 
without  feeling  much  of  it.     As  Frederick 
of  Prussia  said  of  him,  "  Ayant  plus  de  juge- 
ment  que  d'esprit,  il  cherchoit  plut6t  Tun 
que  Tautre." 

The  Court  followed  closely  in  his  footsteps. 
A  love  of  show  and  ceremony  gave  a  stiff 
and  artificial  tone  to  the  manners,  which  was 
relaxed  somewhat  only  by  the  flexibility  of 
morals.  There  was  much  politeness,  but  it 
was  pushed  to  extravagance.  The  courtier 
professed  the  most  profound  respect  and 
esteem  for  people  scarcely  known  to  him. 
**  Theognis,"  says  Le  Bruy^re,  "  embrasse  un 
homme  qu'il  trouve  sous  sa  main;  il  lui 
presse  la  tdte  contre  sa  poitrine ;  il  demande 
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ens nite  qael  est  eelui  qatl  a  embrasse ;"  and 
Moli^re  well  describes  this  fashionable  hy- 
pocrisy— "les  convulsions  de  eivilit6" — in 
the  "Misanthrope." 

*  Je  voas  vois  accabler  nn  homme  de  caresses 
£t  t^moigner  pour  lai  les  derni^res  tendresaes, 
De  protestations,  d'ofires,  et  de  sermens 
Vons  chargez  la  fareur  de  vps  embrassemens  ; 
£t  quand  je  vous  demande  apr^d  quel  est  cet 

hommes 
A  peine  pouvezvous  dire  comme  il  se  nomme; 
Votre  chaleur  poa  Ini  tombe  en  voas  s^parant, 
Et  voas  me  ie  tmitez,  ^  moi,  d*indiff^rent ! 
Morbleo  !  c'est  une  chose  indigne,  Idche,  in- 

fame, 
De  s'abaisser  ainsi,  jusqu*^  trahir  son  ame." 

Gallantry  was  the  prevailing  passion,  but  it 
was  not  that  of  Bayard.  It  was  a  sensual 
and  licentious  amour  carried  on  by  intrigue, 
and  in  defiance  of  common  decency.  Its 
grossness  was  ill-disguised  by  an  affectation 
of  romance,  vented  in  sonnets  and  madrigals. 
Many  of  the  gallants  of  the  period  were  pro- 
fessed beaux  esprits ;  but  their  taste  was  as 
affected  as  their  manners,  and  as  corrupted 
as  their  morals.  This  literary  affectation 
gave  rise  to  a  celebrated  sect  of  female  pre- 
tenders to  literature,  whom  Moli^re  at  once 
extinguished  and  immortalized,  under  the 
name  of  les  Prieieuses^ — an  association  of 
Blues,  who  met  in  Paris,  at  the  Hotel  Ram- 
bouillet,  to  discuss  literary  affairs ;  and  af- 
fected to  take  particular  cognizance  of  the 
French  language  and  mmmar. 

It  must  be  allowed  that  such  a  state  of 
society  as  we  have  described  exhibits  not  an 
inconsiderable  field  for  the  writer  of  comedy. 
But  its  general  features  were  too  artificial  to 
permit  nature  to  appear  much  under  other 
than  conventional  forms,  and  a  writer  who 
like  Moliere  painted  men  as  he  found  them, 
wanted  those  universal  models,  the  study  of 
which  leads  to  the  highest  perfection  of  art. 
He  copied  nature,  but  it  was  nature  in  disguise, 
and  under  forms  by  which  it  was  cribbed,  ca- 
bined, and  confined.  Instead  of  studying  the 
naked  figure,  he  drew  it.  as  it  appeared  un- 
der the  stiff  and  formal  costume  of  the  affe. 
We  cannot  blame  him  for  this,  though  with 
higher  genius  he  would  have  penetrated 
deeper.  The  fault  lay  chiefly  in  his  models, 
and  there  is  no  reason  to  suppose  that  had 
they  been  of  a  less  artificial  character,  he 
would  have  failed  in  copying  them.  This 
must  be  kept  in  view  in  every  estimate  of 
the  literary  character  of ,  Moliere,  otherwise 
we  will  be  apt  to  consider  as  a  peculiarity 
of  his  genius  what  was  more  owing  to  the 
factitious  characteristics  of  the  subjects  which 
he  studied. 


Of  his  oontemporariet,  such  as  they  werey 
Moliere  had  full  opportunity  for  observation ; 
and  never  was  there  a  more  industrious  or 
accurate  observer.    The  son  of  a  Parisian 
upholsterer,  he  spent  his  youth  among  the 
baurpeoisie,  and  had  scarcely  embraced  the 
profession  of  player,  at  the  age  of  twenty* 
three,  when  the  troubles  of  the  Regency 
drove  him  to  the  provinces,  where  he  acted 
for  thirteen  years.     The  rest  of  his  life  was 
spent  at  Court,  where  he  united  the  profes- 
sion of  comedian  to  the  duties  of  valet  de 
chambre  to  Louis,  a  post  to  which  he  had 
hereditary  claims.     The  fidelity  of  his  por- 
traits of  character  (for  many  of  his  parts 
were  drawn  from  living  origmals^,  ami  his 
merciless  exposure  of  folly  and  nypocrisyt 
raised  him  many  enemies,  but  it  is  only  doing 
justice  to  his  patron  to  say,  that  ha  ever 
found  a  steady  friend  and  protector  in  the 
king.     It  was  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life 
that  he  produced  almost  the  whole  of  his 
pieces.     Many  of  them  were  written  with 
extraordinary  rapidity,  some  of  them  having 
been  composed  and  acted  within  a  few  days. 
They  were   in  general  made  to  order  of 
Louis,  who  commanded  their  exhibition,  as 
he  did  that  of  fireworks  or  triumphal  archea, 
as  parts  of  the  gorgeous  f^tes  given  at  Ver- 
sailles, to  celebrate  his  victories, — or,  "  a  la 
Reine  et  k  la  Reine-m^re  selon  I'histoire, — k 
mademoiselle  de  la  Yalli^re  selon  la  chro- 
nique."    There,  like  a  magnificent  picture  in 
tawdry  frame,  appeared  the  immortal  de- 
lineations of    Moliere,   among  Floras    and 
Zephyrs,  and  satyrs  and  naiads,  and  shepherds 
and  shepherdesses,  with  hooks  and  crooks, 
and  artificial  rocks,  cascades,  and  jets  d'eau. 
Occasionally  this  buckram  was  manufactured 
by  the  great  comedian  himself,  but  he  never 
appears  to  advantage  in  it.    Take  for  exam* 
pie  the  following  from  the  Prologue  to  "  Le 
Malade  Imaginaire." 

SCENE  I. 

Fhre ;  Deux  ZSphyrs  damans. 

La  decoration  repr^sente  un  lieu  champers  et 
ndaomoins  fort  agr^able. 

Flare. 

Quittez,  qaittez  vos  troupeaux  : 

Venez,  bcrgers ;  venez,  berg^res  ; 
Accourez,  accourez  sous  ces  tendrea  ormeaux ; 
Je  viens  vous  annoncer  des  nouvelles  bien  chores, 

Et  r^jouir  tous  ces  hameaux. 
Quittez,  qaittez  vos  troupeaux : 

Venez,  bergers  ;  venez  bergdres ; 
Accourez,  accourez  sous  ces  tendres  ormeaux. 

Poetry  was  not  what  Moliere  excelled  in, 
for  he  had  more  judgment  than  imagination. 
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and  more  bamor  than  wit  Bat  his  senti- 
ment WAS  apt  to  become  yerbose,  and  his 
humor  to  degenerate  into  farce.  His  fwU 
lay  in  the  dehneation  of  character  rather  than 
in  the  expression  of  passion,  and  of  his  char- 
acters those  are  the  best  which  depart  from 
natire  simplicity  the  least;  when  they  Affect 
gravity  they  are  apt  to  become  dolly  and 
affected  when  they  would  be  thonght  wise. 
Their  simplicity  often  borders  upon  facility, 
and  the  ease  with  which  they  can  be  duped 
tepresses  our  sympathy,  and  disarms  our 
resentment  Many  of  them  are  too  unintel- 
lectaai  to  be  interesting,  and  more  too  clever 
to  be  beloved.  But  whatever  be  their  char- 
acter, tiicir  modes  of  expressing  passion  are 
much  the  same.  Ftux  and  ytnx  are  in  the 
months  of  every  lover,  and  if  the  piece  be  in 
vorse  they  are  sure  to  meet  in  rhyme.  He 
generally  accomplishes  most  when  he  labors 
least,  and  hence  the  short  speeches  are  bet- 
ter than  the  long,  and  the  prose  than  the 
verse.  His  variety  of  passion  is  exceedingly 
limited,  and  within  these  limits  it  is  seldom 
profound.  Love  is  the  universal  agent  in 
his  plays,  sometimes  superinduced  upon 
some  other  passion,  but  generally  unmixed, 
and  almost  always  the  ruling  one.  When  it 
is  determined  that  the  lover  shall  not  obtain 
his  object,  he  submits  to  his  fate  with  the 
most  becoming  resignation ;  and  the  raptures 
of  his  more  fortunate  rival  may  be  conceived, 
but  are  neither  expressed  nor  described. 
There  is  more  humor  in  his  situations  than 
fable  in  his  plots.  But  an  intricate  plot  is 
little  indispensable  to  good  comedy  ;  it  is 
sufficient  that  the  plot  affords  a  vehicle  for 
the  dialogue,  and  furnishes  as  much  incident 
as  prevents  it  from  becoming  languid.  Many 
of  hifl  plots  and  incidents  are  borrowed  from 
other  writers,  but  he  seldom  fails  to  improve 
npon  them.  He  does  not  much  study  the 
probability  of  occurrences,  in  which  he  is 
right,  for  the  drama  is  a  fairy- land  where  we 
willingly  submit  to  the  wand  of  the  enchant- 
er, ralher  expecting  what  is  wonderful,  than 
requiring  what  is  true.  His  style  cannot 
always  be  recommended  as  a  model  of  com- 
position, but  its  apology  is  to  be  found  in 
the  rapidity  with  which  he  was  often  com- 
pelled to  write,  and  in  the  necessity  inciden- 
tal to  every  writer  of  comedy,  of  adapting 
his  language  to  the  character.  Many  of  his 
plays  were  not  published  until  after  his 
death,  and  several  he  had  expressed  his  in- 
tention to  revise.  He  has  been  accused  of 
indelicacy,  but  we  think  unjustly.  Although 
love  in  one  phasis  or  another  is  the  ruling 
paaaion  of  all  ilia  playa^  there  aearcely  occurs 


an  instance  of  obscenity^  There  ans  indeed 
expressioHi*  which  are  rejected  by  modem 
decorunii  but  there  can  be  no  doubt  thai 
they  were  current  in  the  best  society  of  hia 
age.  These  expressions  are  not  confined  to 
any  particular  class  of  persons.  Le  tnot 
expresaif,  which  denotes  the  dishonored  hus- 
band, js  constantly  used  by  his  characters  of 
every  rank,  and  occurs  in  the  title  of  one  of 
his  plays.  But  it  also  occurs  frequently  in  Ma- 
dame de  86vign6's  Letters,  even  in  those  to 
her  daughter.  Molidre  painted  too  correctly 
to  put  a  word  into  the  mouth  of  a  fine  lady, 
which  fine  ladies  of  the  day  did  not  use ;  and 
he  had  too  much  respect  for  his  patron  to 
offend  him  by  any  breach  of  that  external 
decorum  which  it  was  the  policy  of  Louis 
to  preserve.  In  plays  where  so  much  gal- 
lantry prevails,  it  was  impossible  to  exclude 
incidents  and  situations  of  an  immoral  char- 
acter; but  there  is  none  of  them  so  equivocal 
as  the  admired  screen  scene  in  the  **  School 
for  Scandal,"  and  many  other  exhibitions  of 
the  English  stage. 

With  all  his  faults,  Moliere  is  yet  one  of 
the  most  entertaining  of  dramatists.  His 
acutenesa  of  observation  and  power  of  dis- 
crimination, his  knowledge  of  the  human 
heart  and  accuracy  in  painting  it,  and  above 
all  his  good  sense  and  exquisite  perception 
of  the  ridiculous,  carried  him  triumphantly 
through  the  dangers  from  bad  tnste  and  arti- 
ficial manners  by  which  he  was  surrounded. 
Though  many  of  his  portraits  are  sketches, 
the  character  is  generally  complete,  and  the 
features  are  seldom  inconsistent.  Whatever 
defects  may  be  in  the  conception  of  the  part, 
there  are  seldom  any  in  the  execution.  He 
sometimes  fails  to  place  virtue  in  its  proper 
light,  and  more  often  overlooks  vice  when  it 
ought  to  have  been  reproved ;  but  he  never 
renders  ridiculous  what  is  not  so  in  itself. 
Every  stroke  tells,  and  tells  in  the  proper 
place.  We  are  apt  at  first  sight  to  think 
some  of  his  pictures  overdrawn,  but  the 
more  we  come  to  know  of  the  originals,  the 
more  we  find  that  the  portraits  are  correct 
It  is  an  inconvenience  common  to  all  writers 
on  manners,  that  what  illustrates  their  meanr 
ing  to  their  contemporaries  tends  to  obscure 
it  to  posterity.  To  judge  of  the  comic  literar 
ture  of  any  age,  we  require  to  know  in  mi- 
nute detail  its  habits,  customs,  domestic  his- 
tory, and  generally  those  circumstances  to 
which  allusion,  and  merely  allusion,  is  made, 
more  constantly  in  comedy  than  in  any  other 
department  of  literature.  Now  these  things 
have  generally  been  reckoned  beneath  the 
dignity  of  hiatoryi  and  thus  there  is.oom- 
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paratively  little  record  of  what  is  absolutely 
requisite  to  explain  the  comedy  of  any  past 
affe.  What  in  the  hands  of  Aristophanes  or 
Moliere  would  have  set  Athens  in  a  roar,  or 
upset  the  decorous  gravity  of  the  court  of 
Louis  XIV.,  probably  by  the  roost  distant 
allusion  to  it,  now  appears  to  us  to  be  unin- 
teresting, if  it  does  not  altogether  escape 
our  observation.  No  past  age,  however,  has 
been  more  copiously  illustrated  than  that  of 
Moliere,  on  which  contemporary  memoirs 
and  letters,  and  ultimately,  the  brilliant 
sketch  of  Voltaire,  have  thrown  much  light, 
though  nothing  has  done  so  more  than  his 
own  comedies  themselves.  And  judging 
from  all  these  lights,  we  are  compelled  to 
form  the  highest  opinion  of  the  fidelity  with 
which  he  has  reflected  in  his  characters,  if 
not  human  nature  in  its  more  general  forms, 
as  Shakspeare  has  done,  at  least,  the  modes 
of  acting  and  thinking  of  those  who  came 
within  the  sphere  of  his  observation. 

Of  his  vis  comica,  or  the  peculiarity  of  his 
comic  genius,  k  is  not  easy  to  convey  an  idea 
by  description,  and  as  little  by  comparison, 
for  it  did  not  much  resemble  that  of  any 
other  "writer  of  comedy,  ancient  or  modem. 
He  is  neither  so  bold,  so  daring,  nor  so  gro- 
tesque, as  Aristophanes,  and  as  little  does 
he  soar  into  those  regions  of  poetry  and 
loftv  intellect  which  go  far  to  redeem  all  the 
faults  of  that  extraordinary  man.  There  is 
in  the  Frenchman,  as  in  the  Athenian,  IIoXXol 
fiiv  ^iXoiol,  v'oXXd  6i  (f'Koi^aTa,  much  of  jest, 
and  much  of  earnest;  but  there  is  much 
less  breadth  in  the  character  of  either.  If, 
however,  the  mirth  of  Moliere  is  less  boister- 
ous than  that  of  Aristophanes,  it  b  much 
less  frigid  than  that  of  Menander.  He  is 
more  natural  than  Terence,  and  more  digni- 
fied and  refined  than  Plautns.  He  is  said  to 
have  studied  both  of  those  Latin  writers  in 
his  youth,  but  when  he  had  tried  his  own 
strengh  he  renounced  them  and  betook  him- 
self to  the  study  of  living  models,  though 
his  mannerism  always  retained  much  of  the 
tone  of  his  juvenile  studies.  There  is  no 
comic  writer  of  the  English  school  whom  he 
much  resembles,  for,  except  Shakspeare,  our 
writers  of  comedy  have  excelled  more  in  the 
brilliancy  of  the  dialogue  than  in  the  de- 
velopment of  character,  and  the  middle  path 
between  what  we  call  the  genteel  comedy 
and  farce  has  been  little  trod,  though  that  is 
the  most  legitimate  sphere  of  the  comic 
muse.  To  our  great  dramatist  he  is  much 
inferior  in  ideality  and  in  wit,  but  he  is  equal 
in  humor,  and  superior  in  regularity  and  cor- 
rectness^ meaning  by  the  latter  term  the  con- 


sistent reproduction  of  character  according 
to  conventional  mles;  To  our  writers  of  the 
Restoration  he  bears  little  resemblance,  many 
of  his  pieces  beine  far  more  elaborate  as 
works  of  art,  and,  it  must  be  admitted,  far 
superior  in  their  moral  tone  and  in  their  de- 
velopment of  character,  but  inferior  in  point, 
repartee,  and  comicality  of  situation ;  though 
in  these  the  French  are  seldom  deficient 
The  best  comedies  of  Farquhar,  Vanburgh, 
or  Congreve,  are  mere  sketches  in  compari- 
son with  "  Le  Tartuffe"  or  "  Le  Misanthrope," 
to  match  which,  with  any  approach  to  re- 
semblance, we  must  go  back  to  "  The  Alchy- 
mist"  or  "The  Volpone"  of  Ben  Jonson, 
or  come  down  to  "  The  Rivals  "  or  **  The 
School  for  Scandal "  of  Sheridan.  The  truth 
is,  that  the  comedies  of  Moliere  were  formed 
in  a  great  degree  upon  the  strict  rules  which 
regulated  French  tragedy,  and  hence  they 
are  more  stiff  and  formal  than  comports  with 
our  notions  of  the  sock.  They  are,  indeed, 
in  general,  elaborate  specimens  of  art,  and, 
thanks  to  the  genius  ot  Moliere,  not  inferior 
in  real  value,  while  they  are  superior  in  inte- 
rest, to  the  best  productions  of  Comeille  or 
Racine.  They  are  dignified  by  an  eminently 
didactic  tone,  and,  making  fair  allowance  for 
the  manners  of  the  age,  and  the  levities  in- 
cidental to  comedy,  their  composition  is,  on 
the  whole,  not  unworthy  of  the  object  they 
profess  to  have  in  view. 

"  Le  Tartuffe"  has,  in  public  opinion,  been 
commonly  reckoned  his  chef  d'oeuvre,  and  we 
are  by  no  means  about  to  dispute  the  justice 
of  the  fiat,  though  we  think  that  it  must  be 
received  with  considerable  reservations.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  that  it  owes  much  of  its 
fame  to  the  opposition  which  it  encountered 
from  the  powerful  party  in  the  church, 
against  whose  hypocrisy  it  was  directed.  It 
indeed  carried  on  the  same  warfare  that 
Pascal's  "Provincial  Letters"  had  begun, 
and  ultimately  with  similar  success.  When 
it  was  first  represented  before  the  Court  at 
Versailles,  such  was  the  fury  of  those  whom 
it  assailed,  that  even  the  king,  though  sen- 
sible of  the  good  intentions  of  the  author, 
was  obliged  to  yield  for  a  time,  by  prohibit- 
ing its  public  representation ;  and  this  inter- 
dict continued  until  after  Pope  Clement  IX. 
had  interposed,  to  arrange  the  disputes 
which  agitated  the  French  Church.  Mean- 
time, the  piece  continued  to  be  acted  at  the 
Court,  and  its  prohibition  elsewhere,  while  it 
enhanced  the  enjoyment  of  those  who  were 
privileged  to  be  present,  served  to  sharpen 
the  desire  of  those  who  were  not.  When 
Molidre  ultimately  triumphed,  by  the  repre- 


1858.] 


MOLORSL 


48 


sentation  in  public  being  permitted,  it  was 
received  with  the  most  unbounded  applause* 
by  audiences  which  probably  did  not  number 
many  of  the  divots,  whether  false  or  true. 
The  piece  has,  however,  retained  its  popular- 
ity on  the  stage  and  elsewhere,  and  not  with- 
out ffreat  claims  to  high  consideration.  The 
chief  character  is  most  elaborately  drawn,  and 
with  great  originality  of  conception.  The 
oily,  sanctimonious,  sensual  hypocrite,  the 
consummate  villain  under  the  disguise  of  re- 
ligion, though  frequently  portrayed  by  paint- 
ers of  character,  has  by  none  been  depicted 
in  more  brilliant  colors  than  in  this  piece. 
But  it  must  be  allowed  that  it  is  brought 
out  somewhat  undramatically ;  it  is  rather 
described  than  reproduced.  During  the  first 
two  acts,  we  only  hear  of  the  great  hypo- 
crite, and  he  does  not  appear  till  the  third, 
and  scarcely  at  all  in  the  fifth.  Our  anxiety 
is  on  the  stretch  to  set  a  glimpse  of  a  person 
we  hear  so  much  aoout,  and  though,  when 
he  does  come,  we  are  not  disappointed,  we 
would  rather  have  formed  our  idea  of  him 
from  our  own  observation,  than  have  taken 
the  description,  however  good,  of  Dorine, 
Of  the  other  characters  Marianne  is  the 
most  interesting.  There  are  few  scenes  in 
any  of  the  author's  plays  better  than  that  in 
the  second  act  between  her  and  Valere, 
where  she  struggles  between  duty  to  her 
father  and  love  for  her  betrothed,  her  abhor- 
rence of  Tariuffe  not  being  allowed  to  share 
in  the  conflict.  Organ,  like  many  others  of 
Moliere's  dupes,  is  too  credulous  to  be  inter- 
esting. He  is  quite  **  a  mener  par  nez,"  as 
his  suest  says,  and  this  simplicity  not  only 
spoils  his  own  dramatic  character,  but  detracts 
from  that  of  Tartu ffe,  since  a  much  less 
clever  villain  would  have  sufficed  to  impose 
upon  so  easy  a  dupe.  His  wife,  Madame 
Slmire,  is  too  cool  for  our  taste ;  we  cannot 
admire  a  woman  who,  even  in  France,  in  the 
ageo  f  Moliere,  takes  as  she  does,  a  declara- 
tion of  love  from  another  than  her  husband, 
and  we  do  not  understand  the  discretion 
which  makes  her  when  urged  to  disclose  it, 
say 

Ce  n'est  point  men  humeur  de  faire  des  Eclats ; 

Une  femoie  se  rit  de  sottises  pareilles, 

£t  jamais  d*on  mari  n'en  trouble  les  oreilles. 

Of  "  Le  Misanthrope,"  we  cannot  join  so 
cordially  in  the  common  estimation.  It 
seems  to  us  to  be  one  of  those  pieces  which 
the  author  has  spoiled  by  making  too  elabor- 
ate. Alceste  is  morose  without  being  phi- 
losophic, and  melancholy  without  being' 
amiable.     At  first,  he  is  somewhat  sensible 


in  exposing  the  false  politeness  which  pre- 
sented the  same  silken  aspect  to  virtue  and 
to  vice ;  but  he  speedily  falls  into  extrava- 
gance and  repulsive  peevishness.  His  mi- 
santhropy is  that  of  a  man  of  fashion,  with  as 
much  sense  as  enables  him  to  observe  char- 
acter with  acuteness,  but  not  enough  to  make 
a  good  use  of  his  observations.  He  is  not 
even,  as  Dr.  Johnson  would  have  said,  a 
good  hater.  He  falls  in  love  with  a  woman 
the  least  likely  to  please  him,  an  inveterate 
flirt,  with  hb  eyes  open  to  her  faults,  and 
relying  on  the  forlorn  hope  of  his  being  able 
to  cure  them. 

L'amour  que  je  sens  pour  cetto  jeune  veuve 
Ne  ferme  point  mes  yenx  aux  defauts  qu*on  loi 

troQve ; 
Et  je  suis,  quelque  ardeur  qu'elle  m*ait  pu  donner, 
Le  premier  h  les  voir,  ct>mme  ^  les  condamner. 
Mhis  avec  tout  cela,  quoiqne  je  puiBse  faire, 
Je  confesse  men  foible;  elle  a  Part  de  me  plaire  : 
J'ai  bean  voir  ses  defauts,  et  j  ai  beau  Ten  bl&mer, 
En  d^pit  qu'on  en  ait  elle  se  fait  aimer, 
Sa  grace  est  la  plus  forte ;  et  sans  doute  ma 

flamme 
De  ces  vices  du  temps  pourra  purger  son  aroe. 

Acte  L  Sc.  1. 

Yet  he  throws  her  off  when  she  refuses  to 
renounce  the  world,  and  go  with  him  into 
the  desert :  a  plan  of  life  for  a  new-married 
couple  of  which  no  one  would  have  become 
sooner  tired  than  himself.  Thi^  character 
marks  the  limit  of  Moli^re's  mind  in  original 
conception.  He  fails  when  he  does  not  draw 
from  the  life,  which  he  did  not  do  in  this  in- 
stance. The  French  Court  did  not  contain 
a  genuine  misanthrope.  There  might,  in- 
deed, be  some  worn-out  fop,  tired  of  the 
folKes  of  his  youth,  and  disposed  to  show 
his  wisdom  by  his  sourness ;  but  there  was 
no  Timon,  no  man-hater,  whose  misanthropy 
was  formed  by  that  morbid  philosophy  which 
works  upon  a  mind  originally  generous. 
Moliere  may  have  aimed  at  such  a  character, 
but  he  has  drawn  a  coxcomb.  The  other 
characters  of  the  piece  are  better  conceived. 
Celimene^s  remarks  upon  her  acquaintances, 
in  the  second  act,  are  spirited  and  graphic  ; 
but  the  dialogue,  upon  the  whole,  is  rather 
tiresome.  The  long  declamations  in  verse 
are  altogether  intolerable  to  any  one  who 
has  not  been  drilled  into  such  exercises  by 
the  serious  productions  of  the  French  stage. 
The  d&nouement,  also,  is  most  undramatic ; 
and,  upon  the  whole,  we  are  not  disposed  to 
rank  this  piece  very  high,  though  it  is  one 
of  the  most  elaborate  of  Mo!i^re*s  works. 

He  has,  we  think,  been  more  successful  in 
**  L'Avare,"  in  superiiidnftVDk!;^  \^n^  ^y^x^  ^^ 
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stronger  and  opposing  passion.  An  old 
miser  in  love,  and  in  love  with  his  son's  mis- 
tress, is  a  character  worthy  of  the  author, 
and  he  has  made  the  most  of  it.  Harpagon 
is  one  of  the  best-drawn  misers  in  any  litera- 
ture ;  perhaps  the  best,  after  Trapboia, 
The  conflict  between  his  love  of  money  and 
of  Marianne — the  all-powerful  reason  for 
marrying  bis  daughter  to  one  she  detested, 
because  he  would  take  her  "  sans  dot  1" — 
the  douhle-enUndre  between  himself  and 
Valere^  when  the  one  refers  to  his  money- 
box and  the  other  to  the  daughter — the  con- 
ditions of  the  loan  by  the  father  to  the  son, 
(unknown  to  each  other,)  to  enable  the  lat- 
ter to  cheat  the  old  miser  of  his  mistress — 
and  many  other  passages  in  this  play,  are 
admirable,  and  m  the  very  best  style  of 
Moli^re.  It  is  not  one  of  its  least  recom- 
mendations to  our  taste,  that,  though  elabo- 
rate and  in  five  acts,  it  is  in  prose. 

In  AgneBf  in  "  L'Ecole  des  Femmes,"  we 
have  another  character  in  love  under  extra- 
ordinary circumstances.  A  child  of  nature, 
jealously  secluded  from  intercourse  with  the 
world  from  her  infancy,  is  trained  up  to  be 
the  future  wife  of  an  absurd  but  not  unamia- 
ble  man,  much  older  than  herself,  to  whose 
kindness  she  owes  everything.  She  never 
feels  the  tender  passion,  nor  even  knows  what 
it  is,  until  she  sees  a  youth  more  to  her  taste, 
with  whom  she  instantly  falls  in  love,  with- 
out being  aware  that  in  receiving  his  addresses 
she  is  giving  the  least  cause  of  offence  to  her 
benefactor.  There  is  a  degree  of  simplicity 
in  this  certainly  not  very  credible^ — we  may 
say,  not  very  possible,  and  therefore  not  very 
natural.  If  there  be  any  doubt  of  this,  con- 
sult the  High  Priest.    What  says  Miranda  f 

\  do  not  know 
One  of  my  sex ;  no  woman's  face  remember, 
Save  from  my  ^lass,  mine  own;  nor  have  I  seen 
More  that  I  may  call  men,  than  yon,  good  friend, 
And  my  dear  father;  how  features  are  abroad, 
I  am  8kilMe88  of;  bot  by  my  modesty, 
(The  jewel  in  my  dower,)  I  woald  not  wish 
Any  comj[>anion  in  the  world  but  you ; 
Nor  can  imagination  form  a  shape, 
Besides  yourself,  to  like  of;  hut  I  prattle 
Something  too  wildly,  and  my  father's  precepts 

I  therein  do  forget. 

Compare  this  with  A^es,  after  she  has 
made  considerable  progress  in  the  passion ; 
we  quote  from  a  scene  between  her  and  her 
benefactor,  in  the  la^t  act 

Agnls. 
Mais,  ik  vous  parler  franchement  entre  nous, 

II  est  pins  pour  cela  sekm  mon  go^i  que  vous. 
Chea  vpua  le<manafe  est  f4dieax  et  p^aible, 


Et  von  discours  en  font  uae  imaffe  terrible ; 
Mais,  las !  11  le  fait,  lui,  si  rempli  de  plaisirs 
Que  de  se  marier  il  donne  des  d^irs. 

Amclphe.  . 
Ah  !  c'est  que  vous  I'aimez,  traitresse ! 

Agnh, 

Oai,  je  I'aime. 
Amolvhe. 
£t  voos  avez  les  front  de  le  dire  ^  moi-meme ! 

Agnh, 
Et  pourquoi,  s'U  est  vrai,  ne  le  dirois-je  pas  ? 

Amolphe. 
Le  deviez-vous  aimer,  impertinente  7 

Agnh, 

Helas! 
Est-ce  que  j*en  puis  mais  f  Lui  seal  en  est  la  cause, 
&t  je  n'y  songeois  pas  lorsque  se  fit  la  chose. 

Amolphe. 
Mais  11  falloit  cbasser  cet  amoureux'd^sir. 

Agnh. 
Le  moyen  de  chasser  ce  qui  fait  du  plaisir  7 

Amolphe. 
Et  ne  savez-vous  pas  aue  c'^it  me  d^plaire  7 

Agnh. 
Moi  7  point  du  tout.    Quel  mal  cela  vous  peut-il 
faire? 

We  must,  however,  wink  at  many  such 
things  in  Moliere,  and,  after  all,  the  concep- 
tion belongs  not  to  him,  but  to  Cervantes. 
As  it  is,  it  is  admirably  maintained,  and  no- 
thing but  this  radical  defect  prevents  this 
piece  from  being  one  of  the  best.  The  sim- 
plicity of  Agnls  is  so  naive  that  we  are  some- 
times led  to  believe  it  to  be  affected.  There 
are  several  equivoques  in  this  piece,  which 
were  much  criticised  at  the  time,  and  are  ad- 
mirably handled  in  "  La  Critique  de  TEcole 
des  Femmes,"  to  which  we  have  already  more 
than  once  referred. 

The  piece  which,  next  to  "  Tartuffe,"  cre- 
ated the  greatest  sensation  is,  "Les  Pr^cieoses 
Ridicules,"  the  first  that  Moliere  wrote  after 
his  return  to  Paris,  and  certainly  the  most  ef- 
fective of  his  shorter  pieces.  It  is  in  only  one 
act,  and  has  scarcely  any  plot,  but  abounds 
in  exquisite  ridicule  of  the  celebrated  pri- 
cieuses  of  the  Hotel  de  Rambouillet.  The  best 
test  of  such  a  piece  is  its  success,  which  in 
this  instance  was  immense, and  like  the'' Mse- 
viad  and  Bseviad"  of  Gifford,  in  later  times, 
broke  up  the  coterie  of  conceited  people  of 
both  sexes,  who  took  upon  themselves  to 
control  the  literature  of  the  day.  Driven 
from  literature  by  Moliere 's  pungent  ridicule, 
a  remnant  of  them  betook  themselves  to  sci- 
ence, from  which,  also,  he  dislodged  them  by 
another  piece,  "Les  Femmes  Sa  vantes,"  a  mudi 
more  elaborate  production,  but  much  less 
amusing  and  effective.  The  two  first  acts,  in 
particular,  are  intolerably  tiresome,  from  want 
of  incident  and  interminable  declamations  in 
verse.    The  same  may  be  said  of  "  Les  Fa- 
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chenx/'  a  piece  written  to  expose  the  bores  of 
the  coart,  but  the  author  forgets  that  they 
are  as  much  so  to  the  reader  as  to  Erasie. 
The  piece,  however,  had  considerable  success, 
and  vastly  pleased  the  king,  who  pointed  out 
a  bore  that  had  been  overlooked  by  the  au- 
thor, referring  to  the  Marquis  de  Soyecourt, 
the  grand-veneur  of  the  Court,  who  was  forth- 
with transferred  to  the  canvas,  and  proved  to 
be,  as  Moliere,  with  courtly  flattery,  says  in 
bis  dedication,  **  le  plus  beau  morceau  de 
Tonvrage."  La  Fontaine,  who  assisted  at  the 
representation  before  the  Court,  at  Vaux,  in 
writing  to  his  friend  Mancroix,  a  few  days 
afterwards,  says  of  the  author,  ''  c'est  mon 
homme."  Tet  this  play  was  little  more  than 
an  impromptu,  having  been  written  and  acted 
within  a  fortnight. 

Of  all  the  smaller  pieces,  "Le  Malade 
Imaginaire"  is  most  to  our  taste.  There  is 
too  much  farce  in  the  interludes,  particularly 
the  last ;  but  the  humor  of  the  whole  is  ex- 
quisite. The  dialogue  is  sparkling  and  natu- 
ral. Angilique  is  one  of  the  best  of  Moliere's 
female  characters  ;  she  interests  us  from  the 
first.  Toinette,  the  waiting-maid,  is  admira- 
Ue ;  though,  like  Dorine,  in  "  Le  Tartuffe," 
more  pert  than  servants  are  allowed  to  be  in 
our  days,  even  on  the  stage.  Never  were 
pedants  painted  more  ludicrously  than  Mon- 
tieur  Diaforus  and  his  son.  "  Le  Bourgeois 
Gentilhomme"  is  another  excellent  Tittle 
piece ;  But  Afonsieur  Jourdain,  like  SgaTM- 
TtUe,  Charge  Dandin,  and  too  many  others  of 
Moliere's  characters,  are  by  far  too  easily 
doped  to  be  very  interesting.  As  Corneille 
shrewdly  remarks  of  the  ambitious  cit: 
**  Avec  lui  on  peut  hazarder  toute  chose." 

On  the  whole,  these  delineations  are  ad- 
mirable portraits  of  the  men  and  women  of 
the  age  of  Louis  XIV.,  and  their  execution 
entitles  Moliere  to  the  position  of  a  great 
French  classic,  if  not  to  an  eminent  place 
among  the  most  illustrious  minds  of  all  ages. 
He  is  second  to  them  only  because  his  art 
reached  no  further  than  to  copy  what  was  set 
before  him,  and  he  wanted  the  creative  ide- 
ality which  bodies  forth  the  forms  of  things 
unknown.  But  within  his  own  sphere,  no 
one  ever  painted  more  truthfully  individual 
character,  or  grouped  it  on  the  canvas  with 
more  dramatic  efiect.  if  his  scenes  want  the 
impress  of  nature,  it  is  because  his  models 
were  artificial,  and  his  principles  of  composi- 
tion too  much  subjectdl  to  rules  drawn  from 
the  other  branch  of  the  dramatic  art,  and 


there  misapplied.  He  did  not  pretend  to 
generalize,  but  he  observed  accurately  and  re- 
produced faithfully  and  skilfully ;  and  though 
he  cannot  be  ranked  as  a  great  poet,  he  is 
entitled  to  the  praise  of  being  a  truly  great 
artist,  second  only  to  Aristophanes  and  Shak- 
speare,  in  the  comic  literature  of  the  stage. 

Moliere  was  as  good  a  man  as  he  was  a 
dramatist,  though  he  was  but  scurvily  treated 
by  the  world.  Born  for  love,  as  he  himself 
expressed  it,  "  N6  avec  la  derniere  disposition 
k  la  tendresse," — domestic  happiness  was  de- 
nied to  him.  Yet  he  loved  on,  with  his  eyes 
open  to  the  infidelities  of  one  who  could  not 
or  would  not  love  him.  Gifted  with  the 
most  amiable  dispo6ition,theenemy  of  nothing 
but  folly  and  vice,  he  had,  nevertheless,  many 
enemies,  from  whose  persecution,  it  must  be 
admitted  to  the  honor  of  Louis,  he  found  a 
refuge,  not  merely  in  the  patronage,  but  in 
the  friendship  of  his  sovereign.  Nor  did 
their  hate  end  with  his  life.  Despised  while 
he  lived  for  a  profession  which  the  prejudices 
of  his  time,  not  unknown  to  our  own,  stigma- 
tized as  disreputable,  the  same  prejudices  de- 
nied him  the  last  offices  of  religion,  and  with 
difficulty  conceded  him  a  grave.  But  the  pro- 
phecy of  Bouhours,*  that  France  would  one 
day  blush  for  her  ingratitude,  has  been  ful- 
filled. Nearly  a  century  after  his  death,  the 
empty  honor  of  an  iloge  was  accorded  to  his 
manes  by  the  Academy  which  had  refused 
him  admission  as  a  member,  unless  he  would 
renounce  his  profession.  At  the  same  time 
his  bust  was  placed  in  its  halls,  with  the  ap- 
propriate inscription : 

Rien  ne  manqae  It  sa  gloire,  il  manquait  a  la  notre. 

Slili  later,  after  his  bones  had  become 
scarcely  distinguishable  from  the  vulgar 
heap,  they,  or  what  were  supposed  to  be  they, 
were  transported  to  a  more  honored  mauso- 
leum, in  the  cemetery  of  Pere-la-Cbaise. 
But,  as  if  to  remind  his  countrymen  of  the 
popular  neglect  in  which  he  lived,  the  in- 
scription which  points  out  the  spot  to  this 
day,  errs,  by  not  less  than  six  years,  in  stating 
his  age ! 

*  Ta  reformaB  et  la  ville  et  la  cour ; 

Mais  quelle  en  fat  ta  recompense  ? 

Lee  FranQoifl  rougiront  un  jour 

De  lear  pea  de  reoogniaanoe. 

Ilfallut  on  (om^dien. 
Qui  mit  &  lea  polir  sa  sloire  et  son  ^tade ; 
Maifl^  Moilire,  k  ta  gloire  il  ne  manoaait  rien, 
Si  parmi  les  d^faate  quo  ta  peignia  n  bien, 
Ttt  lea  avoia  repria  de  lear  ingratitade. 
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SHAKESPEARE,    AND    THE    NEW    DISCOVEIIT. 


Before  proceeding  to  speak  of  the  volume,  j 
whose  recent  discovery  promises  to  make  an 
epoch  in  the  annals  of  Shakespearian  criti- 
cism, we  propose  to  take  a  cursory  survey  of 
the  said  annals,  and  present  the  principal 
facts  connected  with  Shakespeare's  text  in 
one  view.  The  result,  we  hope,  may  be  of 
interest,  as  it  has  cost  us  some  little  time  and 
trouble. 

The  literary  career  of  Shakespeare  is  gen- 
erally held  to  have  begun  about  the  year 
1588,  and  ended  in  1612.  To  the  former 
date,  Mr.  Collier  and  others  assign  the  play, 
which  one  is  loth  to  believe  Shakespeare's  at 
all,  Titufi  Andronicits,  The  evidence,  how- 
ever, internal  and  external,  is  too  strong  to 
be  resisted.  Shakespeare's  it  is,  and,  we 
think,  Shakespeare's  alone ;  for  there  is  no 
trace  of  '*  collaboration"  in  it — the  manner 
is  the  same  throughout.  In  the  absence  of 
any  proof  as  to  the  date  (excepting  that  an 
entry  in  the  Stationers'  books,  dated  Febru- 
ary 6,  1593,  of  the  Bittorye  of  Titus  An- 
dronicua,  fixes  the  ulterior  limit),  we  should 
be  inclined  to  assign  its  composition  to  an 
earlier  period  than  Mr.  Collier,  and  to  believe 
that  Shakespeare  wrote  it  when  he  had  no 
practical  acquaintance  with  stage  matters, 
perhaps  before  he  was  out  of  his  teens,  when 
his  young  imagination  was  fired  by  some 
bloody  tragedy  which  he  had  seen  presented 
by  strolling  players,  under  the  patronage  of 
the  worshipful  the  Mayor  of  Stratford.  May 
be,  he  had  the  MS.  in  his  pocket  when  he 
went  to  try  his  fortune  in  London.  After 
he  was  attached  to  the  London  theatre,  his 
first  literary  employment  was  probably  the 
ri/acimento  of  the  three  parts  of  Henry  the 
Sixth,  and  his  earliest  original  comedy  Lovers 
Labor's  Lost, 

How  rapidly  the  genius  of  this  child  of 
Nature  reached  the  perfection  which  it  so 
unfailingly  sustained,  is  shown  by  the  fact 
that  the  Merchant  of  Venice  was  written  cer- 
tainly not  later  than  1594. 

To  the  same  year  we  may,  with  ffreat  pro- 
bability, assign  Midsummer  Night  s  Dream, 
although  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  (vide  KenU- 


vforth)  did  quote  a  passage  from  it  to  "  the 
fair  vestal  throned  by  the  west,"  some  twenty 
years  before.  All  the  **  Histories,"  with  the 
exception  of  Henry  the  Eighih^  were  written 
before  1600,  and  the  aew  century  was  glori- 
ously inaugurated  with  Twelfth  Night,  Julius 
Casar,  Hamlet^  and  Othello. 

King  Lear  appeared  in  1605  or  1606,  and 
was  followed  by  Macbeth,  Troilus  and  Ores- 
sida,  Cymheline,  Coriolanus,  and  Wint$r^s 
Tale, 

Coriolanus  and  Winter's  Tale  /  What 
glorious  coping-stones  to  the  double  edifice 
of  his  fame.  He  himself,  in  the  prime  and 
pride  of  youth  and  strength,  had  never  sur- 
passed the  sublimity  of  this,  his  last  tragedy, 
or  equalled  the  tender  beauty  of  this,  his 
last  comedy. 

In  1612,  before  his  genius  was  shadowed 
by  the  least  forewarning  of  evening  twilight, 
he  left  the  busy  scene  of  his  labors  and  tri- 
umphs, and,  impelled  by  that  yearning  for 
the  country,  and  that  local  aflfection  which 
distinguishes  the  race  of  poets,  returned  to 
the  place  of  his  birth,  looking  forward,  per- 
haps, to  many  years  of  peaceful  decline 
among  his  children's  children.  Four  years 
did  not  pass  before  he  slept  with  his  fathers. 

Most  likely  he  had  intended  to  devote 
some  of  his  leisure  time  to  the  revision  of  his 
works,  at  least,  his  friends,  more  tender  of 
his  fame  than  he  was  himself,  would  have 
urged  him  to  the  task ;  for,  as  Heminge  and 
Condell  say  in  their  preface,  *'  It  had  been  a 
thing,  we  confesse,  worthie  to  have  bene 
wished  that  the  author  himselfe  had  liv'd  to 
have  set  forth  and  overseen  his  owne  writ- 
ings :  But  since  it  hath  bin  ordained  other- 
wise, and  he  by  death  departed  from  that 
right,"  &p. 

If  the  poet  had  been  aptred  to  be  his  own 
editor,  what  a  change  it  would  have  made 
in  the  world  of  letters,  what  ink-shed  would 
have  been  saved,  what  hard  words,  bandied 
among  adverse  critics,  would  have  remained 
unspoken !  But,  "  it  hath  bin  ordained  other- 
wise," and  perhaps  it  is  as  well  so.  Many  a 
man  is  tempted  to  the  study  of  the  obscure 
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text,  with  a  view  of  exercising  h»  acamen ; 
and  however  he  may  bewilder  his  brain  in 
conjectural  emendation,  finds  food  for  his 
heart  and  inmost  soul  in  the  rich  fruits  of 
goodness  and  simple  wisdom  that  gleam 
through  ererj  sentence.  Moreover,  we  hold 
that  there  is  no  better  exercise  for  the  mind 
of  man  than  criticism,  if  it  be  followed  out 
in  a  proper  spirit  on  a  worthy  subject,  inas- 
much as  it  afifords,  in  the  most  abstract  form, 
practice  for  the  faculty  which  must  be  our 
guide  through  life, — the  faculty  of  balancing 
adverse  probabilities. 

Of  the   thirty-seven  dramas  included  in 
the  modern  editions  of  Shakespeare,  sixteen 
were  printed  in  quarto  during  the  lifetime  of 
the  author,  and  several  of  these  reprinted 
two  or  three  times.     In  some  of  these  quar- 
tos, the  text  is  so  corrupt,  and  the  omis- 
sions so  numerous,  that  we  are  warranted  in 
concluding  that  the  booksellers  obtained  their 
copies  surreptitiously,  either  from  short-hand 
writers  employed  during  the  performance,  or 
from  some  of  the  players  or  understrappers 
of  the  theatre.     The  most  corrupt  of  all  is 
the  first  edition  of  Hamlet  (1603),  which 
has  been  recently  reprinted  for  the  Shakes- 
peare Society,  and  is  quite  a  curiosity  in  its 
way.     The  first  edition  of  Borneo  and  Juliet 
(1597),  the  first  of  the  Merry    Wives  of 
Windsor  (1602),  and  the  three  quartos  of 
Henry  the  Fifth  (published  in  1600,  1602, 
1608,  respectively),  are  also   mutilated  to 
such  a  degree,  that  they  could  never  have 
been  printed  from  an  authorized  manuscript. 
Such  piracies  seem  to  have  been  common  in 
those  days,  as  the  law  on  the  question  of 
literary  property  was  exceedingly  dubious. 
Indeed,  we  do  not  think  that  any  legal  oracle 
gave  a  decisive  response  on  the  point  as  to 
whether  there  were  such  a  thing  as  literary 
property  till  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  when 
It  was  decided  that  an  author  had  a  right  in 
common   law   to  the  produce  of  his  own 
brains.     No  steps  seem  to  have  been  taken 
to  obtain  an  injunction  on  the  sale  of  these 
purloined  books ;  yet  the  editors  of  the  folio, 
1623,  speak  bitterly  enough  on  the  subject, 
and  would  not  have  confined  themselves  to 
expostulation,  if  they  could  have  had  a  re- 
nedy  at  law.    "  You  were  abused" — thus 
they  address  thl^  ''great  variety  of  readers'' 
— "  with    divers    stolen    and    surreptitious 
oopies,  maimed  and  deformed  by  the  frauds 
and  stealths  of  injurious  impostors  that  ex- 
posed them."     One  would  suppose,  a  priori, 
that  the  owners  of  the  theatre,  in  their  own 
defence,  would,  in  such  a  case,  supply  a  rival 
bookseller  with  a  stage  copy  to  frustrate  the 


plans  of  the  pirate;  and,  accordingly,  the 
pirated  edition  of  1597,  of  Romeo  and  Juliet, 
was  supplanted,  in  1599,  by  a  correct  edi- 
tion, published  under  another  name.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  quarto  Hamlet  (1604), 
a  corrected,  and  apparently  authorized  edi- 
tion, is  issued  by  the  same  publisher  as  the 
pirated  Hamlet  of  1603.  Again,  the  pub- 
lisher who,  in  1602,  issued  an  imperfect  edi- 
tion of  the  Merry  Wives,  in  1619  gave  to 
the  world  a  correct  copy. 

On  the  whole,  we  conclude  that  Shakes- 
peare's fellow-managers,  though  naturally 
averse  to  the  publication  of  a  play,  as  likely 
to  diminish,  tant  aoit  peu,  the  attractiveness 
of  its  representation,  yet  were  not  suf- 
ficiently interested  in  the  matter  to  take  any 
active  steps  to  hinder  such  publication,  and 
may,  for  a  consideration,  have  agreed  to  fur- 
nish a  copy  to  a  publisher,  or  to  allow  a  clerk 
to  transcribe  one  from  the  stage  copy  in  use. 
If  the  quartos  had  been  more  correct  than 
they  generally  are,  one  might  have  conjec- 
tured that  the  author  himself  had  claimed 
the  right  to  publish  on  his  own  account ; 
but,  as  it  is,  such  a  supposition  seems  inad- 
missible. 

There  is  one  remarkable  fact  which  seems 
to  prove  that  the  publications  were  some- 
times authorized  by  the  theatrical  managers ; 
and  it  is  this.  The  quarto  edition  of  Troilus 
and  Cressida,  1609,  which  is,  on  the  whole, 
better  than  the  folio,  1623,  was  published 
before  representation  ;  for  some  of  the  copies 
have  an  address  to  the  reader,  by  way  of 
preface,  beginning,  "  Eternal  reader,  you 
have  here  a  new  play,  never  clapper-clawed 
with  the  palms  of  the  vulgar,"  kc.  This 
preface  (obviously  not  written  by  the  author 
himself)  was  suppressed  in  part  of  the  edi- 
tion, doubtless,  because  the  play  had  been 
performed  meanwhile,  and  it  was  no  longer 
applicable :  unless,  indeed,  Shakespeare  was 
disgusted  at  the  fulsomeness  of  the  praise  (as 
it  would  seem  to  him)  and  procured  its  sup- 
pression. In  any  case,  we  have  no  reason  to 
doubt  the  truth  of  the  assertion,  that  it  was 
published  before  being  represented  on  the 
stage. 

The  sixteen  plays  published  during  the 
author's  life,  in  separate  quartos,  are,  the 
Tempest^  Much  Ado  about  Nothing^  Lovers 
Labors  Lost,  Midsummer  Night's  Dream, 
Merchant  of  Venice,  Richard  II,,  Henry  IV., 
(two  parts),  Richard  IIL,  Titus  Andronicus, 
King  Lear,  and  Pericles,  and  the  four  above 
mentioned.  Othello  was  published  in  quarto, 
by  itself,  in  1622,  the  year  before  the  first 
I  folio. 
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The  first  folio  was  given  to  tha  world  ia 
1623,  seven  years  after  Shakespeare's  death, 
by  Heminge  and  Condell,  two  of  his  fellow 
actors  and  managers  (for  the  theatre  in  those 
days  seems  to  have  been  conducted  on 
Socialist  principles),  who  wrote  the  preface 
from  which  we  have  already  quoted  two 
passages.  It  contained  all  the  plays  now 
found  in  editions  of  Shakespeare,  except 
Pericles.  Twenty  of  these  plays  were  print- 
ed in  it  for  the  first  time.  Why  Pericles, 
which  had  been  already  twice  published 
(first  in  1609,  with  Shakespeare's  name  on 
the  title-page,  was  excluded,  it  is  now  im- 
possible to  say.  That  there  are  abundant 
traces  of  Shakespeare's  hand  in  Pericles,  no 
one  we  think  will  deny.  It  may  be  that  he 
worked  on  another  man's  foundation,  and 
lent  his  name  with  characteristic  insoticianee 
to  the  joint  work,  as  in  France  many  a  vau- 
deville or  melodrama  passes  under  the  name 
of  M.  Scribe  and  M.  Quiquecesoit,  to  which 
M.  Scribe  has  only  contributed  a  careless 
coup  d'oeU,  and  here  and  there  a  dash  of  the 
pen.  It  certainly  was  not  omitted  on  the 
ground  that  it  was  unworthy  of  its  author, 
for  Titus  Andronicus,  surely  more  unworthy 
still,  was  inserted.  It  is  not  likely  either 
that  the  editors  were  prevented  from  reprint- 
ing it  by  any  considerations  of  literary  prop- 
erty, seeing  that  they  themselves  had  been 
so  often  similarly  aggrieved  without  redress. 
They  affirm,  moreover,  that  the  volume  con- 
tains "all  his  Comedies,  Histories,  and 
Tragedies,  truly  set  forth  according  to  their 
first  originals."  The  first  part  of  this  asser- 
tion may  or  majc  not  be  true — we  leave  it ; 
the  second  is  certainly  false  in  part,  for  it 
can  be  proved  to  demonstration  that,  in 
every  *case  but  two,  where  a  play  had  al- 
ready been  published,  the  fo'io  was  reprinted 
from  the  last  quarto  edition,  and  not  from  an 
original  manuscript.  The  repetition  of  mis- 
prints puts  this  beyond  a  doubt.  This  may 
have  been  done  by  the  printer  to  save  trou- 
ble, or  by  the  publisher  to  save  expense  un- 
known to  the  player  editors,  who  probably 
had  never  edited  anything  before,  and  were 
new  to  the  tricks  of  the  trade.  From  what- 
ever cause,  the  book  is  so  full  of  misprints 
that  it  fails  ludicrously  to  fulfil  the  grandilo- 
quent promise  of  the  preface.  After  stig- 
matising, as  above,  the  surreptitious  copies, 
&o.,  they  go  on :  "  Even  those  are  now 
offered  to  your  view  cured  and  perfect  of 
their  limbs ;  and  all  the  rest  absolute  in  their 
numbers  as  he  conceived  them  ;  who  as  he 
was  a  happie  imitator  of  nature,  was  a  most 
gentle  expresser  of  it.    His  mind  and  hand 


went  together ;  and  what  he  thought  he  ut- 
tered with  that  easinesse  that  we  have  soaroe 
received  from  him  a  blot  in  his  papers." 

From  the  last  sentence  one  would  natural- 
ly infer  that  the  folio  was  printed  from  the 
poet's  own  manuscripts.  But,  as  we  have 
said,  this  is  assuredly  not  the  case  with  re- 
gard to  those  plays  already  in  print,  and  if 
it  be  so  in  respect  of  the  other  twenty  print- 
ed in  it  for  the  first  time,  it  is  difficult,  al- 
most impossible,  to  account  for  its  multiplied 
blunders. 

These  blunders  are  twofold,  blunders  of 
the  eye  and  blunders  of  the  ear  ;  as  for  in- 
stance, it  is  common  enough  to  find  such  a 
word  as  haire  misprinted  for  ?uave  because 
of  the  ductus  literarum,  or  for  where  because 
of  the  similarity  of  the  sound.  We  may  ac- 
count for  them  in  two  ways ;  either,  as  Mr. 
Collier  supposes,  a  transcript  was  made  from 
the  original  MS.  for  the  use  of  the  printer, 
or,  as  we  are  inclined  to  think,  a  person  was 
employed  to  read  the  MS.  to  the  compositor 
as  he  put  up  the  types,  and  so  the  eye-blua- 
ders  would  be  due  to  the  reader,  and  the 
ear-blunders  to  the  compositor.  Any  one 
who  tries  his  hand  at  emending  Shakespeare 
must  bear  this  double  source  of  error  in 
mind. 

The  folio  of  1623  was  reprinted  in  1633, 
no  manuscript  apparently  having  been  used 
in  the  reprint,  for  it  is  only  very  obvious 
mistakes  that  are  corrected,  and  these  are 
compensated  by  the  introduction  of  fresh 
ones.  In  the  folio  of  1664,  another  reprint, 
Pericles,  was  admitted  to  a  place  among  his 
brethren.  The  last  of  the  folios  appeared 
in  1685.  Who  shall  undertake  to  enumerate 
the  subsequent  editions  ?  They  are  >)/afAfAo- 
xoffi^yoLpyapa — as  the  sand  of  the  sea- shore 
for  multitude — and  for  value.  One  finds  a 
precious  stone  ora  pretty  shell  here  and  there. 

As  to  the  editors  and  commentators,  they 
may  rank,  for  the  most  part,  with  those  hero- 
dances,  whose  names  even  would  have  been 
for  ever  forgotten  if  their  sacer  vates.  Pope, 
had  not  consigned  them  to  eternal  oblivion. 

Yet  we  have  to  acknowledge  good  and 
true  service  rendered  by  no  mean  hands. 
Pope  himself  has  contributed  his  exquisite 
poetical  feeling,  Malone  and  Douce  their  an- 
tiquarian knowledge,  Johnson  his  sterling 
ffood  sense,  Rowe,  Theobald,  Steevens,  and 
Monk  Mason,  their  various  ingenuity,  Far- 
mer "  the  man  after  Johnson's  own  heart" 
his  genial  erudition,  Mr.  Collier  his  conscien- 
tious and  unwearied  diligence,  Mr.  Knight 
his  enthusiasm  and  enterprising  spirit,  Mr. 
Dyoe  his  Aocufiito  scholarship  and  oritioal 
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acumen ;  yet  after  all  that  had  l>een  done 
hj  these  distinguised  men  for  the  elacidation 
of  Shakespeare's  text,  after  all, 

This  labor  of  an  age  in  piled  tomes, 

much  more  remained  to  do,  and — ^notwith- 
standing the  important  discovery  of  which 
we  are  about  to  speak — remains  still. 

The  discovery  took  place  in  this  wise  : 
One  lucky  morning,  in  the  spring  of  1849, 
Mr.  Collier  had  called  to  have  a  little  biblio- 
graphical chat  with  the  late  Mr.  Rodd,  book- 
seller, in  Great  Newport-street,  when  a  pack- 
age of  books  was  brought  in  from  the  coun- 
try. This  package  contained,  among  other 
things,  a  damaged  and  dog's-eared  copy  of 
the  Folio  of  1632,  which  Mr.  Collier  bought 
on  the  spot  for  thirty  shillings,  took  it  home, 
put  it  on  a  top-shelf,  and  thought  no  more 
about  it  for  ever  so  long.  One  day,  how- 
ever, having  occasion  to  consult  it,  he  ob- 
served, for  the  first  time,  abundant  MS.  cor- 
rections, and  he  forthwith  submitted  the 
volume  to  a  careful;  scrutiny.  (There  is  no 
better  man  living  for  "  a  careful  scrutiny" 
than  Mr.  Collier.)  We  state  briefly  the  re- 
Bolt. 

The  volume  has  been  subjected  to  rough 
treatment ;  the  original  binding,  the  title- 
page  and  commendatory  verses  at  the  begin- 
ning, and  four  leaves  of  Cymbeline  at  the 
end,  are  wanting ;  its  pages  have  been  fre- 
quently turned  by  dirty  thumbs ;  they  are 
stained  as  with  beer,  and  burnt  as  with  fire 
from  a  pipe.  As  for  the  MS.  emendations, 
though  in  different  inks,  they  are  all  in  the 
same  hand,  made  with  the  greatest  care,  of 
all  sorts,  from  the  introduction  of  a  missing 
line  to  the  inversion  of  a  misprinted  comma. 
Of  minor  emendations  there  are,  says  Mr. 
Collier,  some  twenty  thousand  ;  and  of  the 
major  emendations,  the  eleven  hundred  pre- 
sented in  Mr.  Collier's  book  now  before  us, 
are  but  a  sample.  Moreover,  stage  direc- 
tions the  most  minuter  are  introduced  all 
through,  and  sometimes  long  speeches,  or 
even  whole  scenes,  are  struck  through  with 
the  pen,  as  if  to  indicate  that  they  are  to  be 
omitted  in  performance.  Unhappily,  too, 
some  of  the  most  desperately  corrupt  pas- 
aagea  are  also  struck  out,  not  emended,  so 
that  we  are  left  as  much  in  the  dark  as  be- 
fore. From  all  these  signs,  Mr.  Collier 
draws  the  conclusion,  that  the  corrections 
were  made  by  some  actor,  or  manager ;  and, 
from  the  hand- writing,  he  judges  that  they 
were  made  soon  after  the  publication  of  the 
Irdame,  f.e.,16d8.    We  tlnnky  however,  that 
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the  minuteness  of  the  changes  in  punctua- 
tion and  typography,  together  with  the  fact 
that  all  the  plays  are  corrected  with  equal 
care,  though  surely  they  were  never  all  Kke- 
ly  to  be  played  by  one  company,  shows  that 
the  corrector,  whoever  he  were,  made  the 
emendations  as  well  from  love  of  his  author 
as  with  an  eye  to  business.  This  is  proved 
also  by  the  marginal  corrections,  frequently 
continued  even  when  the  whole  passage  is 
marked  for  omission  in  representation. 

Holding  it  then  as  established  that  the 
book  belonged  to  some  manager  and  actor 
imbued  with  a  deep  sense  of,  and  love  for, 
the  poetry  of  Shakespeare — some  Macready 
of  Charles  the  First's  time — the  next  question 
is,  whence  did  he* derive  the  new  readings 
which  he  gives  ?  Not  from  bis  own  taste 
and  skill,  for  then  he  would  be  the  best  and 
boldestcritic  thatever  lived— hehas  introduced 
some  new  lines  worthy  of  Shakespeare,  and 
quite  in  his  inimitable  manner  ; — not  from  an 
original  MS.,  for  some  of  the  changes  are  de- 
cidedly for  the  worse,  nor  could  we  on  this 
hypothesis  account  for  the  abandoning  of 
some  corrupt  passages  as  hopeless ;  not  frotn 
stage  tradition,  for  it  is  most  improbable  that 
one  person  should  ever  have  performed  in, 
or  been  present  at  the  representation  of, 
every  play  of  Shakespeare.  The  only  remain- 
ing hypotheses  are  (1 )  that  the  changes  were 
made  from  a  second- hand  MS. ;  or,  (2)  (and 
this  we  are  inclined  to  accept)  from  a  cor- 
rected stage  copy  of  the  first  folio,  which  in 
nine  years,  with  such  usage,  may  well  have 
been  thumbed  to  pieces.  We  should  like  to 
know  whether  the  corrections  are  less  nu- 
merous, or  less  certain,  in  those  parts  which 
are  found  in  the  first  folio,  at  the  bottom  of 
the  leaves,  or  the  outside  comers.  At  the 
same  time,  the  corrector  must  frequently 
have  made  changes  on  his  own  authority,  for 
there  are  thousands  of  misprints  in  those 
early  editions  too  obvious  to  escape  the  no- 
tice of  any  careful  and  sensible  reader. 

Of  these  emendations  we  now  proceed  to 
cull  some  of  the  most  interesting  specimens, 
commencing  with  one  to  which  Mr.  Collier 
gives  especial  prominence  by  putting  it  in  his 
preface. 

The  passage  to  be  amended  is  in  the  Tarn- 
ing  of  the  oh^ew,  Act  i.  Scene  1,  where 
Tranio  exhorts  his  friend : 

Let's  be  no  stoics  nor  no  stocks,  I  pray, 
Or  so  devote  to  Aristotle's  checks 
As  Ovid  be  an  outcast  quite  abjured. 


« 


For  checks  the  corrector  of  the  folio  reads 
ethics^* — a  change  proposed  long  since  by 
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Blackstone,  though  Mr.  Collier  does  not  seem 
to  be  aware  of  the  fact.  It  is  doubtless  the 
right  word. 

We  cannot  say  as  much  for  the  following. 
In  the  Tempest,  Actiii.  Scene  1,  Ferdinand, 
employed  in  piling  up  logs,  &c.  says : 

Myjsweet  miAtress 
Weeps  when  she  sees  me  work ;  and  says,  soeh 

baseness 
Had  never  like  executor.    I  forget: 
But  these  sweet  thoughts  do  even  refresh  my 

labors; 
Most  busy  lest  when  Idoit, 

So  the  first  folio :  the  second  reads  "  most 
busy  least  when  I  do  it,"  which  Collier  adonts, 
explaining  it  thus  :  "  The  thoughts  of  Mi- 
randa so  refresh  his  labors,  that  when  he  is 
most  busy  he  seems  to  feel  his  toil  least**  / 
Mr.  Dyce  adopts  as  certain,  Theobald's  pro- 
posal, most  busy-less,  &c.  The  newly-dis- 
covered corrector  proposes  a  change  never 
hit  on  by  any  commentator,  which  is  singular, 
as  it  is,  we  think,  unquestionably  wrong.  He 
reads  "  most  busy,  blest  when  I  do  it."  A 
phrase  neither  in  Shakespeare's  manner  nor 
metre. 

.  We  are  inclined  to  suspect  a  deeper  cor- 
ruption. "Do  1^7  Do  what?  ITiere  is 
no  antecedent  singular  noun  to  which  **  it " 
can  refer.  What  if  the  passage  ran  rapidly 
as  follows  ? 

Such  baseness 
Had  never  like  executor ;  but  sweet  thoughts 
Do  even  refresh  my  labors ;  I  forget 
My  business,  and  rest  me  while  I  do  it. 

Miranda's  first  words  would  then  be  oi^rpa, 
which  is  not  uncommon  on  the  entrance  of  a 
character. 

We  wish  Mr.  Collier  had  told  us  how  his 
MS.  corrector  punctuates  **  Where  the  bee 
sucks."  &c.  We  are  persuaded  that  both 
his  own  and  Mr.  Knisht's  punctuation  are 
wrong,  and  Mr.  Dyce  s  right.  Mr.  Collier 
has  omitted,  he  says,  nothing  that  seemed 
essential.     Is  not  this  "  essential"  ? 

Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  Activ.  Scene  3. 
Sir  Eglamour,  addressing  Sylvia,  says,  ac- 
cording to  all  editions, 

Madam,  I  pilv  much  your  grievances ; 

Which  since  1  know  they  virtuously  are  placed, 

I  give  consent  to  go  along  with  you. 

Whati  her*' grievances  virtuously  placed  ?'' 

"  Nonsense !"  said  everybody,  but  the  remedy 

was  beyond  our  skill,  for  a  line  had  dropped 

out  and  is  restored  by  our  MS.  corrector 

thus: 

Madam,  I  pity  much  your  grievances, 
And  the  most  true  affections  that  you  bear ; 
Whick  since^iknowtfaey  virtuously  are  placed,  &«. 


In  the  Merry  Wives,  the  name  assumed  by 
Ford  is  given  in  the  quartos  Brooke,  in  the 
folios  Broome,  which,  as  it  makes  Falstaff*8 
joke  ("  Such  brooks  are  welcome  to  me  that 
overflow  such  liquor,"  Act  ii.  Scene  2)  unin- 
telligible, has  been  altered  in  all  editions  to 
the  quarto  reading,  Brooke.  The  true  read- 
ing, according  to  our  new  corrector,  is  neither 
Broome,  nor  Brooke,  but  Bourne,  a  word 
still  current  in  some  parts  of  England  with 
the  same  meaning  as  Scotch  bum,  *'  We  twa 
ha'  paddled  i'  the  bum,"  &c. 

In  Act  ii.  Scene  3,  mine  host  thus  eggs 
on  the  amorous  Caius: 

I  will  bring  thee  where  Mistress  Anne  Page  is, 
at  a  farm-house  a-feasting ;  and  thou  shalt 
woo  her :     Cried  game,  said  I  well  7 

This  cried  gam^  has  puzzled  the  learned 
much.  Some  have  conjectured  "Cried  I 
game;"  others — but  we  cannot  enumerate 
the  conjectures.  The  variorum  Shakespeare, 
says  Mr.  Dyce,  "  has  more  than  two  pages 
of  annotation"  to  these  two  words.  Very 
likely.  It  is  a  book  we  never  saw.  Mr. 
Dyce  himself  asseverates  that  "  Cried  I 
aimP*  is  the  true  reading. 

Our  MS.  corrector  sweeps  all  these  cob- 
webs away,  by  reading  *'  curds  and  cream"  ! ! 

Comedy  of  Errors,  Act  iv.  Scene  2.  Dro- 
mio,  breathless,  announced  his  master's  ar- 
rest, thus : 

No,  he's  in  Tartar  limbo,  worse  than  hell ; 

A  devil  in  an  everlasting  garment  hath  him, 

One  whose  hard  heart  is  buttoned  up  with  steel — 

A  fiend,  a  fairy,  pitiless  and  rough, 

A  wolf,  nay  worse,  a  fellow  all  in  bnfif,  &c. 

Clearly  the  passage  was  meant  all  to  be  in 
rhyme,  and  so  the  MS.  corrector  restores  it : 

No,  he's  in  Tartar  limbo,  worse  than  hell ; 
A  devil  in  an  everlasting  garment  hath  him,  Jell : 
One  whose  hard  heart  is  buttoned  up  with  steel, 
Vfho  has  no  touch  of  mercy,  cannot  fed, — 
A  fiend,  a/ttry,  &c. 

The  new  line  is  quite  Shakesperian ;  the 
second,  we  hold  to  be  still  corrupt.  We  be- 
lieve that  the  passage  was  originally  without 
a  verb.  Dromio,  in  his  agitation  and  rage, 
never  got  beyond  his  nominative.  "  Hath 
him,"  is  an  interpolation,  and  **  garment "  an 
interpretation  of  "  fell,"  which  has  somehow 
crept  into  the  text.  We  propose  therefore 
to  read 

A  devil  in  an  everlasting  fell : 

• 

(i.  e.,  a  Serjeant  in  buff)  so  restoring  the 
sense  and  metre. 
Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  Act  iii.  Scene  1. 
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Beatrice,  after  listening  behind  the  woodbine, 
used  to  soliloquize  in  the  following  nonsense : 

What  fire  is  in  mine. ears  7    Can  this  be  true  ? 

Stand  I  condemned  for  pride  and  scorn  so  much? 
Contempt,  farewell !  and  maiden  pride,  adieu  ! 

No  glory  Hces  behind  the  back  c^  such. 

"  Behind  pride's  back !"  Hear  the  simple 
change  of  the  MS.  corrector. 

No  glory  lives  but  in  the  lack  of  sach. 

In  the  same  play,  Act  iv.  Scene  1,  "  her 
foal  tainted  flesh  "  (an  expression  which  has 
always  revolted  as),  is  changed  in  MS.  to 
"her  soul-tainted  flesh,"  one  of  the  most 
simple,  beautiful,  and  convincing  corrections 
we  ever  saw. 

Love's  Labors  Lost,  Act  iv.  Scene  1,  it 
was  clear  that  a  line  had  dropped  out  (the 
passage  being  ih  couplets)  after 

To  see  him  kiss  his  hand,  and  how  most  sweetly 
a*  will  swear ! 

The  MS.  corrector  supplies  us  with  the  miss- 
ing line,  which,  we  will  be  bound,  is  gen- 
uine: 

Looking  babies  in  her  eyes,  his  passion  to  declare* 

Merchant  of  Venice,  Act  iv.  Scene  1,  in 
Shylock*s  speech,  '  a  woollen  bag-pipe,'  is 
changed  by  the  corrector  to  '  a  bollen  (t.  e., 
swollen)  bflg-pipe.' 

Airs  Well  that  Ends  Well,  Act  i.  Scene 
1,  Helena  says,  according  to  all  editions,  but 
anintelligiblj, 

The  mightiest  space  in  fortune  nature  brings, 
To  join  like  likes,  and  kiss  like  native  things. 

The  MS.  corrector  transposes  "  nature"  and 
"  fortune,"  without,  as  we  think,  mending 
the  matter.  The  corruption,  we  believe,  is 
in  the  word  brings,  which  ought  to  be  springs. 
The  sense  would  be,  that  Nature  (which 
makes  the  whole  world  kin,  as  we  know) 
overleaps  the  greatest  diversities  in  for- 
tune and  rank  to  join  two  hearts  fitted  for 
each  other  (like  her  own  and  Bertram's)  to- 
gether. 

Again,  in  Act  iii.  Scene  3,  Helena  used 
to  invoke  the  bullets  thus : 


0  you  leaden  messengers. 
That  ride  upon  the  violent  speed  of  fire, 
Fly  with  false  aim ;  move  the  sf  ill-peering  air 
That  sings  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  lord ! 

"Violent"  is  a  poor  expletive,  "more"  is 
too  feeble,  and  what  "  still -peering,"  or  (as 
others  read)  ''still-piercing"  might  mean, 
no  deponent  ever  ventured  to  say.  But  read 
with  our  new  corrector  "  the  vciant  speed  of 
fire/'  and ''  wound  the  still:pierdfi^  air,"  and 


we  recognize  again  all  the  strength  and  ma- 
jesty of  the  inspired  poet. 

In  v.  1,  we  used  to  be  horrified  at  the  en- 
trance of  "  a  gentle  astringer  !  !**  Now  we 
are  re-assured  by  finding  that  he  is  only  "  a 
gent,  a  stranger." 

In  the  same  play.  Act  v.  Scene  8,  where 
Bertram  is  speaking  of  Diana's  charms,  all 
editions  have 

Her  insuit  coming  with  her  modern  grace 
Subdued  me  to  her  rate. 

What  her  "insuiC*  might  be,  and  how  it 
^'eame  with  her  grace,"  did  not  appear. 
Sidney  Walker  {felix  esto)  conjectured  "  her 
infinite  cunning,**  which  is  confirmed  by 
our  corrector. 

We  are  glad  to  hear  that  Sidney  Walker's 
emendations  to  Shakespeare  are  about  to  be 
published  by  the  pious  care  of  Mr.  Moultrie. 

Debita  sparges  lacryma  favillam, 
Vatis  amici. 

To  resume.  An  excellent  emendation  oc- 
curs in  Winter*s  Tale,  Act  ii.  Scene  2.  An- 
tigonus  was  made  to  say. 

If  it  prove 
She'd  otherwise,  I'll  keep  my  stables  where 
I  lodge  my  wife. 

It  was  not  clear  why  his  wife  would  be 
safer  among  the  horses  and  grooms.  But 
we  are  now  told  to  read,  ''  I'll  keep  me  stable 
when,  dsc. 

In  the  same  play.  Act  v.  Scene  3,  our 
corrector  renders  a  still  greater  service  by 
the  supply  of  a  lost  line.  Leontes,  gazing 
on  the  supposed  statue,  used  to  exclaim,  ab- 
ruptly : 

Let  be,  let  be ! 
Would  I  were  dead,  but  that,  methinks,  already — 
What  was  here  that  did  make  it  ? 

The  true  reading  is, 

Would  I  were  dead,  hut  that,  methinks,  already 
lam  but  dead,  stone  looking  upon  stone 

A  noble  line,  Shakespeare's,  and  none  but 
Shakespeare's ! 

By  the  way,  it  is  a  moot  point  whether 
Shakespeare  ever  visited  Italy,  as  some  of 
his  fellow  actors  did.  If  he  had,  would  he 
not  have  known  that  Giulio  Romano  was  a 
painter,  not  a  sculptor  ?  Nor  do  we  find 
any  allusion  in  his  works  to  those  **  things 
of  Italy"  which  most  impress  a  sensitive 
traveller,  its  sky,  its  yegetation,  its  manners, 
and  its  arts. 

For  the  play  which  comes  next  in  order. 
King  John,  our  MS.  is   peculiarly  rife  in 
[  minor  emendatioiui.    I»d«^«  M  n^  xm&Xaki 


52 


SHATTroPBABU  AND  THE  NEW  DBCOYXRT. 


[May, 


not,  the  emendations  are  more  abundant  and 
valuable  in  the  plays  published  for  the  first 
time  in  the  folio  of  1628  than  in  the  others, 
doubtless  because  they  need  them  most. 

King  Henry  V,,  Act  ii.  Scene  8.  In  Mrs. 
Quickly's  description  of  Falstaff's  death 
(the  greatest  piece  of  humor  in  the  Ian- 
guage)»  all  editors  have  received,  with  the 
utmost  faith,  Theobald's  brilliant  emenda- 
tion, 

His  nose  was  as  sharp  as  a  pen  and  a'  babbled  of 
green  fields. 

It  seemed  an  exquisite  touch  of  nature,  truly 
Shakespearian. 

The  folio  reads,  "  His  nose  was  as  sharp 
as  a  pen  and  a  table  of  ^reen  fields."  We 
had  fully  expected  to  find  Theobald's  guess 
confirmed  by  the  corrector,  but,  alas!  the 
leading  he  gives  is,  "  His  nose  was  as  sharp 
as  a  pen  on  a  table  of  green /ri^e,"  and  we 
fear  that  is  the  true  reading.  Perhaps,  too, 
it  is  implied  in  the  narrative  that  he  had 
said  nothing  till  the  words,  "So  a'  cried 
out,"  &c. 

We  take  the  opportunity  to  introduce  a 
conjecture  of  our  own  in  the  sentence  which 
runs  in  all  editions :  "  for  after  I  saw  him 
fumble  with  the  sheets,  and  play  with  flow- 
ers"  &c.  yfhj  flowers  ?  how  did  *'  flowers" 
come  there  ?  Mrs.  Quickly's  in  Eastcheap ! 
The  kind  soul  herself  had  not  refinement 
enough  for  such  delicate  attention  as  a  pre- 
sent of  flowers.  Surely,  the  word  ought  to 
ht  feathers. 

In  the  same  play.  Act  iv.  Scene  1,  the 
king,  for  the  last  two  centuries,  has  been 
made  to  rant  as  follows : — 

O  ceremony,  show  we  but  thy  worth  ! 
What  is  tby  soul  of  adoration  7 

Hear  our  corrector.  "  What  is  thy  soul  but 
adulation?^* 

Duly  mindful  of  our  editor's  limited  space, 
we  pass  over  the  three  parts  of  Henry  F/., 
plays  in  which  our  readers  are  not  iikely  to 
take  much  interest,  and  pass  on  to  Richard 
IIL^  Act  V.  Scene  2.     In  this  line — 

The  wretched  bloody  and  usurping  boar, 

wretched  is  changed  in  the  MS.  to  reckless. 
Probably  what  Shakespeare  wrote  was 
neither  one  nor  the  other,  but  wretcJdess. 
We  have  the  word  "  wretchlessness"  some- 
where in  the  XXXIX.  articles.  The  word 
(incorrect  at  best)  had  probably  grown  ob- 
solete before  1682. 

Henry    VIIL^  Act  v.   Scene   3.      The 

"<orter,  who  haa  the  arduooa  task  of 

■sdir  ^0  crowd  at  the  christening,. 


used  to  imprecate  upon  himself,  should  he 
fail  of  his  duty,  the  following  mysterious 
curse : 

Let  me  ne'er  hope  to  see  a  chine  again, 
And  that  I  would  not  for  a  cou7,  Goasave  her. 

"God  sive  whom?  The  cow?  Certainly 
not,"  says  Mr.  Collier.  The  difficulty,  how- 
ever, did  not  strike  him  when  he  published 
his  edition.  But  a  new  light  has  exposed 
and  corrected  the  absurdity  thus  : 

Let  me  ne'er  hope  to  see  a  queen  afrain, 

And  that  I  would  not  for  a  crown^  God  save  her. 

Bravo  !  master  under-porter  ;  keep  the  rab- 
ble back  from  the  palace-gates ;  and  "  God 
save  the  Queen !" 

Apropos  of  Henry  VIII.,  we  must  ex- 
press our  dissent  from  those  who  deny  that 
Shakespeare  was  an  author,  in  whole  or  part. 
Not  to  mention  the  overwhelming  external 
evidence  afforded  by  its  publication  in  the 
first  folio,  and  the  fact  that  nobody  else  ever 
laid  claim  to  a  share  in  it,  we  think  the  in- 
ternal evidence  equally  strong.  It  is  no  ar- 
gument against  us,  that  the  verse  is  looser, 
and  abounds  more  in  dissyllabic  endings  than 
Henry  IV.  or  Henry  V.  We  must  remem- 
ber that  it  was  written  later ;  and  besides, 
as  the  scene  was  laid  at  a  period  so  much 
more  recent — indeed,  almost  within  the  me- 
mory of  the  "oldest  inhabitant,"  Shakes- 
peare's excellent  taste  made  him  feel  the 
incongruity  of  stately  heroics,  and  the  neces- 
sity of  approximating  more  nearly  to  the  prose 
of  everyday  life. 

In  Troilus  and  Cressida,  Act  v.  Scene  8, 
our  editions  read : 

O!  these  encounterers  so  glib  of  tongue 

That  give  a  coasting  welcome  ere  it  comes,  &c. 

Great  has  been  the  discussion  as  to  what  "  a 
coasting  welcome  "  might  mean,  being  inter- 
preted. The  MS.  corrector  shows  that  we 
have  been  battling  (as  the  Greeks  said) 
"  about  an  ass's  shadow."     He  reads — 

That  give  occasion  welcome  ere  it  comes. 

'  Coriolanus,  Act  i.  Scene  1.  In  Menenius's 
"  pretty  tale,"  the  belly  used  to  plead  with 
the  members,  that,  after  receiving  the  gen- 
eral food, 

I  send  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  blood 

Even  to  the  court,  the  heart,  to  the  seat  o'  the 

brain. 
And  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  man. 

It  ought  to  say,  (with  our  MS.  corrector,) 

Even  to  the  coast  the  heart,  the  senate  brain, 
Aiid  tbiongh  the-fWifct  and  offices  of  man. 
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Act  iti.  Scene  2,  Coriolanus  is  railing 
against  the  people : 

How  shall  this  bosom  multiplied  digest 
The  senate's  courtesy  ? 

So  the  editions,  one  and  all.  Hear  the  new 
reading : 

How  shall  this  bUson  multitude  digest,  &c. 

That  is,  "  this  hlind  mnltitude." 

In  Act  iii.  Scene  2,  the  line  we  italicize  is 
now  supplied  for  the  first  time : 

I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours 
To  brook  control  without  the  use  of  anger, 
But  yet  a  brain  that  leads  my  use  of  anger 
To  better  vantage. 

The  recurrence  of  the  same  words  deceived 
the  printer's  eye,  and  caused  the  omission 
of  the  line. 

Act  iv.  Scene  6,  Aufidius  says,  that  he 

Holp  to  reap  the  fame 
Which  he  [i.  e.,  Coriolanus]  did  end  all  his. 

For  end,  our  corrector  reads  ear,  meaning 
"  plough."  But  surely  we  ought  to  invert 
the  words,  and  read 

Holp  to  ear  the  fame 
Which  he  did  reap  all  his. 

Then  Aufidius's  complaint  is  intelligible. 

In  McLcbeth,  i.  5,  Lady  Macbeth's  solilo- 
quy, as  now  corrected,  ends  thus : 

Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blankness  of  the 

dark, 
To  cry,  Hold !  Hold ! 

In  the  same  Act,  Scene  7,  she  says  to  her 
husband,  not  "  what  becut,**  but 

What  boast  was*t  then 
That  made  you  break  this  enterprise  to  me  ? 

Act  iii.  Scene  4,  Macbeth 's  defiance  of  the 
Ghost  is  thus  amended  : 

If  trembling  I  exhibit,  then  protest  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl. 

In  Act  V.  Scene  3,  Pope's  beautiful  sug- 
gestion b  confirmed,  and  a  further  improve- 
ment made : 

This  push 
Will  chair  me  ever,  or  disseat  me  now. 
I  have  lived  long  enouah  :  mv  May  of  life 
Is  fallen  into  the  sear  the  yellow  leaf. 

The  changes  in  Hamlet  are  not  so  striking 
as  in  many  other  plays.  We  may  say  the 
same  of  Kinff  Lear.  There  is,  however,  a 
slight  but  very  beautiful  change  in  Act  v. 
Scene  3,  where  the  dying  Lear  is  made  to 
say,  not  "  this  is  a  dull  si^ht"  but 

This  is  a  dull  light.    Are  you  not  Kent  7 


How  true  to  nature  this  is  many  who  have 
watched  by  a  death-bed  can  say. 

In  Othello,  Act  iv.  Scene  3,  we  find  a  fa- 
mous passage  thus  altered : 

Bat  alas  !  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure  for  the  hand  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slowly  moving  finger  at. 

The  old  reading  was  "  time  of  scorn,"  and 
"  slow  unmoving/*  a  contradiction. 

In  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  Act  iv.  Scene  8, 
we  are  told  to  read. 

Run  one  before 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  gests, 

not  guests,  as  the  editions  have  it. 

In  Cymbeline,  Act  iii.  Scene  4,  the  jealous 
Imogen  used  to  puzzle  us  all  by  saying. 

Some  jay  of  Italy 
Whose  mother  was  her  painting,  hath  betrayed 
him. 

How  facile  the  emendation  proposed  by  the 
old  corrector, 

Who  smothers  her  with  painting. 

From  the  specimens  which  we  have  se- 
lected, our  readers  are  now  in  a  position  to 
form  for  themselves  some  idea  of  the  nature 
and  value  of  the  newly-discovered  emenda- 
tions. Some  of  them,  it  will  be  acknowl- 
edged, are  so  certain,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
so  widely  divergent  from  the  received  texts, 
that  they  must  have  been  derived  from  the 
original  manuscript;  while  others  are  so 
questionable,  and  some,  indeed,  so  clearly 
wrong,  that  they  preclude  the  idea  of  an 
immediate  derivation.  We  fall  back,  there- 
fore, upon  our  former  hypothesis,  that  this 
copy  of  the  second  folio  has  been  corrected 
from  a  stage  copy  of  the  first  folio,  which 
had  itself  been  corrected  for  theatrical  pur- 
poses by  a  comparison  with  the  poet's  own 
MSS.  (or  some  transcript  thereof.) 

The  passages  crossed  out  as  desperate  by 
our  corrector  had  probably  been  also  left  un- 
corrected in  the  first  folio,  because  the  MSS. 
in  those  places  were  illegible,  possibly  being, 
also,  "  stained  here  and  there  with  beer,  and 
burnt  with  ashes  from  a  pipe."  The  cor- 
rector of  the  first  folio,  we  should  infer,  was 
not  so  careful  and  diligent  a  scribe  as  our 
corrector,  and  so  left  room  for  conjecture  and 
for  error. 

It  was  a  singular  caprice  of  fortune  that 
blew  such  a  windfall  down  at  Mr.  Collier's 
door,  of  all  people.  For  he  has  distin- 
guished himself,  above  all  the  editors  of 
Shakespeare,  by  a  pertinacious  adherence  to 
the  printed  text,  and  has  in  many  and  many 
passages  preferred   "construing  through  a 
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brick  wall/'  as  we  used  to  say  at  school,  to 
admitting  the  most  facile  conjectural  emenda- 
tion. On  the  other  hand,  we  can  always 
depend  upon  his  accuracy,  and  we  are  bound 
to  acknowledge  and  requite  the  studied  cour- 
tesy with  which  he  treats  his  brother  critics. 
Si  sic  omnes  /  The  text  which  he  is  about 
to  publish,  according  to  his  new  lights,  will 
present  a  singular  contrast  to  his  former  text. 
Mr.  Collier  will,  however,  not  be  alone  in  his 
conversion.  His  discovery  has  revealed  to 
us  a  depfli  of  corruption  in  the  printed  text 
which  no  one  had  imagined,  and  will,  doubt- 
less, embolden  men  to  produce  conjectures 
which  they  had  before  confined  to  the  mod- 
est privacy  of  their  own  margins.  Shakes- 
peare, we  may  now  be  sure,  never  wrote  bad 
metre  or  nonsense ;  erpo,  every  passage  in 
which  either  occurs,  is  corrupt,  and  a  fair 
subject  for  conjecture.  On  this  ground,  we 
have  ventured  already  to  suggest  two  or 
three  emendations  of  our  own,  and  now  pro- 
ceed to  bespeak  the  favorable  consideration 
of  our  readers  for  a  few  more,  on  passages 
which  Mr.  Collier's  folio  leaves  untouched. 

AlCa  Well  that  Ends  Well,  Act  ii.  Scene 
1.  The  King  says  to  the  kneeling  Lafeu, 
^^  ril  'see  thee  to  stand  up,"  which  surely  can- 
not be  right  It  ought  to  be,  ^^  I  lease  thee 
10  stand  up,"  or,  possibly,  "  1*11  free  thee  to 
stand  up.'' 

In  the  same  scene,  the  King  is  made  to  say 
to  Helena — 

Now  fair  one  does  your  business /oZZotr  us  ? 

Surely  it  ought  to  be  "fellow."  The  verb  is 
used  by  Leontes  in  Winter*s  Tale^  Act  i. 
Scene  2. 

Still  in  the  same  scene,  might  we  not  read 
coacher  for  torcher  in  this  passage  ? 

Ere  twice  the  horses  of  the  sun  shall  bring 
Their  fiery  torcher  his  diurnal  ring. 

In  the  last  line  of  the  scene,  the  King  pro- 
mises Helena : 

If  thou  proceed 
As  high  as  word,  my  deed  shall  match  thy  deed. 

It  seems  to  us  more  like  Shakespeare  to  say, 

My  deed  shall  match  thy  meed. 

We  have  meed  frequently  used  for  "  desert," 
as  in  Henry  VI,  Part  3,  Act  iv.  Scene  6 : 
"  My  meed  hath  got  me  fame." 

In  Act  V.  Scene  8,  of  AlVe  Well,  are  two 
lines,  which  the  MS.  corrector  erases  as  hope- 
lessly corrupt.  Coleridge  held  them  to  be  an 
unworthy  interpolation  of  the  players.  We 
quote  the  immediate  context,  italicizing  the 
two  lines  in  question : 


, .  ,       ...  Our  rash  faults 

Make  trivial  price  of  all  the  things  we  have, 
Wot  knowing  them  till  we  know  their  grave : 
yJn  our  displeasures  to  ourselves  unjust, 
Destroy  our  friends  and  after  weep  their  dost: 
^^own  love  waking  cries  to  see  what's  done, 
^fiile  shameful  hate  sleeps  out  the  afternoon. 
Be  this  sweet  Helen's  knell,  &c. 

The  chief  difficulties  lie  in  own  love  and  ahame- 
fulhate;  which,  indeed,  make  arrant  non- 
sense. It  seems  to  us  that  a  very  slight  change 
m  each  will  restore  the  passage  to  integri- 

^.^f^^-love  waking  cries  to  see  what's  done, 
While  shame,  fiiU  late,  sleeps  out  the  afternoon. 

Winter*8  Tale,  Act  i.  Scene  2.  Hermione 
says — 

Cram  's  with  praise  and  make  *8 
As   fat  as    Ume  things:    one  good  deed  dyinir 
longueless,  &c. 

The  line  wont  scan.  Read,  "  One  Good  dy- 
ing tongueless."  Similarly,  our  MS.  corrector 
reads  "good  *'  for  "  goal,"  four  lines  further 
on. 

In  the  same  scene,  Camillo,  when  asked  to 
poison  Polixenes,  replies : 

I  could  do  this  and  that  with  no  rash  potion, 
But  with  a  lingering  dram,  that  should  not  work 
Maliciously,  like  poison. 

Read,  nostro  pcriculo,  suspiciously. 

Comedy  of  Errors,  Act  ii.  Scene  1 .  The 
following  passage  in  Adriana's  speech  is  cross- 
ed out  as  unintelligible  by  the  corrector : 

I  see  the  jewel  best  enamelled 
Will  lose  his  beauty  ;  yet  the  gold  bides  still 
That  others  touch,  and  often  touching  will, 
Where  gold  and  no  man  that  hath  a  name, 
By  falsehood  and  corruption  doth  it  shame. 

So  the  first  folio,  except  that  we  have  modern- 
ized the  spelling. 

Mr.  Collier  reads  tho'  for  the,  in  the  second 
lino ;  an  for  and  in  the  third  ;  and  wear  for 
where  in  the  fourth  ;  but  even  so  the  passage 
will  neither  scan  nor  construe.  We  must 
make  further  changes  before  we  arrive  at 
sense  and  rhythm  : — 

I  see  the  jewel  best  enamelled 
Will  lose  his  beauty  ;  yea  iho'  gold  bides  still 
The  tester's  touch,  an  often  touching  will 
Wear  even  gold,  and  no  man  hath  a  name 
But  falsehood  and  corruption  doth  it  shame. 

In  Henry  IV.,  Part  1,  Act  ii.  Scene  4,  the 
corrector  of  the  folio  draws  his  pen  through 
the  much-disputed  passage  about  the  "  piti- 
ful-hearted Titan."  If  we  read  Titaness,  the 
sense  is  clear,  though  the  joke  be  none  of  the 
best: 
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Did«t  thou  never  see  Titan  kiss  a  dish  of  hotter  7 

Pitiful-hearted 
Tiianesh  that  melted  at  the  sweet  tale  of  the  sua 

The  bntter  is  the  Titaness,  that  melts  at  the 
Titan's  kiss. 

In  Troilua  and  Oresnda,  Act  v.  Scene  3, 
the  last  two  lines  and  a  half  of  the  following 
passage  are  crossed  out  in  the  corrected 
folio : 

Andromache.  0 !  be  persuaded ;  do  not  count  it 
holy 
To  hurt  by  being  just ;  it  is  as  lawful, 
For  we  would  count  give  much  to  as  vio- 
lent thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

So  the  folios.  Collier  reads  the  last  line  but 
one — 

For  us  to  give  much  count  to  violent  thefts. 

Which  does  not  mend  the  sense.  "  Count " 
seems  to  have  come  from  the  first  line.  (The 
beer  stain  in  the  MS.  must  have  been  un- 
usually dark  here.)     We  venture  to  guess: 

Tt  is  as  lawful, 
For  much  to  give,  to  comjoass  violent  thrfts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  or  charity. 

The  meaning  being  "  to  commit  highway 
robbery  for  the  sake  of  having  much  to  give 
away.  The  next  line,  repeating  the  sense  in 
a  gnomic  form,  is  quite  after  our  poet's  man- 
ner. 

Coriolanus,  Act  i.  Scene  2.  Brutus  says 
of  Marcius: 

The  present  wars  devour  him ;  be  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  80  valiant. 

The  first  clause  is  an  imprecation,  and 
should  be  so  ptmctuated  ;  the  second  is,  we 
think,  nonsense.     We  would  read 

The  present  wars  devour  him  !    He  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  subaervient. 

Some  such  word  is  wanted.  We  had  also 
thought  of  obedient,  or  more  aidant,  i.  e.,  "of 
use  any  more."  "  More  "  being  written  *'  mo:" 
might  give  rise  to  the  misprint  m  part.  "  Sub- 
ordinate'* is  not  impossible. 

In  the  same  act,  towards  the  end  of  the 
sixth  scene,  Coriolanus  is  made  to  say,  with- 
out any  meaning,  "  0  me,  alone !"    It  ought 


to  be,  "  0  me,  all  one  ?"  i.  e.,  "  Do  you  all 
choose  one  leader  ?"  or  "  Are  you  all  as  one 
man  ?" 

In  the  same  Act,  Scene  9,  Coriolanus  says: 

You  shout  me  forth 

In  acclamations  hyperbolical ; 

As  if  I  loved  my  little  should  be  dieted 

In  praises  sauced  with  lies. 

It  is  a  question  with  us,  whether  we  ought 
not  rather  to  read. 

As  ifii^hoved  my  little  should  be  dieted 
On  praises,  &c. 

In  Act  ii.  Scene  1,  Volumnia  loquitur,  in 
halting  measure, 

I  have  lived 
To  see  inherited  my  very  wishes, 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy ; 
Only  there's  one  thing  wanting  which  I  doubt  not 
But  our  Rome  will  cast  upon  thee. 

We  propose  to  read  the  third  line  thus: 
And  aU  the  buildings  of  my  fantasy, 

and  to  omit  "6u<"  in  the  fifth  line. 

One  more  guess.  In  Act  iii.  Scene  1, 
Coriolanus  says, 

I  have  been  Consul  and  can  show  ^rom  Rome 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me. 

Theobald  substituted  **for  Rome,"  and  Mr. 
Dyce  {Remarks,  p.  162,)  vehemently  ap- 
proves. The  misprint  is  more  easy,  if  we  sup- 
pose the  original  words  to  have  been  **/ore 
Rome." 

In  these  conjectures,  so  far  as  we  know,  no 
commentator  has  anticipated  us. 

Before  laying  down  our  pen  we  want  to 
make  one  suggestion  for  the  glorification  of 
our  great  poet.  Why  should  not  Mr.  Collier, 
Mr.  Knight,  and  Mr.  Dyce  lay  aside  their  mu- 
tual dinerences,  and  unite  in  producing  a 
grand  quarto  edition  of  Shakespeare,  in  the 
decoration  of  which  all  the  resources  of  the 
typographer,  the  illuminator,  and  the  engrav- 
er should  be  taxed  to  the  uttermost — the 
concluding  volume  to  appear  on  the  twenty- 
third  of  April,  eighteen  hundred  and  sixty- 
four — the  tercentenary  of  the  birth  of  William 
Shakespeare? 


69 


THE  OBOWN  M  ATBIUONIAL  QT  IBAXCB. 


LM.yv 


From  the  Dablin    UniTersity  Mftgaiine. 


THE   CROWN   MATRIMONIAL   OF    FRANCE. 


For  upwards  of  sixty  years  has  France 
exhibited  to  the  world  the  spectacle  of  a 
phantasmagoria — wild,  fitful,  and  incoherent 
as  a  nightmare-dream.  The  horrible  and  the 
pathetic  mingled  with  the  grotesque  ;  things 
mcongruous  and  unexpected,  succeeding  each 
other  with  transformations  as  rapid  as  leger- 
demain ;  massacres  and  festivals ;  miseries 
and  orgies;  reckless  license  and  stringent 
despotism ;  strange  visions  of  murdered  sov- 
ereigns, and  ephemeral  consuls  and  dictators. 
Dynasties  changing  like  the  slides  in  a  magic- 
lantern  ;  an  emperor  rising  from  the  chaos  of 
revolution,  as  from  a  surging  sea;  sinking, 
re-appearing,  then  again  sinking.  A  long- 
guarded  captive  seated  himself  on  the  throne 
of  his  captor ;  a  Republic  with  the  anomaly 
of  Equality  for  its  motto,  and  a  Prince- 
President  at  its  head ;  and  Abaolutism  estab- 
lished in  honor  of  Liberty  and  Fraternity, 

Party  colors  glance  on  the  sight  like  the 
tints  of  a  quick-shaken  kaleidoscope ;  the 
white  of  the  Bourbon  lilies,  and  the  blue  of 
the  Napoleon  violets ;  imperial  purple,  tri- 
colored  cockades,  and  Red  Republicanism. 
Another  shake  of  the  kaleidoscope,  and 
again  the  purple  predominates.  But  the 
present  resunU  of  the  empire  has  not  the 
prestige  of  its  original,  whose  birth  was 
heralded  by  glittering  trophies,  and  the  ex- 
citing strains  of  martial  music.  No !  Here 
is  an  empire  created  by  sleisht  of  hand  amid 
no  prouder  minstrelsy  than  that  of  the  violins 
of  f^tes. 

With  a  new  slide  of  the  magic-lantern  we 
behold  an  imperial  wedding,  surpassing  in 
brilliant  externals  even  the  nuptials  of  the 
Napoleon  and  Maria  Louisa.  But  the  bride- 
groom is  not  Napoleon  the  Great,  nor  is  the 
bride  a  daughter  of  the  Caesars.  We  must 
give  the  bridegroom  due  credit  for  proving 
that  he  still  possesses  some  freshness  of  feel- 
ing, not  yet  wholly  seared  by  coupe  d*etat 
and  diplomacy,  and  that  he  amiably  prefers 
(for  the  time,  at  least)  domestic  auction  to 
self-interest  and  expediency.  But  how  long 
will  he  be  permitted  by  the  most  changeable, 
the  most  imcertain  people  on  earth,  to  enjoy 


his  love-match  in  peace  ?  With  the  popu- 
lace it  may  be  acceptable,  so  long  as  it  gives 
them  pageants  to  ^'  aeeiet "  at,  to  gaze  upon, 
and  to  talk  about ;  but  the  alliance  of  an 
emperor  of  France  with  a  Spanish  countess, 
the  subject  of  another  sovereign,  is  not  plO" 
rious  enough  for  the  other  classes,  who  are 
really  aristocratic  in  their  hearts,  notwith- 
standing occasionally  short  freaks  of  demo- 
cracy. Republican  governments  have  never 
governed  the  French ;  they  are  only  im- 
pressed by  the  opposites  of  democracy,  by 
the  prestige  of  ranks,  titles,  and  distinction. 
Louis  XIV.,  a  far  more  mighty  sovereign 
than  Napoleon  the  III.,  and  *  who,  on  his 
firmly  established  throne,  was  servilely  wor- 
shipped as  the  "  Grand  Monarque,^*  never 
dared  to  avow  his  clandestine  marriage  with 
Madame  de  Maintenon.  Napoleon  I.  showed 
how  well  he  understood  the  genius  of  the 
French  people,  when  he  replaced  his  really 
beloved  Josephine  by  the  daughter  of  an  em- 
peror, and  required  his  brother  Jerome  to 
put  away  hie  first  wife,  Miss  Patterson,  for  a 
German  princess. 

Louis  Napoleon  himself  seems  to  have 
had  his  misgivings  as  to  the  efifect  the  step 
he  contemplated  would  have  on  the  mind  of 
the  nation ;  and  the  fall  of  the  French  funds, 
from  the  time  the  marriage  came  on  the  tapis, 
was  full  of  significance.  Instead  of  follow- 
ing the  usual  example  of  nionarchs,  and 
simply  announcing  his  intended  marriage,  he 
proceeded  to  make  his  notification  vl  piece 
justificative,  full  of  explanations  and  apolo- 
gies, in  which  his  anxiety  betrayed  him  into 
inconsistencies  and  errors  of  judgment.  At 
variance  with  his  hereditary  pretensions  as 
Napoleon  III.,  he  rejoiced  in  the  character 
of  parvenue^  and  then  boasted  the  "high 
birth  "  of  his  consort.  He  endeavored  to 
frame  his  speech,  as  though  he  had  taken  for 
his  text  Ovid's  maxim — 

*'  Non  bene  conveniunt  nee  in  una  sede  morantur 
Majestas  et  Amor." 

— Metam.  lib.  ii.  846. 

Yet  he  has  labored  to  overload  love  with 
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the  most  far-fetched  and  dazzling  majesty. 
He  complacently  instanced  his  grandmother, 
Josephine,  as  beloved  by  France,  though  not 
of  royal  blood ;  seemmgly  oblivious  that 
Napoleon  I.  had  not  stooped  from  the  throne 
to  raise  her  Tshe  had  been  his  wife  ere  men 
dreamed  of  him  as  a  monarch) — and  that  his 
policy  soon  compelled  her  to  descend  from 
the  throne,  and  give  place  to  a  prouder  bride. 
Louis  Napoleon  has  promised  that  the  Em- 
press Eugenia  will  revive  the  virtues  of  the 
Empress  Josephine:  far  wiser  had  he  not 
touched  on  the  topic,  to  remind  his  bride  that 
the  reward — the  earthly  reward— of  those 
Tirtues  was  divorce  and  a  broken  heart;  and 
to  remind  his  people  how  easily  the  non- 
royal  wife  could  be  moved  aside,  when- 
ever the  interest  of  the  crown  or  the  nation 
should  require  it.  He  who  has  declared  that 
"  the  empire  is  peace,"  has  dropped  ominous 
words  of  '<  the  hour  of  danger,"  in  which  the 
ffood  qualities  of  his  Eugenia  will  shine 
forth  ;  in  contrast,  he  evidently  meant,  with 
the  incapacity  and  selfishness  of  Maria  Louisa, 
vhen  France  vxu  invaded  hy  the  allies  ;  but 
how  utterly  distasteful  to  the  French  public 
must^that  ill-judged  reminder  be  !  He  spoke, 
in  his  ante-nuptial  speech,  of  the  unhappy 
fates  of  the  illustrious  ladies  who  had  worn 
the  crown  of  France — a  suggestive  theme,  in 
which  we  are  about  to  follow  his  lead ;  but 
from  his  lips  the  subject  seemed  peculiarly 
ill-chosen  and  ill-timed.  Verily,  his  Imperial 
Majesty  has  been  singularly  infelicitous  in 
his  selection  of  topics.  In  every  country  of 
Europe  there  are  still  men  whose  hearts  can 
respond  to  the  sentiment — 

**Dulce  et  decorum  est  pro  patria  mori." — Hot. 

Such  men  would  have  esteemed  it  more  ju- 
dicious to  have  avoided  any  mention  of  the 
deceased  father  of  Eugenia  de  Montijo,  than 
to  have  announced  him  as  one  who,  in  the 
struggle  of  Spain  for  independence,  fought 
against  his  own  countrymen,  and  with  the  in- 
vaders of  his  native  land.  The  unnecessary 
allusion  to  the  bereaved  Duchess  of  Orleans 
is  in  such  bad  taste,  that  to  comment  on 
it  would  be  a  continuation  of  the  fault. 

But  we  must  excuse  the  inconsistencies  of 
a  man  too  much  in  love  to  see  the  import  of 
all  he  said :  and  we  must  not,  in  common 
courtesy,  omit  for  his  bride  the  customary 
compliment  to  all  brides,  the  expression  of 
our  good  wishes.-  We  wish  her  happiness, 
and  the  more  willingly  for  the  sake  of  the 
good  blood  in  her  veins — the  blood  of  wor- 
thy, sagacious,  and  patriotic  Scotland  (de- 
rived not  from  her  father,  but  from  her 


mother,  a  l^kpatrick).  May  the  '*  canny 
drop ''  he.  allowed  free  circulation  through 
her  heant!  Yes,  we  wish  her  happiness 
willingly,  but  very  doubtfully  ;  not  because 
she  has  wedded  a  Bonaparte,  for  the  men 
of  that  name  have  not  the  reputation  of  un- 
kind husbands  (even  to  the  wives  they  repu- 
diated), and  she  might  be  very  happy  with 
Louis  Napoleon  in  another  sphere  ;  not 
merely  because  her  position  is  trying,  and 
apparently  insecure,  but  because  she  places 
on  her  head  the  crown  matrimonial  of  jp  ranee 
— a  circlet  with  which  some  dark  fatality 
seems  connected :  for,  among  the  many  fair 
brows  on  which  it  has  rested,  there  are  very 
few  that  it  has  left  without  a  blight  or  a 
wound. 

When  our  memory  passes  in  review  the 
royal  and  imperial  wives  of  France,  we  are 
surprised  to  see  how  many  have  been  divorced, 
how  many  broken-hearted,  how  many  have 
left  a  disgraceful  name  behind  to  posterity. 
And  among  the  smaller  number,  the  innocent 
and  the  happy,  how  many  have  been  snatched 
away;  by  a  premature  death,  or  have  been 
early  and  sadly  widowed.  The  crown  mat* 
rimonial  of  France  has  been  borne,  by  the 
majority  of  its  wearers,  unworthily,  un- 
happily, or  too  briefly.  For  some  it  has 
been  imbued,  as  it  were,  with  a  disfiguring 
stain ;  for  others,  lined  with  sharp,  cruel 
thorns  ;  for  others,  wreathed  with  the  fune- 
real cypress.  If  history,  holding  her  mirror 
to  our  view, 

**  Bids  us  in  the  past  descry 
The  visions  of  futurity,"* 

with  such  a  history  of  French  queens  and 
empresses  before  our  eyes,  it  is  but  natural 
that  good  wishes  for  the  bliss  of  Empress 
Eugenia  should  be  damped  by  doubts  and 
fears.  By  casting  with  us  a  quick  and  com- 
prehensive glance  over  the  memoirs  of  the 
royal  ladies  to  whom  we  have  alluded,  the 
reader  will  be  convinced  of  the  great  pre- 
ponderance of  cares,  crimes,  and  sorrows, 
over  peace,  innocence,  and  felicity,  in  their 
lives.  We  will  commence  our  summary  with 
the  reign  of  Charlemagne,  as  a  remarkable 
era,  and  sufficiently  early  for  our  purpose. 

Charlemagne,  a.  d.  768  {date  of  his  acces- 
sion). 

His  first  wife  was  Herhbnoarde  (daughter 
of  Desiderius,  Eling  of  the  Lombards),  whom 
he  had  been  persuaded  by  his  mother,  Ber- 
tha, to  wed,  contrary  to  his  inclinations,  and 

- 

*  Quoted  from  the  Prologue  to  Bland's  Tranila- 
tions  from  the  Greek  Anthology. 
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whom  he  divorced  in  two  years  after  his  ac- 
cession, on  the  plea  of  her  ill  health.  She 
had  the  grief  to  see  her  father  dethroned 
by  Charlemagne,  whose  prisoner  he  died. 
The  desolate  Lombard  princess  died  in  ob- 
scurity. 

The  second  wife,  Hildeoarde,  a  noble 
Swabian,  was  fair,  wise,  and  good,  but  was 
caluminated  by  Taland,  a  half-brother  of 
Charlemagne,  who  (in  revenge  for  her  disdain 
of  his  own  proffered  addresses)  accused  her  of 
criminality  with  a  foreign  knight  during  the 
king's  expedition  against  a  German  tribe. 
Obliged  to  conceal  herself  from  her  incensed 
husband,  she  lived  in  great  poverty,  till  her 
accuser,  struck  with  remorse  after  a  danger- 
ous illness,  declared  her  innocence.  In  me- 
mory of  her  restoration  to  her  home  and  her 
good  fame,  she  founded,  in  Swabia,  the  Ab- 
bey of  Kempsten ;  in  the  annals  of  which 
religious  house  is  written  the  history  of  her 
patience  and  her  suffering  (during  her  conceal- 
ment), and  her  noble  forgiveness  of  her  per- 
secutor. But  her  recovered  happiness  was 
brief ;  she  was  snatched  by  death  from  her 
numerous  children  at  the  early  age  of  twenty- 
six,  in  784. 

Fastrade,  the  third  consort,  daughter  of 
Raoul,  Count  of  Franconia,  so  disgusted  the 
people  by  her  arrogance,  that  a  conspiracy 
was  formed  to  dethrone  her  husband  on  ac- 
count of  her  influence  over  him.  This  plot, 
though  abortive,  caused  Fastrade  much  mor- 
tification and  anxiety  ;  and  she  died  very 
young,  in  794,  as  much  hated  as  her  prede- 
cessor had  been  lamented. 

LuTGARDE,  a  German,  the  last  consort  of 
Charlemagne,  handsome,  generous,  and  liter- 
ary,* loved  her  husband;  and  to  enjoy  his 
society,  usually  accompanied  him  to  the 
chase.  But  he  was  faithless  to  hen  choosing 
for  his  favorite  one  of  the  ladies  of  her  train. 
Whatever  mortification  Lutgarde  might  have 
felt  was  soon  terminated  by  death.  She 
died  young  and  childless  (in  a.  d.  800),  after 
an  union  of  little  more  than  four  years. 

[Louis  L  (le  Debonnaire),  814. 

His  first  wife  was  Hermenoarde,  daughter 
of  Ingram,  Count  of  Hesbay.f  She  has 
left  an  unenviable  reputation  as  cruel  and 
despotic.  When  Bernard,  a  petty  Italian 
king,  who  revolted  against  Louis,  had  been 

*  She  eDJoyed  the  friendship  of  the  learned 
Alouin  (difloiple  of  the  venerabU  Bede),  at  whoee 
persuasioD  Charlemagne  founded  the  University  of 
Paris. 

f  In  the  country  of  liege. 


conquered,  Hermengarde  sentenced  him  and 
his  adherents  to  death  ;  and  though  the  sen- 
tence was  commuted  by  Louis,  she  caused 
the  eyes  of  Bernard  to  be  pulled  out,  and 
such  tortures  to  be  inflicted  on  him,  that  he 
expired  in  consequence.  She  herself  died 
soon  after  her  victim ;  having,  however,  been 
more  fortunate  in  her  lot  than  her  predeces- 
sors, for  she  had  enjoyed  a  peaceable  wed- 
ded life  for  twenty-one  years. 

Her  successor  Judith,  daughter  of  Welf 
of  Bavaria,  was  an  artful  and  licentious  wo- 
man, whose  bad  conduct  caused  her  step- 
sons (children  of  Hermengarde)  to  revolt, 
filling  the  kingdom  with  trouble.  They  pub- 
lished her  profligacy  with  Bernard  (the  son 
of  her  husband's  tutor),  whom  she,  by  her 
influence  over  Louis,  caused  to  be  created 
Duke  of  Septimanie.  She  was  taken  by 
her  step-sons,  and  imprisoned  in  a  convent 
at  Pbictiers,  and  compelled  to  pronounce  the 
vows ;  but  was  liberated  by  her  husband 
when  he  had  put  down  the  revolt,  she  hav- 
ing solemnly  sworn  to  her  innocence.  Again 
the  young  princes  revolted ;  and  Judith, 
again  captive,  was  sent  to  Tortona,  in  Italy, 
and  her  young  son  Charles  separated  from 
her,  and  shut  up  in  a  monastery  ;  the  unfor- 
tunate Louis  himself  being  confined  at  St. 
Medard ;  from  whence  he  was  released  only 
on  submitting  to  some  very  abject  conditions. 
He  received  back  his  wife  and  her  son,  but 
soon  after  died  of  grief.  Judith  survived 
him  but  three  years ;  having,  however,  lived 
to  see  the  murder  of  her  favorite  Bernard, 
by  the  hands  of  her  son  Charles,  who  stab- 
bed him  for  revolt.  She  has  left  an  odious 
name  in  the  records  of  history. 

Charles  L  {the  Bald).  840. 

He  married  first  Hermentrude,  daughter 
of  Odo  Count  of  Orleans.  She  was  prudent 
and  good,  but  her  life  was  one  of  sorrow. 
Her  eldest  son,  Louis,  had  an  impediment  in 
his  speech ;  her  second  son,  Charles,  died 
young;  her  third  son,  Carloman,  rebelling 
against  his  father,  because  the  latter  required 
him  to  become  a  monk  against  his  will,  was 
taken  prisoner,  had  his  eyes  put  out,  and 
was  imprisoned  in  the  Abbey  of  Corbie. 
Her  only  daughter  Judith,  widow  of  Ethel- 
bald,  King  of  England,  eloped  from  court 
with  Baldwin  of  Flanders,  causing  great 
scandal  and  trouble.  Hermentrude  had  not 
the  consolation  of  her  husband's  affection  ; 
for  Louis  formed  an  attachment  for  Richilde, 
sister  of  Boson,  Eang  of  Provence,  and  ill- 
treated  Hermentrude,  whom  he  sought  to 
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divorce,  bat  foand  public  opinion  too  strong 
ID  her  favor.  The  unhappy  wife  died,  over- 
whelmed with  cares,  a.  d.  869,  and  was 
buried  at  St.  Denis. 

In  three  months  after  her  death  Louis 
married  Richildb,  who  hated,  and  was  hated 
by  her  step-sons,  and  fomented  great  disor- 
ders in  the  royal  family.  Havmg  accom- 
panied the  king  in  his  expedition  against  the 
countries  on  the  Rhine,  on  his  defeat  she 
was  obliged  to  fly  from  Heristal  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  night,  without  clothes  or  money ; 
suffered  great  hardships,  and  lay-in  by  the 
roadside,  with  no  one  near  her  but  one  at- 
tendant. All  her  children  (four  sons  and  a 
daughter)  died  young.  After  her  husband's 
death  she  lived  a  most  licentious  life,  and 
pillaged  and  fired  houses  in  her  Bacchanalian 
riotings,  until  the  Bishop  of  Rheims  threat- 
ened her  with  excommunication  unless  she 
restrained  her  disgraceful  conduct. 

Louis  II.  {the  Stammerer).  870. 

Ansgarde,  the  daughter  of  a  Count  Har- 
douin,  was  privately  wedded  by  Louis,  dur- 
ing the  life  of  his  father,  Charles  the  Bald, 
and  bore  him  two  sons,  Louis  (afterwards 
king),  and  Carloman ;  but  being  of  an  in- 
ferior rank,  Charles  compelled  her  husband, 
whom  she  tenderly  loved,  to  divorce  her 
and  to  espouse 

Adelaide,  daughter  of  Count  Begon, 
whose  life  was  embittered  by  her  doubtful 
position :  for,  on  the  death  of  Charles  the 
Bald,  Ansgarde  obtained  from  Pope  John 
YIII.  the  establishment  of  her  children's* 
rights,  because  Charles  had  not  applied  to 
the  ecclesiastical  power  to  scantion  the  di- 
vorce between  her  and  his  son  Louis.  Where- 
fore Adelaide  was  generally  accounted  only 
the  concubine  of  Louis,  and  the  deserted 
Ansgarde  as  his  lawful  wife.  Adelaide,  who 
suffered  ^reat  uneasiness  of  mind,  was  en- 
ceinte at  the  time  of  Louis's  death,  in  879, 
and  had  a  posthumous  son,  Charles,  surnamed 
the  Simple. 

Charles  III.  (the  Fat).  884. 

He  married  in  877  Richard  a,  a  lady  of 
Scottish  birth.  She  was  esteemed  for  wis- 
dom and  virtue;  but  was  accused  by  her 
feeble-minded  and  credulous  husband  of  in- 
fidelity with  his  prime  minister,  Luitgard, 
Bishop  of  Verceil.  Richarda  in  vain  pro- 
tested her  innocence,  offering  to  submit  to 

*  Her  eldest  son,  who  reigned  Louis  IIL,  died 
unmarried,  as  did  alto  his  brother  Carloman. « 


the  ordeals  of  fire  and  water ;  she  was  di- 
vorced, and  retired  to  a  convent  in  Alsace, 
which  she  had  founded,  and  lived  there  ten 
years  in  retirement. 

Charles  IV.  {the  Simple).  893. 

The  life  of  his  first  consort,  Frederune,  sis- 
ter of  Beuves,  Bishop  of  Chalons-sur-Marne, 
offers  nothing  remarkable.  She  had  four 
daughters,  but  no  son  ;  and  died  918,  after 
a  marriage  of  eleven  years. 

His  second  wife  was  Ogina,*  an  English 
princess,  sister  to  King  Athelstane.  Her  roy- 
alty was  clouded.  Her  husband  was  dethroned 
by  his  subjects,  and  imprisoned  at  St.  Quen- 
tin,  where  he  died  in  great  misery.  Ogina, 
divided  from  him,  fled  to  England  for  the 
protection  of  her  only  child,  Louis,  thence 
surnamed  Outremer,  or  "  beyond  sea. " 
On  her  son's  recall,  after  thirteen  years  of  ex- 
ile, she  returned  to  France,  where  she  mar- 
ried (at  the  age  of  forty-five)  Herbert  Count 
of  Vermandois,  then  but  twenty  years  of  age, 
and  son  of  Herbert  de  Vermandois,  who  had 
betrayed  and  imprisoned  her  royal  husband, 
the  dethroned  Charles.  This  ill-assorted 
marriage  alienated  the  love  and  respect  of  her 
son,  Kmg  Louis.  Ogina  lived  happily,  how- 
ever, with  her  young  husband,  but  only  for 
two  years,  as  she  died  in  childbirth,  in  853. 

Louis  IV.  {Outremer).     936. 

He  married  Gerderga  of  Saxony,  daugh- 
ter of  Emperor  Henry  the  Fowler,  and  widow 
of  Gilbert  Duke  of  Lorraine,  who  was  drowned 
in  attempting  to  cross  the  Rhine  on  horse- 
back, to  escape  the  pursuit  of  Louis  d'Ou- 
tremer,  then  at  war  with  him.  Gerberga 
defended  her  dead  lord's  fortress  so  gallantly, 
that  when  King  Louis  at  last  succeeded  in 
taking  it,  he  admired  the  spirit  of  his  fair 
adversary  so  much  that  he  offered  her  his 
hand  and  throne.  She  was  loved  and  re- 
spected by  Louis,  whose  friend  and  counsel- 
lor she  was :  but  her  lot  had  many  cares. 
The  king,  in  an  expedition,  was  made  pris- 
oner, and  remained  a  year  in  captivity  ;  her 
young  son  Carloman  died  while  a  hostage 
for  his  father ;  others  of  her  children  also 
died  young ;  and  she  survived  her  affectionate 
husband. 

Lothaire.    954. 

Married,  in  966,  Emma,  daughter  of  Loth- 
aire King  of  Italy.  She  was  depraved,  and 
gave  cause  of  scandal  with  Adalberon  Bishop 

*  By  some  odled  Edgouuk 
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wfaora  he  divorced  in  two  yean  ^(ter  faia  ao-  | 
cession,  on  the  plea  of  her  ill  health.  She 
had  the  grief  to  see  her  father  dethroned  { 
by  Charlemagne,  whose  prisoner  he  died. 
The  desolate  Lombard  princess  died  in  ob- 
scurity. 

The  second  wife,  Hildboarob,  a  noble 
Swabian,  was  fair,  wise,  and  good,  but  was 
oaluminated  by  Taland,  a  half-brother  of 
Cbarlemagne,  who  (in  revenge  for  her  disdun 
of  bis  own  proffered  addresses]  accused  her  of 
criminality  witb  a  foreign  knigbt  during  the 
king's  eipedilion  against  a  Qerm^in  tribe. 
Obliged  to  conceal  herself  from  her  incensed 
husband,  she  lived  in  great  poverty,  till  her 
accuser,  struclc  with  remorse  after  a  danger- 
ous illness,  declared  her  innocence.  In  me- 
mory of  her  restoration  to  her  home  and  her 
good  fame,  she  founded,  in  Swabia,  tbe  Ab- 
bey of  Kempsten  ;  in  tbe  annals  of  which 
religious  house  is  written  tbe  history  of  her 
patienceand  hersuff'ering(during  her  conceal- 
ment), and  her  noble  forgiveness  of  her  per- 
secutor. But  her  recovered  happiness  was 
brief ;  she  was  snatched  by  death  from  her 
numerous  children  at  the  early  age  of  twenty- 
«x,  in  784. 

FasTRADB,  the  third  consort,  daughter  of 
Raoul,  Count  of  Franconia,  so  disgusted  the 
people  by  her  arrogance,  that  a  conspiracy 
was  formed  to  dethrone  her  husband  on  ac- 
count of  her  influence  over  him.  Thia  plot, 
though  abortive,  caused  Fastrade  much  mor- 
tiGcation  and  anxiety  ;  and  she  died  very 
young,  in  794,  as  much  hated  as  her  prede- 
cessor had  been  lamented. 

LuTQARDB,  a  German,  the  last  consort  of 
Charlemagne,  handsome,  generous,  and  liter- 
ary,* loved  her  husband;  and  to  enjoy  bis 
society,  usually  accompanied  him  to  the 
chase.  Bat  he  was  faithless  to  her,  choosing 
for  his  favorite  one  of  the  ladies  of  her  train. 
Whatever  mortification  Lutgarde  might  have 
felt  was  soon  terminated  by  death.  She 
died  young  and  childless  (in  a.  d.  600),  after 
an  union  of  little  more  than  four  years. 

fLouit  I.  {le  Debcmnaire).  814. 

His  first  wife  waa  Hbrubnoardb,  daughter 
of  Ingram,  Count  of  Hesbay.f  She  has 
left  an  unenviable  reputa^on  as  cruel  and 
despotic.  Wiien  Bernard,  a  petty  Italian 
king,  who  revolted  agunat  Louis,  had  betai 


*  Sbe  eojoyed  the  friendihip  of  the  learotd 
Alonin  (diMiple  of  tba  TCDerabl*  Beds),  at  whoM 
pemuioD  Charleaugae  foDodsd  the  Univertity  of 

f  Id  the  oonntiy  of  iMgst 
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conquered,  Hermengsrde  sentenced  him  and 
his  adherents  to  death ;  and  though  the  sen- 
tence was  commuted  by  Louis,  she  caused 
the  eyes  of  Bernard  to  be  pulled  out,  and 
such  tortures  to  be  inflicted  on  him,  that  he 
expired  in  conse<juence.  She  herself  died 
soon  after  her  victim ;  having,  however,  been 
more  fortunate  in  her  lot  than  her  predeces- 
sors, for  she  bad  enjoyed  a  peaceable  wed- 
ded life  for  twenty-one  years. 

Her  successor  Jdditb.  daughter  of  Welf 
of  Bavaria,  was  an  artful  and  hcenUous  wo- 
whose  bad  conduct  caused  her  step- 
sons (children  of  Hermengarde)  to  revolt, 
filling  the  kingdom  with  trouble.  They  pub- 
lished her  profligacy  with  Bernard  (the  son 
of  her  husband's  tutor),  whom  she,  by  her 
influence  over  Louis,  caused  to  be  created 
Duke  of  Seplimanie.  She  was  taken  by 
her  step-sons,  and  imprisoned  in  a  convent 
at  Poictiers,  and  compelled  to  pronounce  the 
vows ;  but  was  liberated  by  her  husband 
when  he  had  put  down  the  revolt,  she  hav- 
ing solemnly  sworn  to  her  innocence.  Agtun 
the  young  princes  revolted  ;  and  Juditb, 
again  captive,  was  sent  to  Tortona,  in  Italy, 
and  her  young  son  Charles  separated  from 
her,  and  shut  up  in  a  monastery  ;  the  unfor- 
tunate Louis  himself  being  confined  at  St. 
Medard ;  from  whence  be  was  released  only 
on  submitting  to  some  very  abject  conditions. 
He  received  back  his  wife  and  her  son,  but 
soon  after  died  of  grief.  Judith  survived 
him  but  three  years ;  having,  however,  lived 
to  sea  the  murder  of  her  hivorile  Bernard, 
by  the  hands  of  her  son  Charles,  wbo  stab- 
bed him  for  revolt.  She  has  left  an  odious 
name  in  the  records  of  history. 

Chartet  I.  {the  Bald).  640. 

He  married  first  HBawENi 
of  Odo  Count  of  Orleans, 
and  good,  but  her  life  wot 
Her  eldest  son,  Louis,  bad  a 
his  speech;   her  second  so 
young ;  her  third  eon,  Carloi 
against  his  father,  becnuse  the  liitter  r< 
him  to  become  a  monk  against  his  w 
taken  prisoner,  bad  bis  eyes  put  out,  a 
waa  imprisoned  in    the    Abbey  i"    " 
Her  only  daughter  Judith, 
bald,  Kinz  of  England.  . 
with  Baldwin   of    Fl;ind< 
scandal  and  trouble.     He 
the  consolation  of  hi 
for  Louis  formed  an  atiach 
^ter  of  Boeon,  King  of 
tnKt«d  HennenUude,  w 
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Castle  of  Melan,  1032,  and  was  buried  at 
St.  Denis. 

Heruy  I.     1031. 

He  married  Anne,  daughter  of  the  Grand 
Duke  of  Muscovy,  whose  life  with  him  ap- 
pears to  have  passed  in  tranquillity.  But  after 
Lis  death,  havmg  contracted  with  Raoul  Count 
de  Crespy,  an  ill  advised  marriage  (for  which 
she  was  excommunicated,  and  was  finally 
divorced),  she  displeased  her  son,  the  reign- 
ing monarch,  and  finding  herself  deserted  by 
her  former  friends,  she  retired  to  Russia, 
separated  for  ever  from  her  children. 

PhiUp  L     1060. 

His  first  wife,  Bertha,  daughter  of  Fleuri 
Count  of  Holland,  lived  happily  with  him 
for  many  years,  till  his  affections  were  alien- 
ated by  Bertrade,  wife  of  Foulques  le  Re- 
quin.  Count  of  Anjou ;  and  accordingly,  he 
divorced  Bertha  to  make  way  for  the  beauti- 
ful but  evil-disposed  Bertrade,  who,  being 
repudiated  by  the  complaisant  Foulques 
at  the  king's  desire,  married  the  latter  in 
1073,  a  step  which  roused  the  indignation  of 
the  nobles  and  the  Pope,  Urban  II. ;  and 
Philip,  compelled  by  excommunication,  sub- 
mitted to  divorce  Bertrade,  and  restore  her 
to  her  first  husband.  During  her  short 
union  with  Philip,  Bertrade  had  plotted  to 
cause  his  son  Louis  to  be  detained  a  prisoner 
m  England,  whither  he  had  gone  to  attend 
the  coronation  of  Henry  I. ;  but  being 
thwarted  by  the  good  faith  of  the  English 
king,  she  administered  to  Louis  a  poison, 
which  he  discovered  in  time  to  defeat  by  an 
antidote,  but  his  face  ever  after  remained 
colorless.  Bertrade  incurred  reproach  and 
contempt  for  continuing  to  receive  the  visits 
of  Philip  at  the  chateau  of  the  Count 
Foulques  ;  but  after  the  king's  death,  she  be- 
came a  prey  to  remorse,  and  retired  to  a 
convent,  where  she  inflicted  on  herself  such 
severe  penances,  that  she  fell  a  victim  to  her 
austerities,  and,  in  1117,  closed  her  evil  and 
troubled  life. 

Louis  VL  {le  Gros,  or,  the  Fat).  1108. 

He  married  Adelaide,  daughter  of  Hum- 
bert, Count  of  Maurienne.  She  was  lovely 
and  amiable,  and  forms  an  exception  to  this 
ffloomy  list  of  regal  consorts,  for  she  lived 
happily  and  worthily  with  Louis.  One  grief, 
however,  she  felt  in  the  premature  death  of 
her  eldest  son,  Philip,  by  a  fall  from  his 
horse.  A  fter  the  king  s  decease,  she  married 
Matthieu  Sire  de  Montmorency,  Constable 


of  France,  from  whom,  after  fifteen  years, 
she  separated,  to  retire  to  a  cloister  she  had 
founded. 

Louis  VII,  {the  Young),  1137. 

His  first  wife,  Eleanor  of  Aquitaine,  dis- 
gusted him  by  the  gross  improprieties  of 
her  conduct  in  the  Holy  Land,  whither  she 
had  accompanied  him,  and  where  she  had 
incurred  scandal  with  the  celebrated  sultan, 
Saladin,  and  others ;  and  even  with  her  own 
uncle,  Raymond  of  Poic tiers.  Louis,  there- 
fore, divorced  her,  and  she  immediately 
married  again  with  Henry  II.  of  England. 
But  the  shadow  of  the  crown  matrimonial 
of  France  rested  upon  her  still ;  witness  her 
well-known  unhappiness  with  Henry,  their 
mutual  dislike,  her  jealousy,  the  discords  she 
excited  between  her  sons  and  their  father, 
and  her  deserved  and  long  imprisonment. 
Constance,  daughter  of  Alphonso,  King  of 
Castile,  second  wife  of  Louis,  was  worthy  of 
the  influence  she  possessed  over  his  heart ; 
but  their  happiness  was  very  brief,  beinff 
terminated  in  four  years  by  the  early  death 
of  Constance  in  childbirth.  She  was  buried 
at  St.  Denis.  The  third  queen  of  Louis, 
Auoe,  daughter  of  Thibaut,  Count  of  Cam- 
pagne,  and  niece  of  our  English  king,  Ste- 
phen, lived  peacefully,  as  it  appears,  and,  sur- 
viving her  husband,  was  regent  for  her  son. 

Philip  II.  {sumamed  Augustus).  1186. 

His  first  wife,  Isabel,  daughter  of  the 
Count  of  Hainault,  was  married  to  him 
when  both  bride  and  bridegroom  were  only 
twelve  years  of  age.  Philip  having  after- 
wards quarrelled  with  her  uncle,  the  Count 
of  Flanders,  the  girlish  queen,  then  but 
seventeen,  was  accused  by  some  malicious 
persons  of  taking  part  with  the  Count  against 
her  husband,  who,  imbibing  a  dislike  to  her, 
exiled  her  from  court,  and  sent  her  to  live  in 
a  kind  of  disgrace  at  Sens.  At  length  re- 
lenting, he  recalled  her ;  but  her  younff  and 
clouded  life  was  terminated  by  her  dymg  in 
childbirth,  at  the  age  of  twenty-one.  Her 
successor  was  Ingerburg,  daughter  of  Wal- 
demar.  King  of  Denmark.  She  was  beauti- 
ful, with  a  profusion  of  fair  hair,  and  was 
scarcely  seventeen  when  married.  The  day 
after  the  nuptials  she  was  crowned.  During 
the  rites  Philip  was  observed  to  gaze  upon 
her,  and  then  to  turn  pale ;  and  became  so 
troubled,  that  he  could  scarcely  be  induced 
by  his  ministers  to  allow  the  ceremony  to 
continue.  But  in  a  fortnight  afterwards  he 
called  a  council,  and    di?oroed  the    poor 
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yoQDg  foreigner,  who,  on  learning  from  an  in-  I 
terpreter  whnt  the  proceedings  meant,  burst 
into  tears,  exclHimin^  in  a  broken  dialect —  | 
"Bad  France! — Rome  !"iiripl;inglhat  she  ap- 
pealed Lo  Rome  from  the  injustice  of  France. 
But  Philip  brutally  imprisoned  her  in  the  con- 
Teot  of  CJHoin,  near  Lisle,  and  left  her  in  such 
penury  that  she  waa  often  dependent  on  her 
needlework  for  her  food.  In  1196,  Philip 
married  Aonbs,  the  lovely  and  amiable 
daughter  of  Merania.  But  Pope  Celestine, 
at  the  instance  of  Canute,  Ingerburg's 
brother,  annulled  the  divorce  of  the  latter, 
and  dissolved  the  marriage  of  Agnes  and 
Philip.  The  king  refused  Uj  renounce  his 
Dew  wife,  and  shut  up  Ingerhurg  in  a  still 
more  rigorous  imprisonment  than  before,  at 
Eiampes.  The  kmgdom  was  laid  under  an 
interdict,  and  a  council  was  called  at  Sois- 
Bons,  where  the  cause  of  Ingerburg  was 
pleaded  so  earnestly,  that  Philip,  without 
wtuting  for  the  termmation,  silently  retired  ; 
and  riding  to  the  prison  of  the  young  Dane, 
placed  her  behind  him  on  horseback,  and 
without  any  attendants,  or  respect,  carried 
faer  to  Paris,  and  acknowledged  her  as 
queen.  Agnes  de  Merania,  seeing  herself 
abandoned,  died  of  grief  noon  after,  at  the 
Castle  of  Poissi.  After  her  death,  Philip 
again  cast  off  the  so  often  insulted  Inger- 
burg, and  again  imprisoned  her;  but  was 
constrained  by  the  Pope  to  release  and  recall 
her  to  court,  where  she  continued  to  reside 
meekly  and  patiently,  ill-treated  by  the  king, 
hut  pitied  hy  the  people.  She  survived  her 
tyrant,  who  has  incurred  the  odium  of 
makiog  three  lovely  and  virtuous  young 
women  undeservedly  miserable. 

LouU  VIII.  {:ht  Lion).  1263. 
His  queen,  Blancbb,  daughter  of  Al- 
phooBO  VIII.  of  Castile  (and  of  Eleanor  of 
England),  was  so  fair  that  she  was  called 
Candidt,  and  was  good,  prudent  and  pious. 
She  enjoyed  her  husband's  love  in  a  happy 
union  of  twenty-six  years.  Yet  she  was  not 
exempt  from  royal  anxieties  ;  for  during  her 
regency  for  ber  son  (8t.  Louis),  she  had 
many  troubles,  cares,  and  difficulties,  on 
account  of  the  insurgent  nobles  and  the 
Bretons.  She  bad  lost  four  sons  and  n 
daughter  in  infancy,  and  she  finally  died  of 
grief  at  Maubuisson,  on  bearing  that  her 
son,  St.  IjouIs,  who  had  gone  to  Palestine, 
was  a  prisoner  in  Egypt. 

LottU  IX.  (Saint  louts).  1228. 
Wboi  only  nineteen  be  named  Maxqabet, 


daughterof  Raymond  Berenger,  Count  of  Tou- 
louse, who  was  herself  but  fifteen.  She  had 
every  advantage  of  person,  mind  and  heart, 
and  was  ever  beloved  by  Louis.  But  in  her 
early  days  she  experienced  great  vexation  from 
her  mother-in-law,  Blanche,  who  so  entirely 
separated  the  affectionate  young  couple,  that 
she  would  not  permit  them  even  to  converse 
together.  On  one  occasion  when  Margaret 
was  dangerously  ill,  and  Louis  had  ventured 
to  her  room  to  mquire  after  her  health,  bis 
mother,  finding  him  there,  took  him  by  the 
hand  to  lead  him  out ;  and  the  poor  invalid 
called  to  her  in  tears — ''  What,  madame  I 
will  you  not  suffer  me,  either  living  or  dying, 
to  speak  to  my  lord  and  husband  ?"  After 
the  death  of  Blanche,  the  domesiic  happiness 
of  Margaret  was  unbroken,  if  we  except  her 
natural  grief  at  losing  six  of  her  eleven 
children.  But  her  greatest  affliction  was 
the  loss  of  St.  Louis,  who  died  of  the  plague 
in  Tunis.  She  died  1295,  and  was  buried  at 
St.  Denis. 

PhiUp  III.  {tht  Hardy).  1270. 
His  Srst  wife,  Isabel,  daughter  of  James  T., 
King  of  Arragon,  was  only  fifteen  at  the 
time  of  her  marriage,  and  had  a  fair  prospect 
of  happiness,  had  life  been  spared.  But  she 
died  at  twenty-five,  in  consequence  of  a  fall 
from  her  horse,  which  occasioned  a  premature 
confinement.  She  was  buried  at  St.  Denis. 
The  second  queen  of  Philip,  Mary  of  BaA- 
BANT,  daughter  of  Henry  Duke  of  Brabant, 
was  handsome  and  intellectual,  and  was  at 
first  Ijeloved  by  her  husband.  But  a  gulf 
was  soon  opened  between  them  by  the 
calumny  of  a  man  named  La  Brosse,  an  up- 
start favorite  of  Philip,  who  accused  Mary 
of  having  poisoned  Louis,  the  son  of  her 
predecessor  Isabel.  Philip  imprisoned  the 
queen,  and  treated  her  with  rigor.  But  her 
brother,  then  Duke  of  Brabant,  came  forward 
in  her  defence ;  and  after  a  searching  ex- 
amination. La  Brosse  was  convicted  (by  the 
confession  of  one  of  his  tools)  of  the  young 
prince's  murder,  and  was  hanged,  Mair 
was  honorably  acquitted  ;  but  she  had  suf- 
fered severely  in  mind  and  in  health,  from 
the  trials  and  indignities  to  which  she  had 
been  exposed.  After  Philip's  death  she 
lived  in  a  close  retreat  from  the  world.  One 
of  her  daughters,  Margaret,  was  the  second 
wife  of  Edward  I.,  of  England. 

Philip  IV.  {the  Fair).  128B. 

His  queen  was  Joan,  daughter  of  Henry, 
King  of  NftTorre.    She  had  great  talents. 
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and  &  taste  for  the  fine  arts ;  and  seems  to 
have  escaped,  in  a  great  degree,  the  sorrows 
of  the  crown  matrimonial  of  France.  But 
ibe  had  only  attained  the  age  of  thirty- three 
at  her  death.  One  of  her  daughters,  Isabel, 
was  married  to  Edward  II.,  of  England,  sub- 
sequently to  her  mother's  decease. 

We  come  now  in  order  of  time  to  four 
Burgundian  princesses  (two  pairs  of  sisters), 
whose  respective  husbands  filled  the  throne 
of  France  in  succession,  under  the  title  of 
Louis  X.  (le  Rutin),  Philip  V.  (the  Tall), 
Charles  IV.  (the  Handsome);  and  Philip  VI. 
(de  Valois).  These  ladies  were  Margaret 
and  Joan,  daughters  of  Robert  II.  Duke  of 
Burgundy,  consorts  of  Louis  X.  and  Philip 
de  Valois ;  and  Janb  and  Blanche,  daugh- 
ters of  Otho  of  Burgundy,  and  wives  of 
Philip  V.  and  Charles  IV. 

Margaret  was   married,  when   scarcely 
fifteen,  to  Louis  X.    She  was  very  handsome, 
and  depraved  in  no  ordinary  degree.    She, 
with  her  sisters-in-law,  Jane  and  Blanche, 
inhabited  the  Hotel  de  Nesle,  that  stood  on 
the  Seine,*  and  that  has  acquired  an  infamous 
celebrity  from  the  scandalous  revels  of  these 
beautiful  but  wicked  young  females,  who  are 
said  to  have  caused  the  guests  they  admitted 
secretly  to  be  hurled  down  a  trap-door  and 
drowned  in  the '  river,  if  they  unfortunately 
recognized  in  their  fair  and  anonymous  en- 
tertainers the  wives  of  their  princes.     Mar- 
garet and   Blanche    had   selected   two  fa- 
vorites,   Norman     knights     and     brothers, 
named  Philip  and  Walter  d*Aulnay.     The 
latter  had  been  attached  to  Mademoiselle  de 
Morfontaine,  who,  finding  herself  neglected, 
was  inspired  by  jealousy  to  watch  her  fickle 
lover,  and  thus  discovered  the  double  in- 
trigue, which  soon  came  to  the  knowledge  of 
the  king  (then  Philip  IV.)     On  the  trial  of 
the  criminals,  revelations  especially  disgrace- 
ful to  the  princesses  were  made.   The  brothers 
d'Aulnay  were  executed,  after  being  put  to 
tortures  too  horrible  to  relate.     Some  per- 
sons proved  to  have  been  accessories  to  the 
royal  intriguantes,  were  likewise  put  to  death. 
Margaret  and  Blanche  were  degraded,  and 
stripped  of  their  inheritances;  their  heads 
were  shaved,  and  they  were  imprisoned  in 
a  most  rigorous   manner  in   the    Chateau 
Gaillard,  about  seven  leagues  from  Rouen. 
Margaret  was  strangled  by  the  hands  of  an 
executioner  in  her  duneeon,  by  the  king's 
order,  in  1315,  when  only  twenty -six. 

Blanche   remained  a  close  prisoner  for 
twelve  years.    She  was  then  removed  to  the 

*  Its  lite  is  now  occupied  b^  the  Pslace  of  the 
Inetitate,  and  tome  other  bnildiDgi. 


Abbey  of  Maubuisson,  where  she  took  the 
veil,  but  did  not  long  survive  her  profession. 
Her  two  children  pre-deceased  her.  She 
was  never  crowned  as  the  consort  of  Charles 
IV.,  but  the  shadow  of  the  crown  matrimo- 
nial projected  it«elf  forwards,  and  fell  upon 
her,  as  it  were,  by  anticipation. 

Jane  was  sentenced  to  imprisonment  in 
the  Castle  of  Dourdan.  But  she  was  the 
heiress  of  the  province  of  Franche  Comte, 
which  her  husband  did  not  think  it  good 
policy  to  restore,  as  he  should  do  if  he  di- 
vorced her.  He  therefore  affected  to  believe 
her  innocent  of  the  charges  brought  against 
her,  and  applied  to  the  parliament  for  her 
acquittal  and  restoration  to  her  rank  and 
honors.  During  the  life  of  her  husband. 
King  Philip  V.,  Jane  lived  decorously ;  but 
her  after  years  proved  the  truth  of  the  for- 
mer accusations ;  for  her  widowhood  was  a 
career  of  the  utmOst  profligacy.  She  died 
in  Flanders  at  the  age  of  thirty-seven. 

Joan  of  Burgundy,  sister  of  Queen  Mar- 
garet, and  wife  to  Philip  VI.  (de  Valois), 
bore  a  very  different  character  from  that  of 
her  guilty  relatives.  She  was  prudent  and 
virtuous,  and  was  beloved  by  her  husband, 
but  had  the  grief  to  see  his  kingdom  over- 
run by  the  English.  The  fate  and  the  crim- 
inality of  her  sister  must  have  given  her 
many  bitter  pangs.  She  died  at  fifty-five, 
and  was  buried  at  St.  Denis. 

After  the  execution  of  Margaret  in  the 
dungeon  of  Chateau  Gaillard,  her  husband, 
Louis  X.,  took  for  his  second  wife  Clemenoe 
of  Anjou.  But  she  had  been  only  a  few 
months  wedded  when  Louis  died,  leaving 
her  enceinte.  The  violence  of  her  grief 
brought  on  fever,  and  her  posthumous  child 
died  m  a  few  days  after  its  birth.  She  her- 
self died  young,  in  retirement. 

After  the  demise  of  Blanche  in  her  clois- 
ter, her  widower,  Charles  IV.,  married  Mart 
of  Luxemburg,  daugiiter  of  the  Emperor 
Henry  VIl.  She  was  amiable,  dbcreet,  and 
beloved,  and  died  in  childbirth,  aged  only 
eighteen,  in  a  year  after  her  marriage. 

The  third  wife  of  Charles,  Jane  d'Eve- 
REux,  his  cousin,  was  worthy  of  the  love  and 
esteem  he  bestowed  upon  her.  But  she  lost 
her  affectionate  husband  by  death  after  three 
years  only  of  union.  Jane  lived  to  the  age 
of  sixty,  and  was  buried  at  St.  Denis.  The 
crown  made  for  her  coronation  was  used  to 
crown  the  succeeding  queens  of  France. 

On  the  death  of  Joan  q(  Burgundy,  the 
virtuous  sister  of  the  strangled  Margaret, 
Philip  VI.  married  Blanche  of  Navarre, 
then  only  eighteen.    But  her  regal  splendors 
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and  domestic  affections  were  overthrown  bv 
the  death  of  Philip,  in  a  year  and  a  half 
after  their  nuptials;  and  she  was  left  a 
widow  and  enceinte  before  she  had  completed 
her  twentieth  y enr.  She  hsd  Bubsequeotly 
the  misfortune  to  lose  her  only  ohlld,  Blanche, 
in  the  bloom  of  .youth.  Queen  Blanche 
lived  in  retirement,  and  died  at  seventy,  and 
was  buried  al  St.  Denis. 

John  (Ihe  Good).    .1300. 

He  nas  much  attached  to  his  estimable 
wife,  BoKA  of  LnzEUBDRQ  ;  but  the  calami- 
ties of  his  unfortunaM  reign  were  a  aource 
of  anguish  to  her,  both  as  wife  and  queen. 
The  realm  was  torn  by  civil  factions,  and 
devastated  by  the  victoriona  nnns  of  the 
English,  under  Edward  III.  Bona  did  not 
long  survive  the,  to  her,  disastrona  battle  of 
Creasy,  in  which  so  many  of  the  French  no- 
bles perished. 

His  second  wife,  the  charming  Janb 
d'Auverore,  widow  of  Philip  de  Roavres 
Duka  of  Burgundy,  had  her  share  of  sorrows, 
as  queen,  wife,  and  mother.  She  saw  her 
'  royal  husband  defeated  at  all  points  by  the 
English,  taken  prisoner  at  Poictiers,  and  car- 
ried to  London,  to  endure  a  four  years'  long 
captivity;  and  the  kingdom,  in  his  absence, 
a  prey  to  the  horrible  atrocities  of  the  peas- 
ant war,  called  the  Jacquerie.  The  dauphin, 
her  step-son,  treated  her  with  disrespect, 
deprived  her  of  the  regency,  and  obliged 
her  to  retire  to  Burgundy.  Her  own  two 
daughters  died  young;  and  when  her  hns' 
band  was  free  to  return  to  her,  in  ISSl,  it 
was  with  estranged  affections,  he  having  fall- 
en io  love,  while  in  London,  with  a  lady, 
to  be  near  whom  he  returned  to  England  and 
lo  captivity,  in  which  he  died.  Gnef  short- 
ened the  days  of  hb  unhappy  queen,  who 
survived  him  but  a  year.  She  died  in  1366, 
and  was  buried  at  St.  Denis. 

Ckarlei  V.  {the  Wm).  1359. 
His  wife,  the  accomplished  and  handsome 
Janb  nn  Bocrboh,  died  in  childbirth,  leav- 
ing her  husband  inconsolable.  Of  her  nine 
children,  six  had  died  before  her.  Dying  in 
1378,  aged  forty,  aha  was  buried  at  St. 
Denis. 

Charltt  VI.  {the  Beloved).     1380. 

He  married  the  beautiful  and  depraved 
IsABKL  of  Bavaria,  notorious  for  her  conju- 
gal infidelities,  her  violence,  cruelty,  prodi- 
gality, and  want  of  natural  affection  for  her 
children.    On  account  of  her  licentious  oon- 


duct,  the  king  caused  her  to  be  imprisoned 
for  a  time;  his  subsequent  insanity,  however, 
gave  her  power  and  liberty,  which  she 
abused.  She  was  disgraced  by  her  inti- 
macy with  her  husband  a  brother,  the  Dnke 
of  Orieans,  and  then  with  the  Duke  of  Bur- 
gundy, the  murderer  of  Orleans.  Her  favor- 
ite, Boisdourdan,  was  put  to  death  by  order 
of  the  king,  issued  in  a  lucid  interval.  An- 
other, Saligny,  was  arrested  by  the  dauphin, 
who  oon6nea  his  mother  in  a  prison,  whence 
she  was  delivered  by  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 
in  arms.  France  was  overran  by  the  Eng- 
lish, and  deluged  with  blood  by  inl«stiiie 
factions;  the  people  were  atarviog,  the  king 
insane,  and  witli  his  children  often  in  want 
of  the  commonest  necessaries.  Isabel  and 
ber  son,  the  danphin,  detested  each  other; 
she  endeavored  to  poison  him,  and  failing, 
negotiated,  in  order  to  ruin  bim  with  the 
English,  for  the  cession  of  France ;  and  made 
a  marriage  between  her  daughter  Catherine* 
and  Henry  V.  of  England.  On  the  death 
of  the  lunatic  and  neglected  king,  Isabel, 
despised  by  the  English,  and  abhorred  by 
the  FrenoQ,  fell  into  merited  poverty  and 
desolation :  and  when  she  died,  none  could 
be  found  to  pay  any  regard  to  her  remains, 
which  were  conveyed  at  night  in  a  little  boat 
across  the  Seine  to  St.  Denis,  accompanied 
only  by  one  priest  and  the  boatman. 

Charles  VII.  {the  Vieloriout).     1428. 

He  married  Mart  of  Ahjou,  daughter  of 
James  II.  King  of  Naples.  She  was  a  wo- 
man of  most  exemplary  conduct,  good  sense, 
and  religions  feelines,  and  was  at  first  much 
esteemed  by  Charfes,  till  he  was  alienated 
from  her  by  bis  mistresses ;  then  he  treated 
her  with  the  utmost  disdun,  and  would  not 
even  speak  to  her ;  and  his  favorites  (with 
the  exception  of  the  celebrated  Agnes  Sorel), 
emboldened  by  his  example,  behaved  to  the 
queen  with  great  indignity.  Yet  she  en- 
dured all  with  uncomplaining  meekness,  and 
declined  the  advice  of  her  friends  to  with- 
draw from  court,  the  scene  of  her  griefs,  lest 
it  should  injure  the  king  with  his  people, 
who  were  suffering  deeply  from  the  English 
armies  in  their  country;  and,  to  add  to  her 
griefs,  ber  son,  Charles  of  Normandy,  was 
poisoned.  After  the  death  of  the  king,  Mwy 
founded  twelve  ckaptHee  ardentes,  with  twelve 
priests  in  each,  (o  pray  night  and  day  for  the 
repose  of  his  soul.  She  died  in  1408,  and 
was  buried  at  St.  Denis. 


*  H«r  daughter  babal  hsd  been  previonilj  Hur- 
ried to  Biehsrd  IL  of  England,  who  ws«  deUin»i«d 
by  tiM  EiUmt  of  Oathaiins's  hntbaiid. 
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Louii  XL 


Th<5  first  wife  of  this  bad  man  was  Mar- 
OABST,  daughter  of  James  I.  of  Scotland. 
She  was  witty  and  accomplished,  but  had 
no  personal  attractions,  and  was  disliked  and 
ill-treated  by  Louis.  Having  been  calum- 
niated»  and  without  redress,  by  a  gentleman 
,  named  Count  James  de  Tilly,  she  fell  ill  from 
chagrin,  and  was  so  weary  of  her  sad  exist- 
ence, that  she  refused  to  take  any  remedy  to 
save  her  life,  saying,  **  Fie  upon  life !  let  no 
one  speak  of  it  to  me  any  more.**  Mary 
died  childless,  and  very  young.  She  was 
never  queen ;  but  being  dauphiness,  was 
queen  expectant;  and  the  crown  matrimo- 
nial had  cast  its  dark  shadow  forwards. 

The  second  wife  of  Louis,  and  his  crowned 

2neen,  was  Charlotte,  daughter  of  Louis 
^ake  of  Savoy.  She  was  amiable,  meek- 
spirited,  and  modest;  yet  her  evil-minded 
husband  treated  her  not  merely  with  unkind- 
ness,  but  with  brutality.  He  insulted  her 
by  his  numerous  infidelities,  and  kept  her  in 
such  poverty,  that  her  food  was  scanty  and 
coarse,  and  her  apparel  mean  and  patched. 
When  he  was  at  war  with  the  Duke  of  Bur- 
gundy, suspecting  the  queen  to  be  well  in- 
clined to  the  interests  of  his  adversary,  he 
imprisoned  the  unfortunate  Charlotte  in  the 
Chateau  of  Amboise,  where  she  sufiered 
8till  greater  distresses  than  ever.  Of  six 
children,  she  buried  two  sons  and  a  daugh- 
ter young.  Her  constitution  was  so  broken 
by  the  inroads  of  penury  and  constant  vexa- 
tion, that  she  died  in  three  months  after  the 
decease  of  the  tyrant.  Her  tomb  at  Clery 
was  broken  open  and  profaned  by  the  Hu- 
gonots  in  the  subsequent  religious  wars. 

Charles  VIII.  {the  Courteous).  1443. 

His  consort  was  Anne,  only  child  of 
Francis  IL  Duke  of  Brittany — a  princess  dis- 
tinguished by  brilliant  advantages  of  mind 
snd  person.  She  was  at  first  attached  to 
the  Duke  of  Orleans,  afterwards  Louis  XII., 
but  was  required  to  relinquish  him,  in  order 
to  marry  Charles  VIIL,  to  whom  she  made 
an  affectionate  wife.  In  her  early  years 
some  clouds  dimmed  her  horizon  ;  but  sub- 
sequently her  sky  was  calm  and  bright. 
Charles  was,  for  some  time,  a  negligent  and 
unfaithful  husband;  and  she  lost  all  her 
children,  three  sons  and  a  daughter,  in  infan- 
cy ;  the  loss  of  the  young  dauphin,  in  par- 
ticular, afflicted  her  severely.  At  the  close 
of  his  life,  Charles  became  more  sensible  of 
his  wife's  merits,  and  more  endeared  to  her ; 
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and  she  grieved  sincerely  at  his  premature 
death.  But  her  destiny  was  prosperous: 
she  retained  her  rank  as  queen  consort,  by 
becoming  the  wife  of  her  first  love,  the  Duke 
of  Orleans,  who  succeeded  Charles  on  the 
throne ;  and  over  the  heart  and  mind  of 
Louis  she  ever  preserved  a  strong  influence. 
Yet  she  died  early,  in  childbirth,  when  she 
had  scarce  numbered  thirty-eight  years ;  she 
was  buried  at  St.  Denis.  The  predecessor 
of  Anne,  with  Louis  XIL,  had  been  Joan, 
the  sister  of  Charles  VIIP.,  and  daughter  of 
Louis  XL,  whom  Louis,  when  Duke  of  Or- 
leans, had  been  reluctantly  forced  to  marry 
when  the  princess  was  but  twelve  years  old. 
This  ill-fated  lady  was  remarkably  plain,  and 
even  somewhat  deformed ;  but  wise,  pious, 
good,  and  tender ;  and  was,  unhappily  for 
her  peace,  affectionately  attached  to  a  hus- 
band to  whom  she  was  an  object  of  dislike.* 
She  was  allowed,  for  a  brief  space,  the 
empty  title  of  queen,  of  which  Louis  XII. 
WHS  in  haste  to  despoil  her,  for  the  sake  of 
her  brilliant  rival,  her  brother's  widow,  Anne 
of  Brittany.  The  new  king  assembled  a 
council  to  sanction  his  divorce  from  Joan  ; 
and  the  proceedings  took  a  peculiar  course, 
that  were  torture  to  the  mind  of  a  delicate 
and  sensitive  princess.  After  her  divorce 
was  pronounced,  Joan  retired  to  the  Convent 
of  the  Annunciation  at  Bourges,  where  she 
lived  in  the  odor  of  sanctity,  and  died  at  the 
age  of  forty-one. 

The  third  wife  of  Louis  XIL  was  Mart, 
daughter  of  Henry  VI L  of  England — an 
unwilling  and  sorrowful  bride,  constrained  to 
marry,  in  the  bloom  of  seventeen,  an  infirm' 
old  king,  while  her  heart  was  given  to  Charles 
Brandon,  afterwards  Duke  of  Suffolk.  Her 
love  for  Brandon,  who  had  accompanied  her 
to  France,  was  discovered  by  the  Countess 
of  Angouleme,  whose  son  Francis  was  heir 
to  the  crown,  Louis  having  no  male  offspring  ; 
and  the  young  queen  had  the  mortification 
to  find  herself  placed  under  a  rigorous  and 
humiliating  surceillance,  established  by  Mad- 
ame d'Angouleme,  who  had  determined  to 
keep  watch  over  h^r  conduct.  However, 
the  death  of  Louis  after  a  brief  union  of 
only  three  months,  terminated  her  restraint, 
and  her  unwelcome  royalty.  She  wedded 
her  first  love  ;  but  numbered  no  more  than 
thirty-seven  years  at  her  death. 

*  Madame  de  Oenlis^s  Novel,  "  Jeanne  de  France," 
of  which  this  prineesB  ia  the  heroine,  in  repreeenting 
Louis  XII.  as  cherifthing  any  tender  feelings  for  her^ 
deviates  from  the  general  testimonies  oi  history. 
Seott's  *'  Quentin  Durward"  conveys  more  truthful 
impresions  of  his  sentimenta 
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fVan^  I.  1015. 
Hia  firet  queen,  Claude,  daughter  or 
Louis  XII.  and  Anne  of  Brittany — nmiable 
and  mild,  but  not  handsome — was  neglected 
by  her  husband  for  hia  many  mistreMes.  Of 
seven  children,  she  lost  four,  and  died  for- 
saken and  spirit-hroken  at  twenty-Gve,  and 
was  buried  at  St.  Denis.  Her  snccessor 
was  the  handsome  and  accomplished  Elba- 
NOR,  sister  of  the  Emperor  Charles  V.,  and 
widow  of  Emanuel  King  of  Portugal.  Not- 
withstanding all  her  attractions,  she  received 
neiLber  attention  nor  respect  from  Francis  ; 
who,  ungrateful  to  her  for  all  her  exertions  to 
maintain  peace  between  him  and  the  emperor, 
seemed  as  though  hestudied  to  distress  her  by 
his  public  and  various  profligacies;  and  she  was, 
in  particular,  deeply  pained  by  the  ostenta- 
tious appearance  of  the  Duchess  d'Etampes 
(Anne  de  Pisselieu)  at  court.  Eleanor  felt 
the  sorrow  of  being  separated  from  her  first 
lover,  Frederick,  brother  of  the  Elector  Pala- 
tine— of  losing  an  amiable,  respectable  hus- 
band, who  loved  her,  and  whom  she  esteemed 
— and  of  being  parted  for  ever,  by  state 
policy,  from  her  only  child,  the  Portuguese 
infanta,  Maria,  on  account  of  her  marriage 
with  the  French  king,  who  proved  to  her  so 
unworthy  a  husband.  After  the  death  of 
Francis,  Eleanor,  weary  of  court  life,  devo- 
ted herself  to  religious  observances. 

Benry  II.'  U41. 
His  queen  has  left  a  det«stnble  memory 
in  the  records  of  Europe.  Catuzrinb  de 
Mbdidib,  daughter  of  Lorenzo  Duke  of  Ur- 
bino,  and  niece  of  Pope  Clement  VIL,  hand- 
some, talented,  and  wicked,  in  a  corrupt  and 
turbulent  time,  seems  to  us  like  a  blood-red 
meteor  gleaming  from  a  black  and  stormv 
sky.  By  her  own  cnminal  conduct  she  gave 
a  pretext  to  her  husband  for  his  undisguised 
infidelities  with  ladies  who  were  more  the 
queens  of  his  court  than  his  wife  was  per- 
mitted to  be,  and  she  was  often  threatened 
with  divorce.  Catherine,  ambitious  to  reign 
nnder  her  son's  name,  wickedly  strove  to  in- 
capacitate her  children  from  power  by  a  bad 
education ;  she  indulged  them  in  idleness ; 
early  initiated  them  into  luxury  and  licentious- 
neu ;  and  seared  their  feelings  by  bringing 
them  to  behold,  as  spectacles,  criminals  tor- 
tured and  executed,  and  animal stormen led. 
Bui  as  she  sowed  shereiiped.  Her  sons,  bro- 
ken in  ooostitution  from  their  dissipated  habits, 
died  early,  and  without  beirs  ;  by  whieh  she 
•aw  the  sceptre  pass  into  the  hands  of  Hen- 
ry of  Navarre,  whom  she  detested,  the  bu- 


[Mq. 

band  of  her  daughter  Ifargaret,  who  woa 
scorned  by  that  husband  for  her  profligacy, 
the  result  of  her  eduoation;  and  she  aaw 
her  innocent  daughter  Elixaheth  nnkindlj 
treated  by  her  morose  consort,  Philip  IL  of 
Spain,  who  suspected  a  female  brought  op 
under  the  auspices  of  Ciitherine  de  Medicis. 
After  the  death  of  her  husband  (killed  in  ■ 
tournament).  Catherine  fomented  the  feuds 
of  the  Quises  and  the  Monlmorenoies,  thkt 
distracted  France ;  and  instigated  her  sob, 
Charles  IX,  to  the  Uassacre  of  St.  Bartholo- 
mew ;  which  subsequently  so  preyed  npoB 
his  mind,  that  on  his  death-bed  he  drove  her 
from  his  presence  with  horror.  His  brother 
and  snceessor,  Henry  III.,  being  defeated  by 
the  League,  and  obliged  lo  quit  Paris,  in  con- 
sequence of  his  mother's  intrigues  and  bod 
advice,  forbade  her  to  re-appear  at  the  coun- 
cil, reproaching  her  with  such  sererity,  that 
irntaiion,  at  the  words  of  the  only  child  she 
had  really  loved,  brought  on  afeverof  which 
she  died  ;  despised  for  her  lapses  from  vu-tue, 
and  execrated  for  her  many  omelties.  She 
was  buried  at  St.  Denis. 

Ihtneu  IL  1569. 
This  only  amiable  son  of  CAlherine  de 
Medicis,  was  married  at  fifteen  to  the  beauti- 
ful Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  who  bad  been 
educated  with  him  in  France.  They  tender- 
ly loved  each  other ;  but  in  two  years  after 
their  marriage,  and  one  year  after  coming  to 
the  throne,  Francis  died  childless,  to  the 
great  grief  of  his  young  widow.  Mary  fre- 
quentiy  indulged  and  solaced  her  affliction 
by  composing  little  poems  to  his  memory, 
and  singing  them  to  her  lute.  As  a  speci- 
men of  these  effusions  we  translate  one  of 
the  shortest  with  which  we  are  acquainted  . — 


,  hina  voice  glad^  i 
By  night,  by  day,  in  good  or 
Repose  or  tnl,  uioa'rt  with  n 


I  still. 


It  was  with  deep  regret  that  Mary,  com- 
pelled by  the  machinations  of  the  queen- 
mother,  Catherine  (who  dreaded  the  influ- 
ence of  her  talents  and  her  beauty  at  court,) 
found  it  necessary  to  leave  France,which  stw 
loved  as  the  scene  of  her  youthful  happiiMM, 
and  return  to  Scotland.  The  crown  matri- 
monial of  France  bad  fallen  from  her  bead, 
yet  its  ihoms  olave  to  her,  even  when  she 
crossed  the  sens  ;  for  much  of  her  subsequent 
and  well-known  misery  is  attributable  to  her 
Frenob  ediwaiioii.  and  to  the   manoera  and 
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ideas  she  had  learoed  in  the  French  courti 
which  had  unfitted  her  for  the  more  soher 
and  decorous  country  of  her  birth. 

Charles  IX.   1560. 

Elxzabkth,  his  consort,  and  daughter  of 
the  Emperor  Maximilian,  was  good,  sensible, 
and  pious ;  but  though  respected  by  the 
king,  she  was  very  unhappy.  The  profligate 
court  was  a  scene  shocking  to  her  piety  and 
purity,  and  she  lived  in  it,  but  not  of  it,  a 
very  solitary  life ;  seldom  speaking,  and  then 
only  in  Spanish,  her  vernacular  tongue. 
Though  she  bore  meekly  with  the  mistresses 
whom  her  husband  paraded  before  her,  she 
was  deeply  hurt  by  his  infidelities.  Charles, 
on  his  death-bed,  confessed  himself  unworthy 
of  so  amiable  a  wife,  and  regretted  the 
sorrows  he  had  caused  her;  sorrows 
which  left  such  enduring  traces  on  her  mind, 
that  though  young  when  widowed,  she  re- 
tired into  a  perfect  seclusion,  refusing  the 
proffered  alliances  of  the  kings  of  Spam  and 
rortueal,  and  founded  at  Vienna  a  convent, 
in  which  she  devoted  herself  to  religious  ex- 
ercises till  her  death,  at  the  age  of  thirty - 
eight. 

Henry  III.  1574. 

His  wife,  Louisa,  daughter  of  Louis  Duke 
of  Mercoeur,  of  the  house  of  Lorraine,  had  a 
cheerless  lot.  She  was  separated  from  her 
lover,  the  Count  de  Solm,  to  whom  she  was 
about  to  be  united,  and  wedded  a  man  who, 
though  at  first  dazzled  with  her  beauty,  soon 
weaned  of  her  melancholy  and  of  her  inani- 
mate manners;  and  the  queen  dowager, 
Catherine,  by  her  mischievous  interposition, 
estranged  him  still  more  from  his  fair  bride. 
Louisa  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  her  only 
child  at  its  birth ;  and  the  murder  of  the 
Guises,  her  beloved  relatives,  by  the  treache- 
ry of  her  husband,  filled  her  with  horror. 
She  felt  great  indignation  at  the  insolent  con- 
duet  of  Henry's  mistresses  at  court;  and  he, 
in  revenge  for  her  complaints,  dismissed  all 
her  attendants,  leaving  her  in  a  state  of  sol- 
itude. She  sunk  into  melancholy,  became 
negligent  of  her  dress  and  appearance,  and 
seemed  anxious  to  forget  she  was  a  queen. 
After  the  murder  of  Henry,  by  Jahies  Clem- 
ent, Louisa  dedicated  her  life  to  religious  se- 
clusion, imposing  on  herself  so  many  pilgrim- 
ages and  austerities,  that  she  shortened  her 
days  by  them,  and  died  1601. 

HiMry  IV.  {ike  Ortat).  15B9. 

Margarst  db  Yalois,  his  first  wife,daugh- 
ter  of  Henry  II.  and  Catherine  de  Medicis, 


corrupted  at  an  early  age  from  the  bad  ex- 
amples around  her,  was  noted  for  her  aban- 
doned conduct ;  yet  her  beauty  and  her  talents 
won  for  her  much  admiration  and  even  lit- 
erary homage.  Political  considerations  oc- 
casioned her  marriage  with  Henry  of  Navar- 
re, when  her  heart  was  devoted  to  the  Duke 
of  Guise ;  an  ill-omened  marriage,  celebreted 
hurriedly  and  without  the  usual  regal  pomp, 
and  stained  soon  after  with  the  blood  of  the 
Massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew.  Margaret 
and  Henry  hated  each  other  for  their  mutu* 
al  infidelities.  To  compel  her  to  consent  to 
a  divorce,  that  he  might  marry  his  favorite, 
Gabriel le  D*£tr6es,  Henry  treated  Margaret 
with  contempt,  exposed  her  to  want,  allow- 
ed his  mistresses  to  insult  her,  and  at  l^fst 
imprisoned  her  in  the  .castle  of  Usson,  where 
she  suffered  great  privations.  After  the 
death  of  Gabrielle,  Margaret  yielded  her 
consent  to  her  divorce,  retaining,  however, 
the  useless  title  of  queen,  but  seeing  the  real 
regal  honors  transferred  to  her  successor, 
Mary  de  Medicia.  Margaret  lived  to  behold 
the  annihilation  of  her  house,  and  even  the 
extinction  of  the  name  of  Yalois ;  all  her 
flatterers  forsook  her;  she  existed  poor  and 
neglected ;  and  solaced  herself  partly  in  de- 
votions, partly  in  revelries  unsuited  to  her 
age,  sex,  and  position ;  and  partly  in  com- 
posing poems  and  memoirs  commemorative 
of  her  many  lovers,  several  of  whom  died 
violent  deaths.  She  is  said  to  have  habitual- 
ly worn  a  large  farthingale  with  numerous 
pockets,  and  m  each  pocket  a  box  containing 
the  embalmed  heart  of  some  one  of  her  de- 
ceased favorites.  As  she  advanced  in  years 
she  became  hypochondriac  and  gloomy,  and 
died  at  the  age  of  sixty-three.  She  compos- 
ed for  herself  an  epitaph*,  from  the  original 
French  of  which  we  make  the  following 
translation : — 

EprrAFH. 

This  flower  of  Yalois*  tree,  in  which  hath  died 
A  name  so  many  monarchs  bore  with  pride, 
Margaret,  for  whom  fair  wreaths  the  Muses  wov», 
And  laurels  flourished  in  the  classic  grove, 
Hath  seen  her  wreaths,  her  laurels  wither*d  all. 
Hath  seen  at  one  rude  stroke  her  lilies  fall. 
The  crown  that  Hymen  in  too  fatal  haste 
Upon  her  brow  'mid  wild  disorders  placed, 
The  same  rude  stroke  to  earth  hath  cast ;  and 

now 
DespoiPd   she   lives,  like    wind-swept,  leafless 

bough. 

*  This  epitaph  is  in  Maigaret's  hand-writings  in 
oDe  of  her  BASS.,  preserved  in  the  "  Biblfotheqoe 
da  Rot"  lit  Fari&  An  eoeletiastie  onoe  falsely  elaimed 
the  aot  rahip  of  it^  the  merit  of  which  has  boon 
eetablis  ed  to  bdong  only  to  Mar^paNX. 
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She,  noble  phantom,  shade  of  what  had  been, 
A  wife,  but  huabandless — a  realmless  qaeen, 
Lineer'd  amid  the  relics  of  life's  fire, 
And  saw  her  name  before  herself  expire.  ' 

Margaret  was  buried  at  Sf.  Denis. 

In  the  Anthology  of  Constantine  Cepba- 
las  we  have  met  with  a  Greek  epitaph  (by 
Antipater)  on  an  unfortunate  bride,  which 
contains  a  few  lines  singularly  applicable  to 
the  disastrous  marriage  of  Margaret  de  Va- 
loisy  in  which  both  bride  and  bridegroom 
were  equally  unwilling,  and  which  was  pe- 
culiarly calamitous,  a^  the  prelude  to,  and 
the  signal  for,  the  carnage  of  St.  Bartholo- 
mew. That  the  reader  may  judge  of  the 
applicability,  we  give  our  translation  of  the 
Greek  lines : — 

Cans't  thou,  O  8an  !  this  vast  calamity 

With  patience  see ! — Woe    worth    yon  nuptial 

torch ; 
Whether  it  were  unwilling  Hymen's  hand, 
Or  willing  Pluto*8,  lighted  up  its  blaze. 

Mart  db  Medicis,  second  queen  of  Henry 
IV.,  and  daughter  of  Francis  Grand  Duke 
of  Tuscany,  was  very  unhappy.     She    was 
eclipsed  in  her  own  court  by  her  husband's 
mistress,  the  Marchioness  de  Verneuil,  who 
publicly  treated  her   witli   disrespect,    and 
mimicked   her  Italian  accent  and  manner. 
The  queen  complained  of  the  favorite's  inso- 
•lence.  and  her  remonstrances  caused  violent 
quarrels  between  her  and  the  king,  who  fre- 
quently threatened  to  divorce  her,  and  ille- 
gitimatize  her  son,  the  dauphin,  in  order  to 
marry  the  marchioness.     Mary's  temper  was 
soured,  and  her  mind   rendered  irritable  by 
her  constant    vexation    and  apprehension. 
After  Henry's  assassination  she  had  the   af- 
fliction to  see  her  friends,  the  Marquis  Consi- 
ni  and  his  wife,  put  to  death  by  the  order  of 
her  son ;  by  whom,  also,  she   herself    was 
twice  imprisoned  on  account  of  her  disagree- 
ment  with    his    prime   minister,  Richelieu. 
She  witnessed  the  misery  of  her  daughter, 
Henrietta  Maria,   wife   of    the  unfortunate 
Charles  I.  of  England,  and   she   became  an 
outcast.    Dismissed  from  England  by  Crom- 
well ;  obliged  to  quit  Holland  from  Richelieu's 
influence ;  denied  by  her  son  a  shelter  in  Pa- 
ris, where  she  had  reigned,  she   retired  to 
Cologne,  where,  deserted  by  all,  she  suffered 
such  poverty  that,  in  the  last  winter  of  her 
life,  she   could  not  purchase  fuel,  but  was 
obliged  to  burn  her  scanty  furniture.     Her 
privations  brought  on  dropsy,  of  which  she 
died.    We  have  ourselves  stood    in  front  of 
the  plain-looking,  mediocre  house  in  Cologne, 
occupied  by  the  exiled  queen  before  she  re- 
tired to  the  convent  in  which  she  died,  and 


have  recalled  to  memory  the  expressive  epi- 
taph composed  upon  her  fate :  we  offer  the 
reader  our  translation  of  it  from  the  original 
French : — 

EPITAPH. 
BT  AM  UXKHOWI  AUTHOR. 

The  Louvre  saw  my  splendors — like  a  star 
My  husband^s  deathless  glory  shone  afar ; 
Two  kings*  my  daughters  wed :  my  son^s  proud 

name 
Shall  live  in  light  upon  the  page  of  fame. 
Ah !  who  amid  my  grandeur  could  foresee 
An  exile's  death,  a  foreign  grave  for  me  7 
Cologne,  thou  guardian  city  of  the  Rhine  ! 
That  gav'st  a  tombf  to  this  poor  frame  of  mine, 
If  e*er  the  passing  stranger  seeks  to  know 
The  tale  of  all  my  greatness,  all  my  woe. 
Tell  him,  a  queen  lies  in  this  narrow  space, 
Whose  blood  ruils  warm  in  many  a  royal  race  ; 
Yet,  in  her  dying  hour,  bereaved  and  lone, 
No  spot  of  earth  had  she^to  call  her  own. 

Louis  XIII.     1610. 

His  wife,  the  handsome  and  majestic  Anne 
of  Austria,  daughter  of  Philip  III.  of  Spain, 
was  married  at  fifteen  to  a  cold,  unfeeling 
man ;  and  they  lived  in  a  constant  state  of  es- 
trangement, increased  by  the  mischievous  in- 
terference of  Mary  de  Medicis,  who  took 
pains  to  incense  her  son  against  his  young 
wife.  Anne  was  accused  of  participation  in 
a  conspiracy  of  the  Prince  of  Cond^  to  de- 
throne Louis.  She  endured  the  humiliation 
of  being  reprimanded  in  open  court;  and  was 
often  moved  to  bitter  tears  by  the  sarcasms 
of  Louis,  who  dismissed  all  her  Spanish  suite, 
and  thus  rendered  her  very  solitary.  Even 
her  correspondence  with  her  father,  her  only 
solace,  was  interrupted;  her  papers  seized, 
and  herself  imprisoned  for  a  time  at  Chan- 
tilly,  on  an  accusation  of  Richelieu,  that  she 
revealed  the  affairs  of  France  to  her  father. 
Her  married  life  was  joyless ;  her  regency, 
in  her  widowhood,  stormy.  The  revolt 
against  her  minister,  Mazarin,  forced  her  to 
quit  Paris,  and  she  endured  much  personal 
privation.  At  the  close  of  her  life  (painfully 
terminated  by  cancer),  she  was  consoled  by 
the  filial  love  of  her  son,  Louis  XIY. ;  but 
she  forms  no  exception  among  the  unfortu- 
nate queens  of  France.  She  was  buried  at 
St.  Denis. 

Louis  XIV.  (the  Great).     1615. 

He  married  Maria  Theresa,  niece  of 
Anne  of  Austria,  and  daughter  of  Philip  IV. 

*  Charles  I.  of  England  married  Henrietta  Maria ; 
and  Philip  lY.  of  Spain  married  Elizabeth. 

f  Her  body  waa  subflequently  transferred  to  St 
Denis. 
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of  Spain.  Though  mild,  amiable,  and  affec- 
tionate, Bhe  never  possessed  her  husband's 
love,  but  was  slighted  for  a  constant  succes- 
sion of  mistresses,  whose  presence  in  her 
court  was  a  continual  outrage  to  her  feelings. 
She  lost  the  greater  number  of  her  children 
very  young,  and  died  broken-hearted  at  forty- 
five.     She  was  buried  at  St.  Denis. 

Louis  XV.     1716. 

His  wife,  M^ria  Charlotte  Lbokzinbka, 
daughter  of  Stanislaus  I.,  the  unfortunate 
King  of  Poland ;  was  attached  to  the  Count 
d'Etr^es,  an  officer  of  the  garrison  of  Weis* 
senburg,  where  the  Polish  king  and  princess 
resided  during  their  exile ;  and  she  was  on 
the  point  of  beinff  united  to  him,  when  her 
hand  was  demanded  for  the  King  of  France. 
She  spoke  six  languages,  was  fond  of  paint- 
ing, and  had  various  accomplishments.  Her 
prospects  of  conjugal  happiness  were  soon 
destroyed  by  the  depraved  French  courtiers, 
male  and  female,  who  made  it  their  task  and 
their  triumph  to  seduce  the  king  from  her. 
Her  feelings  were  wounded  by  seeing  his  mer- 
etricious favorites  appointed  to  places  at  court 
which  brought  them  into  contact  with  her. 
She  mourned  over  the  untimely  graves  of  her 
son,  the  dauphin,  and  his  young  wife,  and 
several  of  her  children.  The  sad  and  for- 
saken queen  endeavored  to  amuse  her  mind 
by  writing,  drawing,  and  working  for  the 
poor,  but  she  would  never  give  fdtes.  Grief 
for  the  tragical  end  of  her  father  (burned  to 
death  by  his  robe-de-chambre  taking  fire)  oc- 
casioned an  illness  of  which  she  died,  1768. 
She  was  buried  at  St.  Denis. 

Louis  XVL     1774. 

The  woes  of  his  beautiful  and  most  ill-fated 
wife  are  familiar  to  the  world  as  "  household 
words."  The  name  of  Maria  Antoinette 
recalls,  rapidly  and  vividly,  as  a  flash  of 
lightning,  agonies  so  varied,  so  intense,  so 
uncommon,  that  the  mind  is  struck  with  won- 
der, horror  and  compassion,  at  the  hundredth 
repetition,  even  as  at  the  first  recital.  As 
"  all  rivers  run  into  the  sea,  yet  it  is  not  full," 
so  the  floods  of  affliction  flowed  upon  her 
from  all  sides,  yet  the  ocean  of  her  misery 
was  never  full  till  the  last  moment  of  her 
cruel  martyrdom  ;  and  the  tale  of  her  suf- 
ferings, like  an  ocean,  infinite  and  perennial, 
has  never  been  exhausted,  though  the  theme 
of  a  thousand  pens. 

Napoleon,     1804. 
The  smooth  brow  to  which  the  blood-stain- 


ed diadem  of  Maria  Antoinette  was  trans- 
ferred, seemed  for  a  season  exempted  from  the 
ordinary  fatality.  Josephine  was  happy  in 
her  children;  happy  in  her  imperial  husband's 
love  and  his  glory ;  happy  in  her  extraor- 
dinary elevation ;  happy  in  the  respect  of  her 
court,  where  no  unblushing  rival  dared,  as  in 
former  reigns,  to  parade  within  the  circle  of 
the  fair  sovereign.  But  the  unseen  and  un- 
suspected thorn  within  the  crown  matrimonial 
worked  its  way.  Who  knows  not  the  an- 
guish of  that  unmerited  and  ungrateful  di- 
vorce, to  which  she  was  forced  to  consent, 
by  the  man  whom  she  had  materially  served, 
and  whom  she  had  so  affectionately  loved? 

Her  Austrian  successor  could  not  be  ac- 
counted otherwise  than  unfortunate,  since 
early  deprived  of  empire,  parted  for  ever  from 
a  husband  whose  sincere  wish  it  had  been  to 
render  her  happy,  and  bereaved  by  death  of 
her  amiable  son,  if  she  had  but  possessed  or- 
dinary sensibility.  But  cold,  apathetic,  and 
selfish,  Maria  Louisa  evinced  but  little  feel- 
ing for  her  every  way  blighted  boy — none  for 
his  imprisoned  and  fallen  father ;  and  her  sub- 
sequent connection  with  her  one-eyed  cham- 
berlain. Count  Neipperg,  disentitles  her  to  our 
respect  or  sympathy.  Doubtless  the  reader 
will  remember  hoyr  Byron  has  characterised 
her  heartlessness  in  his  "  Aee  of  Bronze,"  in 
the  sarcastic  lines  that  conclude  thus : — 

*'  Her  eye,  her  cheek  betrayed  no  inward  strife, 
And  the  ex-empress  grows  as  ear  a  wife ! 
So  much  for  human  ties  in  royal  breasts ! 
Why  spare  man's  feelings  when  their  own  are 
jests  ?" 

Louis  Philippe,     1830. 

But  who  shall  withhold  his  pity  from  the 
respectable  ex-queen,  Ameua,  the  last,  and 
still  living  victim  of  the  crown  matrimonial 
of  France  ?  She,  in  her  domestic  affections, 
was  happy  till  the  diadem  pressed  her  tem- 
ples :  then,  she  was  destined  to  weep  over  the 
graves  of  her  eldest  son  (Duke  of  Orleans), 
snatched  away  in  the  prime  of  manhood,  and 
of  her  lovely  daughter,  Marie,  in  the  bloom 
of  youth,  with  her  nuptial  garland  just 
wreathed ;  and  at  last  to  fly  into  a  foreign 
land  with  her  husband,  from  the  rage  of  hiB 
revolted  nation ;  and  to  remain  in  exile,  wi- 
dowed and  dethroned. 

And  now,  reader,  have  we  not  laid  before 
you  a  black  catalogue  of  those  who  have  worn 
the  crown  matrimonial  of  France  ?  Out  of 
sixty-seven  royal  and  imperial  consorts,  there 
are  but  thirteen  on  whose  names  there  is  no 
dark  stain  of  sorrow  or  of  sin.  Of  the  others, 
eleven  were  divorced;  t^<i  ^Vi.^Vi'^  "CvNRk  «ia- 
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cntiooer ;  nine  died  very  jonag ;  ■eTen  were 
■ooD  widowed ;  three  were  cmellf  Induced ; 
three  were  exiles ;  thirteen  were  bad  in  dif- 
ferent degrees  of  evil ;  the  prisonen  and  tlie 
heart-broken  make  op  the  remainder.  All 
those  who  were  buried  at  St.  Denis — 
about  twenty*  in  number — were  denied  the 
rest  of  the  grave ;  tbeir  tombs  were  broken, 
their  coffins  opened,  their  remains  exposed 
to  the  insults  of  a  revoluUnnized  populace, 
and  then  flag  into  a  trench,  and  covered  with 
quick-lime. 

>  Does  history  show  any  parallel  to  this  list 
of  qaems  and  empresses  in  any  civilized 
country  ?  With  pnde  and  pleasure  we  con- 
trast with  it  our  English  history  ;  for  though 
several  of  oar  queens  have  hau  sorrows,  the 
Dumber  of  the  sufierM^  is  smaller,  and  their 
griefs  were  (generally  speaking)  of  a  more 
chastened  kind.  Nor  has  the  English  diadem 
been  disgraced  by  so  many  eicamples  of  wick- 
edness, nor  by  turpitude  of  so  deep  a  die: 
and  bow  few  are  tho  divorces ! — none  since 
the  Conquest,  save  in  tbe  reign  of  ons  king. 
Weare  not  about  to  investigate  the  causes  of 
the  fatality  so  evidently  attending  the  crown 
matrimonial  of  France,  with  whatever  idiosyn- 
crasy,so  to  speak,  in  the  nation  or  in  the  court 
it  may  be  connected  ;  nor  why  the  dark  sha- 
dow should  spread  into  other  lands  when  tbeir 
sovereigns  ally  themselves  with  French  royal- 
ty. Bat  we  cannot  help  observing  the  remark- 
able fact,  that  the  shadow  hss  rested  upon  our 
Bntish  crown  when  shared  with  a  daughter 
of  France.  The  two  persons  among  oui 
queens  consort  notorious  for  their  wickedness, 
were  both  French  princesses,  Eleanor  of 
Aquitain,  divorced  by  Louis  VII.,  and  mar- 
ried by  Henry  II.  of  England  ;  and  Isabel 


*  TbU  Dumber  only  rsfen  to  the  royal  «oiuorta 
fri»n  tbs  time  of  Charlenugiie;  otbetiof  etrliar 
date  were  buried  at  8t  Dcni^  and  *ubMqu«Dtly  ex- 


(daughter  of  PhUp  IV.  and  Jane  of  Kavarre). 
the  faithless  and  cruel  wife  of  our  Edwora 
II. — she  wiiom  Gray  has  apostrophised  : — 

"  She-wolf  of  France,  with  unrelenting  fanga, 
That  tear'it  the  bowels  of  thy  mangled  mate." 

Richard  II.,  husband  of  the  gentle  chiM- 
queen,  Isabel  deValois,  (daughter  of  Charles 
VI.  and  Isabel  of  Bavaria,)  was  dethroned 
and  murdered.  Henry  V.  survived  his  mar- 
riage with  Isabel's  sisler,  Catherine  de  Va- 
lols,  but  two  years ;  and  onhis  death,  in  the 
flower  of  manhood,  England's  glory  was  long 
obscured;  and  from  the. second  marriage  of 
the  same  Catherine,  descended  Henry  YIII., 
the  greatest  tyrant  that  ever  oppressed  this 
realm.  Charles  I.,  husband  of  Henrietta 
Marin,  (daughter  of  Henry  and  Mary  de 
Hedicis,]  was  beheaded.  Constance  of 
Provenoe,  Isabel  of  Augoul^me,  and  Mar- 
garet of  Anjou,  tbe  partners  of  the  troubled 
reigns  of  Henry  III.,  John,  and  Henry  VI., 
though  not  daughters  of  French  kings,  were, 
nevertheless,  French  women. 

In  retracing  the  miseries  of  the  nnfortn- 
nate  royal  marriages  of  Franee,  our  memory 
has  involuntarily  and  naturally  recurred  to 
the  familiar  lines  of  Horace,  descriptive  of 
unions  of  an  opposite  character.  If  any  one 
wishes  to  adopt  those  lines,  as  a  good  augury 
for  the  new  "  imperUI  bride, '  whatever 
doubts  we  may  feel,  we  will  not  in  courtesy 
gainsay  him  : — 

"  Felices  ter  et  amplins 

Quoa  Irrapta  tenet  copala :    nee  malis 
OivntsQH  QDerimaniis, 
SnpremA  citjiks  solvet  amor  die."  * 


*  "ThriM  li^ipy  they,  in  pure  ddighta, 
When  love  with  mutual  bond  unitei^ 
Unbrokaa  In-  eomplainli  or  itrif^ 
Even  to  the  latest  hours  of  life." 

— Fa^os  and  Pts*!  Boram, 
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THE  MARTYES  AND  HEROES   OP  THE   COVENANT.* 


If  we  regard  the  Scotoh  Reformation  as 
the  resalt  of  the  energy  of  Knox,  there  have 
col  J,  Btrictly  speaking,  heen  two  national 
outbursts  of  noble  heroism  throughout  Scot- 
tish history.  The  first  was  during  the  war 
of  independeDce,  when  Wallace  and  Bruce 
inspired  legions  of  their  countrymen  with  li- 
on-like spirit  and  power ;  and  the  second  was 
the  protracted  and  bleeding  defence,  in  the 
seventeenth  century,  of  "Christ's  Crown 
and  Covenant."  By  both  of  these  struggles 
the  deepest  elements  of  the  Scottish  charac- 
ter were  developed  and  strengthened.  But 
while  the  first  has  received  its  due  award  of 
honor  and  praise,  the  second  has  not  unfre- 
quently  been  reviled  as  a  mere  fanatical  in- 
Burreotion ;  the  motives  and  principles  of  the 
sternly  sincere  men  who  bled  and  died  for 
liberty  to  worship  God,  have  been  foully  tra- 
duced ;  and  it  was  reserved  for  Mr.  Gilfillan, 
more  than  two  hundred  years  after  the  great 
conflict  began,  to  present  us  with  the  only 
comprehensive  and  satisfactory  work  on  the 
Covenant  and  its  consequences,  that  has  yet 
appeared.  The  leading  features  and  events 
of  the  covenanting  period,  it  is  true,  have 
ever  been  fresh  in  the  memories  of  the  Scot- 
tish people.  Howie's  "  Book'  of  Worthies," 
not  to  speak  of  "  Napthali,"  and  the  "  Cloud 
of  Witnesses,"  has  long  held  a  more  honor- 
able place  in  the  cottage  of  the  laborer  than 
Plutarch's  "Lives"  in  the  libraries  of  the 
learned ;  where,  stained  with  tears,  and  tat- 
tered by  constant  use,  it  may  be  found  lying 
side  by  side,  on  the  smoky  shelf,  with  the 
Book  of  Ood.  During  the  past  half  century, 
also,  a  variety  of  works,  in  the  form  of  nov- 
els, sketches,  poems,  and  serious  disserta- 
tions, bearing  more  or  less  directly  on  the 
defenders  of  the  Covenant,  have  issued  from 
the  press.  But  a  volume  written  by  one 
who,  to  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the 
lights  and  shadows  of  Scottish  life,  and  the 
strongly-defined  peculiarities  of  Scottish 
character,  should    add  a  perfect  freedom 

*  The  MartytMf  fferoti,  and  Bardt  of  the  Scot- 
tUh  Covenant  By  George  Gilfillan,  M.A.  Loo- 
don  :  Albert  CkMkibaw.    186& 


from  partisanship  and  prejudice,  and  intense 
sympathy  with  the  spirit  of  heroism,  a  rev- 
erence for  worth  and  goodness,  and  the  pow- 
er of  breathing  again  the  breath  of  life  into 
the  dead  body  of  the  past,  was  still  a  desid- 
eratum in  our  literature  ;  and  we  rejoice  that 
at  last  it  has  been  supplied.  None  but  a 
Scotchman  who  had  worshipped  the  God  of 
his  fathers  in  the  shadow  of  the  hills  where 
the  homeless  men  of  the  covenant  sung  the 
old  songs  of  the  Hebrew  psalmists  in  plain- 
tive or  stirring  strains  to  the  silent  stars,  or 
who  had  knelt  down  amid  the  solemn  hush 
of  evening  by  the  mossy  graves  of  martyrs 
in  "  green  shaw  or  grim  moor,"  was  compe- 
tent to  perform  this  duty.  Few,  if  any,  of 
our  living  men  of  genius  were  so  admirably 
adapted  for  it  by  birth,  training,  sympathied, 
and  belief,  as  George  Gilfillan.  John  Wil- 
son, indeed,  that  lingering  giant  of  an  elder 
day,  was  capable  of  inditing,  in  his  own  in- 
imitable style,  a  volume  worthy  of  such  a 
noble  theme  in  the  halcyon  period  of  his 
powent,  as  all  must  readily  agree  who  have 
listened  to  the  tremulous  tones  in  which  he 
pictured  the  silver-haired  and  plaided  patri- 
archs of  the  glens,  melted  into  tears  by  the 
eloquence  of  a  Cameron  or  a  Ren  wick  among 
the  mountain  solitudes.  But  we  doubt  much 
if  the  political  principles  of  the  professor, 
and  his  connection  with  the  Enfflish  church, 
would  have  permitted  him  to  draw  the  half 
of  those  important  lessons  and  deductions 
from  the  covenanting  struggle  which  Mr. 
Gilfilhin  has  done  with  so  much  skill  in  his 
concluding  chapter.  Nowhere,  however, 
throughout  his  many  imperishable  con- 
tributions to  our  native  literature  does 
Wilson  refer  but  in  "large  and  reve- 
rent discourse"  to  the  heroes  of  the  times 
of  persecution ;  and  we  have  been  assured 
that  he  has  lying  beside  him  a  long  po- 
em on  the  Covenanters  intended  for  pos-i 
thumous  publication — a  poem  that  unites, 
we  may  imagine,  the  pensive  sweetness  of 
that  beautiful  summer's  dream,  the  "Isle  of 
Palms,"  with  the  stir  and  strength  of  his 
"Address  to  a  Wild  Deer  in  the  Forest  of 
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Dalness."     Thomas  Aird,   also,    who,  like 
Joha  Howe,    is  "strong  as  an  earth-born 
Titan,  and  yet  beautifnl  as  a  woman,  and 
with    the  fiery  air  of  a   seraph   breathing 
around  his  vast  form/'  and  who  is  the  truest 
delineator  of  Scottish  character  and  scenery 
that  has  appeared  since  Burns,  was  well  able 
to  follow  the  blue  banner  of  the  Covenant 
from  its  first  unfurling  on   the   slopes   of 
Dunse-law,  until  it  sunk  down  among  the 
moors,     drenched   and   dappled   in   blood. 
Yet  the  significant  facts  that  this  great  man 
is  still  an  honorary  member  of  the  once  cele- 
brated, but  now  degenerate,  Blackwood  club, 
and  an  editor,  moreover,  of  a  protectionist 
newspaper,  afford  clear  and  certain  evidence 
that  he,  like  his  friend  Wilson,  would  have 
failed  in  drawing  some  of  the  lessons  from 
the  struggles  of  the  past  that  are  demanded 
by  the  progressive  spirit  of  the  present  age. 
Thomas  Carlyle,  too,  could  have  depicted 
in  his  own  wild  way  the  persecutions  endur- 
ed by  his  stem   presbyterian  fathers,  and 
wept  melodious  tears  over  the  many  brave 
spirits  who  perished  in  the  prison  or  in  the 
dripping  cave  of  the  rocks,   on  the  scaffold, 
or  on  the  mountain-side ;  for  the  "  poor  pea- 
sant   Covenanters  struggling,    battling   for 
very  life  in  rough,  miry  places,"  is  a  vision 
of  the  past  that  must  ever  remain  sacred  and 
dear  to  his  manly  heart.     But  his  intense 
and  increasing  aversion  to  the  very  faith  that 
opened  the  windows  of  heaven  to  the  mar- 
tyr, and  lighted  his  brow  with  divine  glory, 
utterly  unfits  him   for  entering  thoroughly 
into  the  soul  of  the  struggle  ,*  nor  can  we 
imagine  Mackail,  Cameron,  Peden,  or  Car- 
gill,  smiling  down  well- pleased  from  their 
spheres  of  light  when  placed  on  the  muster- 
roll  of  merely  earnest  men,  of  whom  Ma- 
homet  was  not  the   least.     We  conclude, 
then,  that   George  GilfiUan    was   the   very 
man  to  supply  this  blank  in  our  literature  ; 
and  the  masterly,  condensed,  yet  compre- 
hensive manner  in  which  he  has  treated  the 
theme  has  added  another  laurel  to  his  crown. 
The  thoughtful  youth  who  sat  under   the 
shadow  of  a  green  summer  tree  by  the  banks 
of    the   murmuring  Earn,    and  heard    the 
mingling  voices  of  many  worshippers  filling 
the   solitudes  of  the   hills   with  ''plaintive 
martyrs  worthy  of  the  name;"  and  listened 
yet   more    intently  when    his    father   con- 
trasted that  peaceful  assembly  in  the  open 
air  with  the  conventicles  of  the  Covenanters, 
who  stood  with  the  Bible  in  one  hand  and 
the  sword  in  the  other,  and  cast  ever  and 
anon  wistful  glances  at  the  sentinel  on  the 
neighboring  height ;   that  same  deep-heart- 


ed boy  was  then  educating  under  the  divinest 
of  all  influences  for  producing  the  fresh  and 
vigorous  volume  which  the  full-grown  man 
now  presents  to  the  public.  Mr.  GilfiUan 
has  been  singularly  fortunate  in  finding  and 
working  upon  fields  that  were  comparatively 
uncultivated.  In  an  age  when  literary  men, 
like  the  seed  of  Abraham,  outnumber  the 
stars,  and  when  they  seem  to  be  clinging  in 
myriads  around  every  available  "  coigne  of 
vantage,"  he  steps  boldly  forward,  and  sees,  to 
his  surprise,  that  the  hi^h  places  of  the 
earth  have  been  shunned  by  the  timorous 
crowd.  Until  the  present  volume  appeared, 
no  direct  attempt  had  been  made  to  present 
along  with  a  luminous  historical  sketch  of 
the  Covenanting  times,  an  analysis  of  the 
character,  literature,  aims,  and  attained  ob- 
jects of  the  men  themselves,  and  to  separate 
the  soul  of  goodness  from  the  dross  And  dark- 
ness of  those  days  of  blood.  Thus,  the  richest 
materials  ever  await  the  hands  which  can  alone 
mould  them  into  divine  shape  and  subsistence. 
The  records  of  English  Puritanism,  preserved 
in  the  Letters  and  Speeches  of  Cromwell, 
lay  buried  under  a  chaos  of  rubbish,  until 
Carlyle  came  and  cleared  away  the  dust- 
heaps  from  one  of  the  noblest  heroisms  that 
was  ever  transacted  on  this  earth.  And  did 
Shakespeare  build  up  his  Lears,  Richards, 
Timons,  and  Macbeths  out  of  the  dry  de- 
tail^ of  history  and  the  fragments  of  legend- 
ary lore  that  were  passing  away  into  ob- 
livion ? 

This  new  product  of  Mr.  Gilfillan's  pen 
is  pervaded  with  the  same  rich  qualities  of 
head  and  heart  that  are  already  so  familiar 
to  the  public.  He  never  fails  to  leave  the 
stamp  of  his  own  strong  soul  on  any  work 
he  undertakes.  This  must  invariably  be  the 
case  when  the  writings  of  an  author  are  not 
the  mere  offshoots  of  fancy,  nor  the  abstrac- 
tions of  the  logical  understanding,  nor  the  re- 
cords of  fugitive  feelings,  but  the  spontane- 
ous expressions  of  the  whole  man.  Some 
individualities  are  developed  with  so  much 
intensity  that  they  are  apparent  in  the  sub- 
stance and  structure  of  every  sentence,  as 
the  sun  is  mirrored  in  the  trembling  dew- 
drop  as  well  as  in  the  great  sea.  Such  were 
those  of  Burke,  Byron,  and  Burns,  among 
others,  in  a  past  generation — of  Wilson  in 
his  best  Blackwood  days— of  Jean  Paul,  the 
Christopher  North  of  Germany — and  such, 
most  assuredly,  in  the  present  time  are  those 
of  GilfiUan  and  Carlyle.  The  pages  of  the 
book  before  us  exhibit  the  depth  of  insight,  the 
power  of  seizing  on  the  salient  points  of 
character,   the  capaciousness  of    soul,  the 
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eoarage,  ihe^booesty,  the  withering  con- 
tempt for  mean  men  and  mean  motives, 
the  earnestness,  the  richness  of  imagery, 
the  originality  of  thought  and  the  force 
of  diction  that  have  already  won  the 
author's  way  into  the  hearts  of  all  who  love 
the  beauty,  and  feel  the  impressivensss  of 
Truth.  We  may  not  find  in  these  pages 
tucb  masses  of  original  thought  embedded 
among  the  finest  imageir,  like  the  fragments 
of  an  Athenian  temple  half  overgrown  with 
ivy  and  wild  flowers,  nor  such  long  swells 
of  eloquence  rising  as  to  the  sound  of  many 
waters,  nor  such  paragraphs  of  powerful 
speculation,  as  are  to  be  found  in  the  "  Gal- 
leries" and  the  '*  Bards."  But  we  see 
ffreater  ease  of  movement  and  style  com- 
bined with  the  clear  energy  of  imagination 
and  intellect.  The  judicial  culm  and  solem- 
nity of  the  historian  beautifully  alternate 
with  the  consecration  and  fine  frenzy  of  the 
poet's  dream.  More  frequently  here  than  in 
bis  former  works  the  wings  of  the  seraph 
are  muffled  and  still,  that  the  quiet  eyes  of 
the  cherub  may  not  be  distracted  in  their 
eager  gaze.  Mr.  GilfiUan  has  shown  that  he 
possesses  many  of  those  qualities,  which, 
m  his  introductory  chapter,  he  represents  as 
requisite  to  a  perfect  historian.  He  has 
ihown  his  capabilities  for  re-producing  the 
past  and  re -animating  the  dead — for  sympa- 
thizing with  enthusiasm  even  when  it  borders 
on  fanaticism — for  reverently  acknowledging 
the  presence  of  God  in  the  sudden  sunbursts 
IS  well  as  in  the  ordinary  current  of  history — 
for  feeling  that  heroic  deeds  shed  the  spirit 
of  solemn  beauty  over  the  tamest  or  the 
wildest  scenes,  and  that  a  ring  of  glory  en- 
circles the  gravestone  of  the  simplest  mar- 
tyr in  the  lonely  glen — for  burning  in  battle 
when  mean  men  become  mighty  in  a  righteous 
cause,  and  for  drawing  a  sure  testimony  to 
the  truth  of  the  Christian  faith  from  the  suf 
ferings  that  our  forefathers  so  patiently 
endured.  If  the  driest  recital  of  the 
events  of  those  times  can  lend  a  charm  to 
the  flat  pages  of  Wodrow,  it  may  easily  be 
imagined  what  new  interest  they  gather  from 
the  livelier  and  warmer  representation. 

Seldom  has  any  country  been  the  scene  of 
so  many  strange  sights  and  struggles  as 
Scotland  during  the  seventeenth  century.  It 
was  t'  a  stage  on  which  a  ghastly  tragedy 
was  transacted.  But  now,  when  we  hear 
among  the  wild  moors  of  Galloway  and 
Kithsdale  only  the  whirr  of  the  solitary  gor- 
cock  and  the  cry  of  the  ptarmigan — when 
we  see  the  green  shoulders  of  the  Pentland 
ridge  resting  so  peacefully  against  the  blue 


sky,  and  the  Bass  Rock,  "  like  a  half-drown- 
ed hill  of  the  Deluge,"  shining  out  in  the 
gleam  of  evening  from  the  sea;  we  can 
scarcely  believe  that  such  tragic  associations 
and  events  are  connected  with  these  places 
and  scenes.  The  whole  land  is  at  rest  and 
still  as  if  thus  it  had  been  from  immemorial 
ages;  but  it  wore  another  aspect  from  the 
day  when  Jenny  Geddes,  in  the  High  Church 
of  St.  Giles,  hurled  her  tripod  at  the  head 
of  the  Dean  of  Edinburgh,  till  Claverhouse 
fell  in  the  pass  of  Killiecrankie,  and  carried 
with  him  to  his  unblessed  grave  the  essence 
of  the  evil  spirit  of  the  times.  During  that 
period  of  convulsion,  which  lasted  upwards 
of  half  a  century,  the  historian  has  to  record 
in  rapid  succession,  among  other  meniorable 
events,  the  scene  in  the  Grey  Friars'  church- 
yard when  the  National  Covenant  was  sub- 
scribed, and  the  first  ominous  drops  of  blood 
fell  upon  the  parchment ;  the  ineffectual  at- 
tempt of  Charles  I.,  with  his  two  armies,  to 
trample  out  the  flame  of  religious  freedom  in 
Scotland  ;  the  fiery  career  and  bloody  end  of 
Montrose ;  the  majestic  march  of  Cromwell 
through  the  land  ;  the  execution  of  Argyle, 
the  first  in  a  long  line  of  martyrs ;  the  expul- 
sion, in  the  depth  of  winter,  of  four  hundred 
ministers  from  their  kirks  and  manses ;  the 
barbarities  of  the  High  Commission  Court ; 
the  defeat  of  the  Covenanters  at  RuUion 
Green,  among  the  Pentlands,  by  the  fierce 
Dalziel,  on  a  dark  November  day  ;  the  mar- 
tyrdom of  Hugh  Mackail,  the  young,  the 
beautiful,  the  brave;  the  conventicles  held 
at  mornine,  noon,  and  night  in  the  hearts  of 
heathy  wildernesses;  the  murder  of  Arch- 
bishop Sharp  on  Magus  Muir  ;  the  Sabbath- 
day  at  Drumclog,  where  the  Covenanters' 
war-song  was  one  of  the  old  Hebrew  Psalms, 
and  a  sudden  ray  of  victory  gilded  their  ban- 
ner ;  the  darker  and  bloodier  summer's-day 
at  Bothwell  Bridge,  when  the  persecutors  in 
turn  prevailed  and  the  poor  peasants  fled 
before  the  fiery  swords  of  their  fierce  assail- 
ants ;  the  cruelties  inflicted  on  the  prisoners  ; 
the  increasing  enormities  committed  in  the 
westland  shires  by  Claverhouse  and  his  dra- 
goons, who  rode  like  demons  over  the  land ; 
the  shooting  of  John  Brown  at  the  door  of 
his  own  dwelling,  on  the  Ayrshire  wold^, 
before  the  eyes  of  his  noble  wife ;  the  short 
but  stem  struggle  at  Airsmoss,  where  Rich- 
ard Cameron  met  the  death  he  had  prayed 
for,  and  Hackstone,  after  hewing  his  way 
through  the  foremost  rank  of  dragoons,  fell 
down  at  last,  covered  with  wounds,  on  the 
turf  of  the  glen,  as  a  hero  would  wish  to 
fall;  the  scouring  of  ravines  and  wooded x^- 
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treats  with  bloodhounds  daring  the  period 
that  wsi  emphatically  called  the  leUHtu/  time 
of  the  persecatioD ;  the  reaoue  of  nine  pnsoo- 
era  from  the  handa  of  the  eneny,  by  a  dar- 
ing band  of  CameroDiaoa,  on  a  miaty  morn- 
ing, in  the  wild  pasa  of  Knterkin;  the  unfor- 
tunate eipedition  of  the  £arl  of  Argyle, 
who,  like  nia  father,  ahowed  the  nobiUty  of 
his  soul  on  the  scaffold,  and  aet  calmly  in 
God  as  a  star  aioka  in  the  western  aea;  the 
miserable  end  of  many  of  the  priaonera  who 
were  confined  in  Dunottar  Castle  and  the 
lonely  Bass ;  the  wild  romaotic  life  and  tragic 
death  of  the  bold  and  beauUfu)  Reawick, 
who  was  the  Angel  of  the  Soottiih  Covenant, 
and  the  "  last  pale  flower"  of  Scottish  mar- 
tyrdom ;  the  nse  of  Edinburgh  in  one  terri- 
ble tempest  of  wrath  against  popery  and 
peraecniion;  and  the  joyous  adreot  at  last 
of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  who  distilled  the 
dew  of  peace  over  the  scorched  and  groan- 
ing land. 

It  is  not  necessary  that  we  should  quote 
from  a  book  which  has  already  attained  ex- 
tensive circulation;  but  we  oAonot  refrain 
from  introducing  the  followiag  eloquent  pas- 
sage, describing  the  effects  which  the  defeat 
■t  Both  well  Bridge  had  upon  the  persecuted 
people : — ■ 

"  They  now  retired  into  remoter  wiUemesses, 
eompured  to  which  ihe  moor  of  Loudon-hill  wu  a 
ehampaisQ  country.  Sunless  glens,  dauk  mo- 
Tssses,  where  paat-wster  was  the  only  drink ;  old 
faresls,  nnd  the  summits  or  hills  lonelv  and  buried 
among  the  Borroanding  mountains ;  dark  wooded 
and  rocky  dens  by  roaring  cataracts ;  caves,  tlie 
nioatb  of  which  was  concealed  by  brashwood  or 
by  rowBn  trees,  and  the  roof  and  sides  of  which 
were  dripping  with  a  damp  and  nnwholeiome 
dew ;  such  were  the  retresie  into  which  Scotland's 
parsecDled  children  were  now  compelled  to  carry 
(heir  bibles  and  their  swords,  Tbe  wildernesses  of 
Galloway,  of  Nlthsdale,  and  of  Ayrshire,  were 
snddenly  peopled  with  atrsnge,  wild-seeming, 
solitary  men  with  long  gTissly  beards,  gannt  vi- 
SBfias,  eyes  burning  with  the  glow  of  earnestness 
— ^he  gray  flesm  of  Ihe  partition  between  enthu- 
siasm andmadoess — all  bearing  little  clasped  bi- 
Ues  in  their  bosoms,  and  short,  but  true-lemper- 
ed,  shabbies  by  their  sides.  Sometimes  they  met 
in  broad  dayMght  for  worship,  but  in  numbers 
much  less,  and  with  spirits  not  nearly  so  buovant, 
as  on  that  Sabbath  morning  at  Dromclog.  Now 
the  nrecaotions  they  took  against  surprise  were 
noeii  stricter,  but  si  tbe  same  time  tneir  spirits 
were  much  prouder  end  more  determined.  They 
were  like  chsfed  lions  or  bears  bereaved  of  their 
whelps.  Tbe  lanffuage  ofitbeir  preachers  had 
•oared  up  into  a  wilder  poetry,  an  austerer  svm- 
phony  than  before.  One  Is  reminded  of  the  aavB 
of  Israel's  prophets ;  of  Moses  wsnderlng  si  the 
fixA  of  the  mount  which  be  is  yet  to  climb,  in  all 
tbe  ti«mbiing  pomp  of  a  lonely  mission  to  the  feat 


of  tbe  fireitirt  God ;  of  Elijah  in  tbe  cave  listen- 
ing to  the  mighty  wind,  the  earthquake,  and  the 
fire  which  are  gone  before  the  Lord  ;  of  Exekjel 
astonished  upon  tbe  banks  of  Chebar,  or  gaziog 
on  the  valley  of  dry  hones;  of  John  the  Baptist 
feeding  on  the  locusts  and  wild  honey,  in  the 
midst  of  that  great  snd  terrible  wilderness,  and 
clad  in  his  garment  of  camel's  hair ;  of  Jesus 
bimself.  tresding  in  raajeslic  solitude  the  mountain 
of  Ib^  Temptation,  or  wrestling  with  Ihe  adver- 
sary who  encountered  him  there.  Inferior,  infi- 
nitely indeed,  the  inspiration  issuing  from  these 
modem  Eremites  ;  not  to  be  named  the  plaids  of 
those  Istter  wsnderers  with  the  sheepskins  and 
goatskins  of  the  men  of  other  days :  but  in  suf- 
fering, in  sorrows,  snd  in  deep4)earted  earnest- 
ness,  Cargill,  Cameron,  and  Rsnwick  may  be 
named  even  with  that  list  of  confessors  who  in- 
hsbited  "  dens  and  caves  of  the  esrth,  being  des- 
titute, afflicted,  tormented,  of  whom  the  WOTld  was 
not  worthy."  Their  worship  was  not  unfreqnent- 
ly  St  night,  nnder  the  canopy  of  Scotland's  mid- 
night heaven,  with  Orion  in  the  South,  shining  in 
meek  yel  mighty  rivalahip  with  the  Great  Besr  of 
the  northern  sky,  with  the  Pleisdes  passing  over- 
head like  a  star  dissolving  into  its  particles  of 
glory — shall  we  rather  say,  like  a  little  tremulous 
clump  ot  diminished  suns — with  meteors  shooting 
across  the  deep  of  the  sisrs — with  the  wind  wail- 
ing in  its  passage  over  a  thousand  moors — with 
streams  mingling  their  many  voices  with  its  dole- 
ful melody — did  these  persecuted  Christians  meet, 
and  (heir  hoarse  psalm,  and  the  loud  deep  v<Hce 
of  their  preacher,  did  finely  harmoniie  and  make 
up  the  full  complement  of  (hose  "  voices  of  the 
night."  And  as  the  prescher  warmed  witb  tbe 
theme,  and  alluded  to  that  brief  gleam  of  victory 
which  visited  their  cause  at  Drumclog,  or  bewail- 
ed the  falsi  bridge  of  Bothwell,  fierce  eyes  became 
fiercer  in  tbe  darkness ;  their  bibles  were  clasped 
with  greater  earnestness  to  iheir  bosoms;  thdr 
bands  unconsciously  grasped  their  swords,  and 
the  whole  congregstion  moved  like  the  waves  of 
a  stormy  sea,  and  swore,  as  it  were,  onedeep  u- 
lent  oath,  to  avenge  their  quarrel  and  the  qnarrel 
of  their  desert-innabiting  God.  Few  now,  com- 
paratively, the  voices  to  sing  their  war-melody — 
"  In  Jndah's  land ;"  but  rougher  and  deeper  were 
their  accents,  and  the  psalm  seemed  now  the  cry 
of  blood  going  up  to  heaven  from  the  silent  wil- 
derness Below,  and  through  that  starry  desert 
above  which  conducts,  by  its  long  and  burning 
Blages,  to  ihe  throne  of  God." — pp.  79 — 81. 

It  is  seldom  that  such  passages  adorn  any 
historical  page,  for  historians,  as  a  class, 
more  frequently  repel  by  their  coldness  than 
attract  by  the  warmth  of  their  enthusiasm. 
Ko  man  ought  to  presume  to  criticise  the 
works  of  Shakespeare  or  Schiller,  unless  a 
live  coal  from  off  their  altar  boms  brightly 
within  his  own  breast ;  and  no  historian  can 
incarnate  the  spirit  of  a  heroic  sge  whose 
heart  never  swells  like  a  sea-billow  in  yearn- 
ing sympathy  with  noble  men  and  a  noble 
muse.    Evea  on  the  attrsctive  ind  pictorial 
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pagres  of  Macaulay  we  are  met  by  no  strong 

SBstB  of  eloquent  enthusiasm  like  the  above, 
at  while  uniformitj  of  style  and  tone  can- 
not be  brought  aa  an  objection  against  Mr. 
GSfillan's  stirring  historical  sketch,  English- 
men, we  are  afraid,  may  be  inclined  to  sus- 
pect that  his  intense  nationality  has  prevent- 
ed him  from  allowing  the  Puritans  their 
proper  share  in  the  success  which  befell  the 
heroes  of  the  Covenant.  Had  the  struggle 
been  conOned  to  Scotland — had  the  "  two- 
celled  heart'*  of  Britain  not  been  beating  with 
"  one  full  stroke-life,"  the  tyrannical  attempts 
of  Charles  I.  and  Laud  to  establish  episco- 
pacy in  the  northern  kingdom  might  have 
met  with  a  less  strenuous  and  successful  re- 
sistance. It  is  true  that  the  Scotch  Cove- 
nanters were  the  first  in  the  field,  and  drew 
a  treaty  of  peace  from  the  treacherous  king 
by  the  flatteriHg  of  their  banners,  and  their 
fresh  and  sturdy  array  ;  but  they  would  have 
met  with  sterner  obstructions  in  their  subse- 
qnent  progress  had  the  Short  Parliament 
been  swifter  in  voting  supplies,  or  the  royal 
army  been  completely  purged  from  Puritan- 
bm.  At  the  very  time  when  the  Scots  were 
Goartered  south  of  the  Tweed,  the  new  par- 
liament invaded  the  prerogatives  of  the  king, 
and  began  to  discuss  the  abolition  of  episco- 
pacy. Both  kingdoms  had  risen  up  at  once 
to  the  measure  and  stature  of  their  manhood, 
and  were  bursting  asunder  the  swaddling- 
bands  of  "  decent,  dignified  ceremonialism" 
which  cramped  and  confined  their  energies. 
And  though  the  Presbyterians  and  Inde- 
pendents whilst  aiming  at  the  same  great 
general  results  turned  to  rend  each  other, 
yet  it  was  found  in  the  end  that  a  good  fight 
had  been  fought,  and  that  by  their  mutual 
exertions  ike  Christian  faith  had  been  puri- 
fied from  innumerable  pollutions. 

The  eighth  chapter  is  devoted  to  a  consid- 
eration of  the  treatment  the  Covenanters 
have  received  in  after  times.  Mr.  Gilfillan 
here  forms  a  fine  gallery  of  the  authors  who 
have  been  attracted  by  the  glory  of  the  old 
covenanting  days.  From  that  gallery,  starry 
faces,  not  a  few,  shine  down  upon  us,  and 
while  we  deeply  lament  that  Burns  left  un- 
snog  the  noblest  deeds  of  his  country's  story, 
and  that  Scott  penned  no  worthier  memorial 
of  his  persecuted  forefathers  than  "  Old  Mor- 
tality, it  is  nevertheless  pleasing  to  reflect 
that  such  spirits  as  Graham,  Gait,  Hislop, 
Hogg,  Wilson,  Pollok,  Irving,  Aird,  and  Moir 
have  combined  to  shed  rich  gleams  of  light 
around  the  covenanting  cause.  Behind  tnis 
brilliant  band  Gilfillan  introduces  a  spirit  of 
another  aspect,  who  has  vainly  striven  of  late 


to  degrade  the  heroes  and  martyrs  of  the 
covenant,  and  to  deify  the  persecuting  cava- 
liers. At  the  very  period  when  the  last 
feeling  of  hatred  or  contempt  for  the  earnest- 
souled  men  of  the  seventeenth  century  seem- 
ed to  have  died  away  from  the  hardest  heart 
in  our  land,  the  laureate  of  Claverhouse  sud- 
denly arose  and  the  shade  of  Mackenzie  ap- 
peared anew.  That  master-fiend,  Dundee, 
whose  name  is  never  pronounced  without 
hatred  or  disgust,  is  represented  by  the  au- 
thor of  the  "Lays  of  the  Scottish  Cavaliers" 
as  one  of  the  most  chivalrous  and  godlike  of 
men,  with  the  serene  melancholy  countenance 
of  a  "saint  about  to  become  a  martyr." 
Had  this  adorer  of  all  that  is  darkest  in  hu- 
man character  and  conduct  arisen  in  some 
retired  nook  of  the  land,  he  would  have  sunk 
immediately  into  oblivion,  and  his  works 
would  have  followed  him  thither;  but  his  posi- 
tion as  an  advocate,  a  professor,  and  an  editor, 
attracted  the  attention  to  his"  Lays"  that  could 
never  have  been  commanded  by  his  pen.  The 
man  who  was  only  capable  of  handing  Chris- 
topher his  crutch,  or  of  correcting  the  proofs 
of  his  "Recreations"  for  the  press,  had 
somehow  been  elevated  to  Christopher's  crit- 
ical chair ;  and  those  who  had  listened  en- 
tranced to  the  mirthful  or  melancholy  music 
that  had  formerly  issued  thence  as  from  the 
Memnonian  statue  at  sunset  and  dawn,  were' 
willing  to  believe  that  still  some  echoes  of 
the  old  strains  might  haply  linger  there. 
But  when  the  truth  became  manifest,  wrath 
soon  took  the  place  of  disappointment,  and  a 
great  gulf  has  forever  been  fixed  between 
Aytoun  and  every  manly  spirit  of  the  times. 
If  he  still  continued  to  beat  his  monotonous 
kettle  drum  afler  the  many  severe  castiga- 
tions  he  received  on  the  publication  of  nis 
offensive  volume,  surely  his  spirit  must  quake 
before  the  onslaught  of  George  Gilfillan. 
We  admire  the  masterly  and  earnest  manner 
in  which  our  author  has  ezuosed  the  false- 
hoods and  repelled  the  insidious  attacks  of 
Aytoun's  voluminous  notes;  and  would  sin- 
cerely advise  the  ballad-maker  of  Blackwood 
to  profit  by  the  solemn  rebukes  and  counsels 
he  nas  received,  to  strew  no  more  flowers  on 
the  grave  of  Graham,  to  disturb  no  more  the 
holy  dust  of  martyrs  and  heroes,  to  sit  like  a 
little  child  at  the  feet  of  his  great  father-in- 
law,  and  to  show  his  indignant  country  that 
he  has  at  last  become  a  wiser  and  a  better 
man. 

We  had  intended  making  a  few  observa- 
tions on  the  twelve  important  deductions 
which  Mr.  Gilfillan  draws  in  his  concluding 
chapter  from  the  history  and  character  of 
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the  coTenantera ;  but  our  limits  are  already 
exceeded,  and  we  need  only  remark  that 
they,  as  well  as  the  appendix,  which  contains 
a  stirring  description  of  the  scenery  and 
massacre  of  Glencoe,  are  altogether  worthy 
of  the  author's  vivid  and  powerful  pen.  The 
scene  closes  not  inappropriately  with  the 
golden  dream  of  the  coming  thousand  years 


of  peace.  It  is  surely  blessed  to  believe 
that  after  a  morning  of  darkness  and  a  long 
day  of  terror  and  blood,  the  world's  sun  is 
to  grow  beautiful  in  its  decline,  and  to  set  at 
last  amid  happy  tears,  and  the  sound  of  eve- 
ning bells.  We  have  read  the  whole  volume 
with  much  delight,  and  strongly  commend  it 
to  the  study  of  every  sincere  and  manly  souL 
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We  are  about  to  tell  our  readers  a  very 
strange  event  that  occurred  in  the  reign  of 
Frederick  William  I.  of  Prussia,  father  of 
the  great  Frederick,  and  a  man  generally  dis- 
liked on  account  of  his  rough  and  frequently 
tyrannical  manner,  but  who  was  really  one 
of  the  best  regents  of  his  fatherland,  as  he 
alone  (and  to  this  his  son  afterwards  bore 
testimony)  was  the  real  founder  of  its  future 
greatness. 

This  extraordinary  man,  who  should  be 
judged  by  the  customs  of  the  age  in  which 
he  lived,  in  order  to  prove  him  extraordinary 
both  in  his  errors  and  his  virtues,  had  one 
passion  which  far  outweighed  all  others — 
namely,  love  for  the  chase.  We  remember 
reading  in  his  historian,  Forster,  that  within 
one  year  he  killed  upwards  of  3000  partridges 
with  his  own  gun,  without  taking  the  other 
game  into  account,  in  which  the  queen  was 
the  greatest  sufferer,  as  she  had  to  find  him, 
according  to  a  marriage  contract,  in  powder 
and  shot  gratis.  When  there  was  nothing 
for  him  to  shoot  in  his  own  forests,  he  never 
declined  the  invitations  of  the  landed  gentry 
to  pay  them  a  visit. 

Thus  it  happened  that — it  might  be  about 
the  year  1720 — the  rich  landed  proprietor. 

Von  W ,  sent  his  majesty  an  invitation 

to  a  wolf  hunt,  with  the  humble  request  that 
he  would  bring  his  most  illustrious  consort 
with  him,  as  the  nobleman's  wife  had  for- 
merly belonged  to  her  majesty's  suite. 

On  a  fine  September  day,  then,  the  king 
and  queen,  with  several  officers  and  ladies  of 
the  bed-chamber,  as  well  as  the  court  fool. 
Baron  von  Giindling,  arrived  at  the  noble- 
maD*B  ancestral  chliteau.    ^n  the  very  next 


day  the  chase  commenced,  and  Yon  GQnd- 
ling,  who  found  as  litlle  pleasure  in  the  sports 
of  the  field  as  the  king  did  in  the  arts  and 
sciences,  took  a  solitary  walk  in  the  meadows, 
and  lay  down  to  read  in  the  long  grass. 

But  before  we  hear  what  happened  far- 
ther, we  must  first  give  our  readers  a  descrip- 
tion of  this  strange  man.  He  was,  as  we 
have  already  remarked,  the  king's  fool»  and 
had  received  all  imaginable  titles  and  honors, 
in  order  to  afford  his  majesty  and  the  court 
still  greater  sport.  In  fact,  his  Excellency* 
the  Supreme  Master  of  the  Ceremonies, 
Privy  Councillor,  and  President  of  the  Aca- 
demy of  Arts,  Baron  von  Gtindling,  acqmrad 
such  arrogance  through  his  titles,  that  nothiiig 
could  be  more  comical  than  the  contrast  be- 
tween these  dignities  and  the  indignities  he 
had  to  suffer  daily,  even  from  the  youngest 
lieutenants.  His  excellency  on  such  occa- 
sions would  grow  very  angry — the  very  thing 
his  tormentors  wished — and  would  lay  a  pro- 
test before  the  king  against  a  man  of  his 
rank  being  so  treated,  which  naturally  in- 
creased the  general  laughter.  Through  such 
scenes,  which  were  in  that  day  considered  re- 
markably comical,  our  fool  had  become  a 
necessity  for  the  king  and  court.  Besides,  wo 
may  add  that  he  was  a  walking  lexicon,  and 
had  to  give  all  possible  explanations  in  the 
daily  meetings  of  the  so-termed  *'  tabaks  col- 
legien."  His  pedantry,  in  fact,  was  the  best 
thing  about  him  :  as  for  wit,  he  possessed  as 
little  as  a  mule ;  but,  to  make  up  for  it,  he 
could  be  as  vicious  and  obstinate  as  that 
amiable  animah 

The  Baron  von  GUndling,  then,  lay  at  full 
length  in  the  grass,  in  his  peculiar  dress,  the 
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cbief  orDament  of  it  beiog  An  immense  full- 
bottomed  wig,  and  in  such  a  position  that 
only  the  locks  of  his  peruke  could  be  seen  as 
he  moved  from  side  to  side.  A  gentleman 
who  arrived  rather  late  for  the  chase  hap- 
pened to  noUce  it,  and  taking  it  for  some 
strange  animal  fired  point  blank  at  the  wig, 
bat  very  fortunately  missed  it.  His  excel- 
lency sprung  up  immediately  in  the  highest 
indignation,  and  cried  out, 

"  You  vagabond  rascal,  how  dare  you — V* 
The  ffentleman,  however,  when  he  per- 
ceived that  the  strange  animal  must  necessa- 
rily belong  to  the  royal  suite,  did  not  wait  to 
reply,  but  ram  off  at  full  speed  to  the  neigh- 
boring forest.     The  baron,  however,  was  not 
satisfied   with  this,  but,  as  he  saw  a  man 
ploughing  at  a  short  distance  from  him,  he 
called  out  in  his  arrogant  manner, 
'*  Come  hither,  man  V* 
The  reply  he  received  was, 
'*  I  have  no  time  or  inclination  to  do  so ; 
but  if  you'll  speak  civilly,  I  may." 

His  excellency  was  not  accustomed  to  such 
an  answer ;  he,  therefore,  walked  toward  the 
impudent  ploughman  with  upraised  stick, 
ana  was  about  to  apply  it  to  his  back,  when 
he  noUced  that  it  was  the  clergyman  of  the 
village,  whom  he  had  seen  tlie  preceding 
evening  at  the  nobleman's  chateau.  The 
baron,  therefore,  lowered  his  stick,  and  con- 
tented himself  by  punishing  the  clergyman 
with  his  tongue. 

"  How  can  he  be  such  an  impertinent  ass. 
Does  he  not  know  who  I  am  ?" 
"  Oh,  yes  I  he's  the  king's  fool." 
His  excellency  trembled  with  rage,  and 
his  stick  again ;  but  on  measuring  the 
stardy  pastor  from  head  to  foot,  and  seeing 
no  help  near,  he  let  it  fall  for  the  second 
time,  and  merely  uttered  the  threat, 

"  Just  wait,  my  fine  fellow.  I'll  tell  the 
king  you  pretend  to  be  a  pastor,  and  yet  go 
oat  ploughing." 

The  clergyman  replied,  quite  calmly, 
"My  gracious  master  will  probably  re- 
member that  Cincinnatus  ploughed  too,  and 
he  was  a  dictator,  while  I  am  only  a  poor 
Tillage  pastor." 

''Yes,"  the  baron  said,  after  inspecting  his 
I     coarse  and  peasant-like  dress ;   **  but  when 
Cmcinnatus  ploughed,  he  did  not  look  like  a 
common  peasant." 

"  I  am  certain  be  did  not  look  like  a  fool," 
the  clergyman  replied,  as  he  drove  his  oxen 


on. 


This  was  too  much  for  the  baron,  and  he 
rushed  away  towards  a  peasant  he  saw  ap- 
proaching, vowing  vengea(hoe  on  the  impu- 


dent pastor,  whom  he  determined  to  ruin  on 
the  first  opportunity. 

He  was  very  glad,  then,  to  find  in  the 
peasant  a  most  determined  enemy  to  the 
clergyman,  who  complained  bitterly  of  his 
sternness,  and  of  the  fact  of  his  compelling 
him  to  make  up  a  quarrel  he  had  carried  on 
very  successfully  with  his  wife  for  several 
weeks. 

Our  fool  was  clever  enough  to  see  that 
this  anecdote  would  not  be  of  any  service  to 
him  in  trying  to  injure  the  pastor  with  the 
king,  he  therefore  answered  most  pathetically, 
"  But  the  pastor  was  perfectly  in  the  right ; 
that  could  do  you  no  harm  ?" 

"  Well,  that's  very  true,"  the  peasant  re- 
plied, "especially  as  he's  getting  old,  and 
can't  carry  on  as  he  used ;  but  I'm  sure 
when  his  son  soon  takes  his  place — a  fellow 
like  a  church  steeple — he'll  break  all  our 
bones  for  us.  For  that  reason,  if  the  matter 
was  left  to  me,  I  wouldn't  choose  him  for 
our  clergyman ;  for  if  the  patron  is  to  beat 
us  on  workdays,  and  the  pastor  play  the 
same  game  on  Sundays,  when  will  our  backs 
find  time  to  get  well  ?" 

Gundling  now  listened  attentively,  and  his 
plan  was  soon  formed,  when  he  learned  that 
the  pastor's  son  would  return  from  Halle  in 
a  few  days  to  preach  his  trial  sermon  on  the 
next  Sunday,  as  the  patron  hud  promised  him 
his  father's  living.  He  therefore  quitted  the 
peasant  with  a  mocking  smile,  and  made 
some  pretext  for  visiting  the  sexton,  to  make 
further  inquiries  into  the  matter.  The  latter 
confirmed  the  story,  and  gave  his  opinion 
that  the  young  master  must  be  at  least  six 
feet  two  in  height,  and  as  straight  as  a  pop- 
lar-tree. 

"  Wait  1"  Gundling  murmured  between 
his  teeth,  as  soon  as  he  again  reached  the 
street ;  "  we  will  put  a  blue  coat  on  the 
young  fellow,  and  that  will  annoy  that  vaga- 
bond preacher."  He  therefore  returned  to 
the  ch&teau,  where  he  looked  up  a  captain 
of  his  acquaintance,  whom  he  took  on  one 
side,  with  the  hurried  question,  '*  How  many 
fellows  have  you  already  got  ?" 

To  understand  this  question,  our  readers 
must  know  that  the  king,  at  every  review, 
requested  each  commander  of  a  company  to 
present  his  new  recruits  to  him.  If  the 
poor  gentleman  bad  less  than  three  he  fell 
into  partial  disgrace ;  and  so  each  captain, 
about  review  time,  which  was  close  at  hand, 
tried  to  procure  a  few  young  men  by  any 
method,  legal  or  illegal,  but  especially  those 
particularly  tall,  for  the  king  had  a  peculiar 
delight  in  such  soldiers. 
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"  Woe  18  me !  I've  bat  one/'  the  officer 
replied,  *'  and  he's  only  a  journeyman  tailor." 

"Well,  then,"  Giindling  replied,  "you 
can  get  a  journeyman  clergyman  of  six  feet 
two." 

"  Well,  that's  no  tremendous  lieigbt,  but 
still  it's  better  than  nothing." 

The  captain  then  requested  an  explanation, 
and  both  discussed  the  measures  by  which 
to  get  hold  of  the  clergyman's  son.  They 
soon  agreed  that  the  officer  should  feign  ill- 
ness when  the  king  departed.  Giindling 
would  remain  with  him  as  company  :  a  few 
soldiers  would  be  secretly  procured  from  a 
neighboring  town,  and  the  young  candidate 
taken  nolens  volena  by  the  ears,  and  trans- 
ported to  the  next  garrison. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  king  and  his  suite 
followed  the  chase  on  the  next  day  with  their 
usual  ardor.  It  so  happened  that  two  ladies 
in  attendance  on  the  queen,  tortured  by  er^ 
nut,  followed  the  windings  of  the  stream, 
which  led  them  from  the  nobleman's  ^rden 
into  the  open  fields.    One  of  them,  Wilhel- 

mine  von  B ,  was  a  young  and  charming 

creature,  and  was  evidently  attempting  to 
cheer  her  companion,  who  was  silent,  and  not 
nearly  so  charming.  In  consequence  there 
was  a  deal  of  laughing,  which  might  have 
been  heard  at  some  distance  off,  and  might 
have  led  to  the  conclusion  that  the  old, 
though  still  ever  new,  story  of  marriage  and 
love  was  being  discussed  by  the  ladies. 
They  had  gradually  wandered  some  quarter 
of  a  mile  from  the  village,  when  a  wolf, 
probably  disturbed  by  the  beaters,  and  which 
they  at  first  took  for  a  dog,  ran  towards 
them,  regarding  them  with  a  Took  which  they 
interpreted :  "  This  little  darling  I'll  make 
my  breakfast  off,  and  the  other  little  darling 
I'll  leave  on  that  bed  of  forget-me-nots  till 
supper  time." 

The  poor  girls  had  not  in  the  least  expect- 
ed such  a  bridegroom,  and  stood  petrified 
with  fear  as  soon  as  they  recognized  the 
animal,  for  they  possibly  did  not  know  that 
a  wolf,  in  the  summer  or  autumn,  would  at- 
tack nobody,  and  that  the  Isegrim  who  fHSci- 
nated  their  eyes  was,  probably,  as  much 
afraid  of  them  as  they  were  of  him.  The 
silent  young  lady  sobbed  out  a  masculine 
name — we  presume  that  of  her  lover — while 
the  charming  one,  after  recovering  from  her 
first  terror,  looked  round  on  all  sides  for  as- 
sistance. 

Suddenly  a  carriage  made  its  appearance 
from  a  branch  road,  drawn  by  two  horses,  in 
which  a  young  and  handsome  man  was  sit- 
ting.   Both  lilies  cried  out  together  in  joy- 


ful surprise  when  they  perceived  this  unex- 
pected assistance,  and  the  wolf  immediately 
ran  off,  and  took  up  his  station  some  distance 
from  them.  "You  have  saved  us  from  deatht'* 
the  charming  Wilhelmine  said,  as  she  ap- 
proached the  young  man,  who  immediateij 
ordered  the  coachman  to  stop,  and  leiped 
from  the  carriage.  After  begging,  ra  Ihtt 
style  of  French  gallantry,  to  have  his  doubts 
cleared  up  as  to  whether  he  looked  upom 
nymphs  or  hamadryads,  or  actual  mortabt 
and  all  possible  explanations  had  been  fur- 
nished him,  he  presented  himself  to  the 
ladies  as  the  son  of  the  old  pastor,  and  just 
arrived  from  Halle,  in  order  to  act  as  curate 
to  his  father.  The  young  man,  whom  we 
will  call  Carl,  then  invited  the  ladies  to  take 
seats  in  his  vehicle,  and  thus  return  to  the 
ch&teau. 

The  ladies  quickly  accepted  this  invitaUon, 
and  Carl  had  the  pleasure  of  lifting  them 
into  the  lofty  carriage,  in  which  he  also  took 
his  seat,  exactly  opposite  the  fair  Wilhelmine, 
who,  however,  was  cruel  enough,  for  some 
time,  to  look  every  way  but  at  him.  At 
length,  when  he  began  to  speak  of  Halle, 
where  he  had  been  several  years  "Famulus  ** 
at  the  house  of  Freylinghausen,  she  turned 
her  eyes  with  pleasure  towards  him,  for  she 
was  well  acquainted  with  this  poet,  and  be- 
came so  eloquent  that  her  companion  blush- 
ed, nudged  her  repeatedly,  and  at  length 
whispered  in  her  hear,  "Ah,  monDieu!  he's 
not  a  nobleman."  Wilhelmine,  however,  paid 
no  attention  to  her,  and  as  the  young  man 
was  very  well  read,  and  recited  several  of 
Freylinghausen's  newest  poems,  the  time 
passed  so  quickly,  that  they  stopped  before 
the  rectory  almost  without  perceiving  it. 
Here  all  the  family  assembled  around  the 
carriage,  and  wished  to  embrace  their  dear 
relative  ;  but  this  he  declined,  and  first  pre- 
sented his  fair  companions,  who  were  im- 
mediately invited  into  the  rectory,  which  the 
silent  one  at  first  declined,  but  the  other  im- 
mediately accepted. 

After  tbe  first  stormy  salutation,  the  old 
clergyman  clasped  his  hands,  and  commen- 
ced the  hymn,  "  Praise  God  for  all  his  gifts  !** 
in  which  the  whole  family  joined;  amonff 
them  our  friend  Carl,  with  such  a  splendid 
tenor  voice,  that  the  young  lady  could  not 
refrain  from  saying,  after  the  hymn  was 
ended, 

"  If  you  would  do  me  a  real  favor,  you 
would  sing  me  that  song  of  Freylinghausea's 
which  you  recited  to  us  on  our  road 
here." 

This  request  was  so  flattering,  tliat  Carl 
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eooM  not  refuse  to  eomplj  with  it.  He 
therefore  sang,  as  solo,  the  song,  '<  My  heart 
should  feel  contented/'  without  the  least  idea 
that^  in  a  very  short  time,  not  merely  all  his 
oonsolation,  but  all  his  good  fortune,  would 
OMhate  from  this  song. 

nechanniog  Wilhelmine  was  highly  delight- 
ed vhen  he  had  finished  the  sonff ;  and  the 
two  ladies  took  their  leave,  on  the  earnest 
persuasion  of  the  silent  one  of  the  two.  Carl 
poGtely  accompanied  them  to  the  neighboring 
gale  of  the  ch&teau,  where  they  parted  with 
mntoal  compliments. 

The  yovng  man  felt  for  the  first  day  or  two 
as  if  he  bad  lost  something  necessary  to  his 
existence ;  but  as  the  difference  of  rank  be- 
tween himself  and  a  lady  of  the  royal  suite 
appeared  to  him  an  insurmountable  obstacle, 
he  soon  forgot  the  strange  adventure,  in  which 
he  was  materially  assisted  by  the  composition 
of  his  trial  sermon,  which  he  was  to  preach 
the  next  Sunday  before  his  patron  and  the 
congregation.  In  the  meanwhile,  however, 
the  King  and  his  suite  had  returned  to  Berlin, 
while  Gundlingand  the  captain  remained  be- 
hind to  carry  out  their  treacherous  scheme. 
The  captain  pretended  to  be  suffering  from 
a  frightful  attack  of  gout,  and  had  secretly 
ordered  a  corporal  and  six  men  to  come  on 
the  ensuing  Sunday  night  from  the  neigh- 
boring garrison   of   G n,  as   he   bad 

learned  that  their  kind  host  intended  to  pay 
a  yisit  at  a  gentleman's  house  some  thirty 
mites  off,  as  soon  as  the  candidate's  sermon 
was  ended,  and  would  not  return  for  a  week. 
During  that  time  they  expected  to  have  the 
young  recruit  so  securely  hidden  away,  that 
any  reclamation  would  be  unavailing;  and 
besides,  the  king's  adjutant,  who  attended  to 
all  military  affairs,  was  the  captain's  cousin. 
GQndling,  after  his  usual  fashion,  rubbed  his 
stomach  with  both  hands,  as  he  thought  of 
the  pastor's  terrible  despair  at  the  loss  of  his 
beloved  son. 

As  soon  as  the  anxiously-desired  Sunday 
arrived,  both  gentlemen  went  to  the  over- 
crowded church ;  the  captain,  as  he  hypocrit- 
ically told  his  host,  to  return  thanks  for  his 
sadden  and  fortunate  recovery,  but  in  truth, 
to  have  a  nearer  look  at  his  young  recruit, 
whose  height  he  was  delighted  with,  and  paid 
Gfindling  repeated  compliments  for  his  dis- 
crimination. The  poor  young  man  gained 
complete  approbation  from  his  patron  and 
the  whole  psrish,  and  even  Gundling,  after 
the  service  was  over,  approached  the  pastor, 
and  treacheronsly  praised  his  good  fortune 
in  having  taeh  a  son.    We  must  say^  t  bat  the 


captain,  to  his  credit,  was  not  guilty  of  such 
hypocrisy  in  this  case. 

At  a  late  hour  in  the  evening,  which  was 
both  stormy  and  cold,  the  sound  of  arms 
and  a  loud  knocking  was  heard  at  the  door 
of  the  parsonage.  The  door  was  at  length 
opened  by  the  unfortunate  Carl,  with  the 
words, 

**  Who  are  you,  and  what  do  you  want  at 
this  unseasonable  hour  of  the  night?" 

"  We  want  you !"  the  captain  exclaimed, 
as  he  sprang  forward,  and  seized  the  young 
man  by  the  arm.  "  You  must  come  with  us, 
and  change  your  black  coat  for  a  blue 
one." 

We  may  easily  imagine  the  terror  of  the 
wretched  man,  who,  only  partly  dressed,  was 
standing  speechless  before  them,  when  his 
old  father,  who  had  heard  this  conversation, 
rushed  out  of  bed,  and  interposed  between 
them.  He,  too,  was  unable  at  first  to  speak 
through  terror,  when  he  perceived  in  the 
moonlight  the  soldiers,  and  among  them 
Gundling,  who  burst  into  a  loud  laugh  on 
seeing  the  father's  agony.  This  insult  re- 
stored the  old  man  to  consciousness,  and 
crying,  "  You  villanous  Judas  I"  he  rushed 
with  clenched  fist  at  the  baron.  Carl,  how- 
ever, interposed  ;  but  as  the  old  man  could 
not  be  calmed,  and  the  confusion  and  cries 
had  become  general,  for  the  mother  and  sis- 
ters had  joined  them,  the  young  man  repeat- 
edly begged  to  be  allowed  to  speak;  and 
when  he  gained  permission,  he  addressed  the 
following  question  to  his  father : 

"  Do  you  believe  that  our  Heavenly  Fath- 
er is  aware  of  my  fate,  or  not  ?  " 

At  this  all  were  silent;    but  when  the 

question  was  repeated,  the  old  man  replied: 

*<  Wby  do  you  ask  such  a  question  ?  How 

should  He,  who  knows  everything,  not  be 

aware  of  your  fate  ?  " 

"  Well,  then,"  the  son  calmly  replied,  "  if 
you  believe  that,  you  must  not  forget  that 
'  all  things  work  together  for  good  to  those 
who  love  God.'  I  love  Him,  and  willingly 
yield  to  my  fate  ;  and  will  only  dress  myself, 
and  then  be  ready  to  follow  the  captain." 

"No!"  the  latter  replied,  "you  must 
come  directly.     AUona — march  ! " 

All  ran  after  the  unfortunate  man,  crying 
to  him,  and  striving  to  retain  him,  but  in 
vain.  Father,  mother,  and  sisters  were  driv- 
en back  by  the  butt-ends  of  the  muskets. 

**  He  will  not  be  froxen,"  the  captain  cried, 
"  before  getting  out  of  the  village,  and  then 
he'll  put  on  b»  accoutrements." 

We  will  not  attempt  to  give  any  description 
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of  the  condition  of  the  sorrowing  family,  as  a 
soldier's  life  in  that  day  was  not  merely  the 
most  disgraceful,  but  aUo  the  most  wretched 
on  earth  ;  and  many  a  father,  hdd  the  choice 
been  left  him,  would  sooner  have  seen  hb 
son  in  his  coffin  than  in  the  colored  coat. 

The  unhappy  father  waited  in  vain  for  a 
letter  from  his  son  from  one  week — from  one 
month  to  another.  The  captain  had  taken 
all  necessary  precautions  to  cut  off  every  op- 
portunity for  communication.  No  one  knew 
what  had  become  of  him,  and  although  it 
was  so  very  difficult,  on  this  very  account,  to 
claim  him,  still  both  pastor  and  patron  at- 
tempted it,  though,  as  may  be  easily  imagin- 
ed, in  vain.  After  repeated  petitions  to  his 
royal  majesty,  they  at  length  received  a  very 
harsh  reply  from  the  minister  of  war  himself : 
that  they  made  a  most  insane  request  in  ask- 
ing them  to  look  for  a  recruit  in  the  ranks  of 
the  whole  Prussian  army,  when  no  one,  not 
even  themselves,  knew  where  he  was;  and 
he  must  be  getting  on  well>  or  else  he  would 
have  written  to  them. 

Two  years  thus  elapsed,  without  the  dis- 
consolate father,  who  had  long  before  re- 
ceived a  young  curate  to  assist  him,  hearing 
the  least  news  about  his  son,  and  therefore 
supposed  that  he  had  died  through  the  cold 
on  that  frightful  evening,  or  at  the  halberts. 

At  length,  when  the  second  year  had  just 
ended,  he  received  a  message  from  the  neigh- 
boring town  to  say  that  his  son  was  in  good 
health,  and  intended  to  visit  him  that  same 
evening  in  company  with  the  lady  of  the 
Dean  of  P .  VVhen  their  joy  at  this  un- 
expected news,  which  appeared  to  the  old 
man  almost  fabulous,  was  moderated,  and  a 
thousand  questions  asked  of  the  messenger, 
no  one  could  certainly  furnish  any  explana- 
tion as  to  his  strange  companion ;  but  this 
was  their  least  anxiety.  "  The  dean's  lady," 
the  old  mother  gave  it  as  her  opinion,  **  will 
soon  be  tired  of  us."  And  long  before  eve- 
ning the  whole  family  set  out  to  welcome 
their  Joseph,  as  the  old  man  called  him. 
They  had  just  arrived  at  the  cross-road  we 
have  already  visited,  when  a  carriage  drove 
up,  out  of  the  window  of  which  a  charming 
little  white  hand  was  stretched,  and  a  silvery 
voice  uttered  the  words,  "Yes,  yes,  dear 
Carl,  here  it  was  that  you  saved  me  from  the 
wolf."  At  the  moment  he  looked  out  he 
recognized  his  parents.  A  cry  of  joy  burst 
from  him,  which  was  echoed  by  the  whole 
family.  The  coachman  was  bidden  to  stop,  the 
lady  and  gentleman  sprang  out,  and  it  was 
some  time  before  the  old  father  could  say, 
"  Now  then  tell  us  all,  you  wicked  boy ; 


you  caused  us  much  grief  by  not  writing  a 
single  word." 

"I  could,  I  dare  not,"  Carl  replied. 
"The  captain  made  me  pledge  my  honor 
that  I  would  not  send  you  any  news  of  my 
place  of  abode.  If  I  kept  my  word,  he 
promised  to  give  me  my  liberty  at  the  end 
of  three  years." 

**  And  the  worthy  captain  set  you  free  at 
the  expiration  of  two,"  his  father  remarked. 

"Not  he!"  Carl  replied.  "Death  alone 
could  have  saved  me  from  his  clutches.  I 
owe  my  liberty  to  our  glorious  king." 

"  Tell  us— tell  us  how,"  all  cried  ;  "  let 
the  carriage  drive  home." 

"  Yes!  '  the  patron  cried,  who  had  come 
to  share  in  the  general  joy,  "  send  the  car- 
ria&re  away.  I  must  know  all  about  it.  We 
will  take  our  seats  on  this  bank." 

All — among  them  the  dean's  lady,  to 
whom  no  one  had  yet  paid  any  attention — 
seated  themselves  on  the  grassy  couch,  and 
kept  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  young  man,  who 
wiped  away  his  tears,  and  then  commenced 
thus: 

How  badly  I  fared,  and  how  grieved  I  was 
at  not  being  able  to  send  any  news  to  my 
dear  parents  and  sisters,  I  need  not  tell  you. 
My  only  trust  was  in  God ;  for,  had  I  not 
had  Him  to  support  me,  I  should  have  acted 
like  a  hundred  others— either  deserted,  or 
put  an  end  to  my  life.  But  my  faith,  which 
daily  found  nourishment  in  the  beautiful  text 
with  which  I  quitted  you  on  that  night  of 
terror,  "  We  know  that  all  things  work  to- 
gether for  good  to  them  that  love  God," 
supported  me  in  all  my  necessities. 

Thus  it  happened  that,  just  fourteen  days 
ago,  I  stood  as  sentinel  in  the  grand  corridor 
of  the  royal  palace  at  Berlin.  I  was  think- 
ing,  as  usual,  of  hpme,  and  as  I  felt  very 
low'spirited,  and,  besides,  fancied  the  neigh- 
boring apartments  unoccupied,  I  commenced 
singing  that  sweet  song  of  Freylingbausen, 
"  My  heart  should  feel  contented  ; "  when  I 
was  singing  the  third  verse,  a  door  opened 
to  my  great  embarrassment,  and  I  saw  this 
lady's  head. 

"  Ah ! "  the  dean's  lady,"  the  old  pastor 
said,  as  he  bowed  to  her.  "  Now  I  am  be- 
ginning to  see  more  clearly  into  matters.'* 
And  he  straightway  poured  forth  a  multi- 
tude of  apologies  for  not  having  noticed  her 
before,  through  his  immoderate  joy  at  his 
son's  return. 

"  But,  father,"  the  son  inquired,  **  do  you 
not  recognize  the  lady  ?  " 
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The  old  man,  however,  and  his  wife,  had 
long  forgotten  the  features.  One  of  Carl's 
wtera  at  length  said  : 

"That  must  be  the  jroung  lady,  if  I  am 
not  mistaken,  whom  you  Saved  from  the 
wolf?" 

"  Certainly,"  Carl  replied ;  "  and  at  this 
Tery  spot  where  we  are  now  silting  bo  hap- 
pily together." 
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But  as  all  b^an  crying,  "Proceed,  pro- 
ceed with  your  story,"  be  contiaued  it  in  the 
following  fashion : 

As  soon  as  I  saw  the  head  I  was  in  great 
fear,  and  ceased  singing.  The  lady,  how- 
erer,  came  very  kiodl;  towards  me,  measured 
me  from  head  to  foot,  and  at  length  said : 

"  I  could  scarce  believe  my  ears  when  I 
heard  that  voice,  but  my  eyes  cannot  deceive 
me.  Surely  yon  are  the  Eon  of  the  clergy- 
man of  H ,  who  saved  me  from  the  wolf 

two  years  ago  ?" 

"  I  am  that  unhappy  man,"  I  said  to  her ; 
and  then  proceeded  to  tell  her  what  a  fright- 
ful revenge  Gundling  had  taken.  Her  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  and  she  seemed  to  me  like 
■0  angel  sent  from  on  High  to  comfort  me. 

"  You  saved  me  from  a  wolf,"  she  ei- 
olaimed,  "  and  I  will  now  do  as  much  for 
youi"  and  then  harried  back  into  the  room. 
1  stood  there  with  a  beating  heart,  till  a 
page  approached  me  with  the  words : 

"Sentinel,  as  soon  as  yon  are  released 
from  duty  you  must  go  through  that  door, 
and   present  yourself  to  her  majesty  the 

I  need  not  say  with  what  anxiety  I  waited 
for  tiie  honr. 

At  length  I  was  relieved,  and,  trembling, 
I  entered  the  queen's  apartments.  She  asked 
my  history  very  gracionsly,  and  when  I  had 
flobhed  it,  she  added : 

"  I  can  do  nothing  for  you,  my  son,  but  I 
will  beg  the  general  to  see  thai  you  afe  on 
duty  here  to-morrow  morning  between  eleven 
and  twelve,  the  hour  at  which  the  king  pays 
me  a  visit.  Then  sing,  with  your  clear  voice 
that  pleased  me  so  much,  any  verae  yon  like 
of  bis  majesty's  favorite  hymn — 'Who  puts 
his  trust  in  Ood  alone.'  I  will  then  see 
what  more  I  can  do  for  you." 

With  these  words  her  majesty  dismissed 
me,  and  without  the  door  I  met  this  lady, 
who  whispered  to  me,  "  Courage,  courage; 
I  trust  all  will  he  well." 

Aa  I  expected,  I  was  placed  on  duty  be- 
fore the  queen's  apartments  the  next  morn- 
ing at  eleven  o'clock.  As  soon  as  I  beard 
voices  withm  I  coounenced  singing  a  veru 
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of  the  hymn  that  had  been  commanded. 
However,  I  expected  in  vain  to  be  summoned 
Bgun.  The  hour  passed,  and  I  fancied  that 
no  attention  had  been  paid  to  me ;  and  I  de- 
spaired,  for  I  did   not  dare   sing   another 

"And  yet,"  the  young  lady  here  inter- 
rupted the  narrator,  "all  proper  attention 
had  been  paid  to  your  hymn,  and  I  may  be 
permitted  to  give  an  account  of  it,  as  Cart 
has  already  iMcome  my  dear  husband." 

Another  cry  of  astonishment  was  here 
raised  :  "  What  t  what !  your  husband  ?"  all 
exclaimed.  "I  fancied  you  were  a  dean's 
wife,"  the  old  pastor  remarked.  "  I  never 
heard  of  such  a  thing,"  the  patron  murmured, 
for  he  knew  the  lady  was  of  very  old  family, 
and  both  he  and  the  pastor  seemed  scares 
to  know  whether  they  were  awake  or  dream- 
ing. 

"You  must  then  hear  my  story,"  the 
young  lady  remarked,  with  a  smile: 

The  voice  delighted  both  their  majesties 

Ee^tly,  and  as  soon  as  I  perceived  this  I 
gan  saying  everything  I  could  in  favor  of 
the  young  man  without,  till  the  king  laughed, 
and  said : 

"  Why,  she  roust  be  in  love  with  the  fel- 

I  felt  that  I  blushed  at  this  remark,  but 
still  answered  boldly: 

"  Yes,  your  majesty,  for  he  saved  me,  two 
years  ago,  from  a  frightful  wolf," 

"  Diable  !"  the  king  added.  "  Ton  are  of 
a  very  old  fiimily,  and  might  get  a  lieuten- 
ant, as  far  as  I  know." 

Here  the  queen  interposed,  and  begged 
hie  majesty,  who  was  in  very  good  humor 
that  day,  not  to  torment  me  further.  I  had 
opened  my  whole  heart  to  her,  and  was  de- 
termined on  having  this  grenadier,  or  no  one 
else,  for  my  husband.  "  I  must  beg  your 
majesty  to  remember,"  the  queen  continued, 
"  how  carefully  this  good  girl  attended  to 
our  child  in  its  last  illneM." 

"Well!"  the  king  remarked,  "  we'll  see. 
The  captain  praises  the  fellow ;  but  still  she 
cannot  by  any  possibility  marry  a  simple 
curate.  Well,  as  1  said,  we'll  sea,  I'll  ex- 
amine  the  fellow  myself;  hut  apropot,  sup- 
pose he  will  not  have  yout" 

I  did  not  know  what  answer  to  make  to 
this  inquiry,  save  by  letting  my  eyes  sink  oa 
the  ground ;  but  the  queen  came  to  my  as- 
sistance, by  saying,  "  Your  majesty  will  be 
best  fitted  to  arrange  that  matter." 

"  Well,  that's  very  true,"  the  king  replied. 
"  We'll  see,  thea ;  the  fellow  will  not  be  aiuh. 
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a  fool  as  to  refuse."  And  with  these  words 
his  majesty  left  the  room,  apparently  ia  deep 
thoutrht. 

**  That  is  the  end  of  my  story,"  the  young 
lady  said,  "  and  my  husband  must  proceed 
with  his  now." 

Carl,  therefore,  continued : 

I  naturally  believed  that  I  had  been  quite 
unnoticed,  especially  as  nothing  of  the  slight- 
est importance  occurred  during  the  remain- 
der of  the  day,  that  might  nourish  my  hopes. 

The  next  morning,  however,  at  parade, 
the  king  cried  out,  after  he  had  finished  all 
other  affairs, 

"  Where  is  the  fellow  who  stood  as  sentry 
yesterday  morning  between  eleven  and  twelve 
at  the  queen's  door? — let  him  step  out  of 

the  ranks." 

With  a  beating  heart  I  obeyed  this  order, 
on  which  his  majesty,  without  moving  a  fea- 
ture, first  measured  me  from  head  to  foot, 
and  then  said,  "Two  under-officers  here — 
take  the  fellow's  coat  off!"  I  could  fancy 
nothing  else  than  that  I  was  going  to.  be 
tied  up  to  the  halberts  for  my  unseasonable 
singing,  and  therefore  began  tremulously, 
"  I  implore  your  majesty,  with  all  submis- 
sion   "  but  the  king  interrupted  me : 

"  Don't  argue — take  his  waistcoat  off!" 
The  under-officers  did  what  they  were  com- 
manded, and  the  king  in  the  same  tone,  and 
without  moving  a  feature,  said — "Now  his 

gaiters !" 

I  now  fancied  I  was  going  to  be  impaled 
at  the  least,  and  entreated,  in  my  fear,  "  I 
beg  your  majesty,  on  my  knees,  to  be  mer- 
ciful to  a  poor  fellow ;"  but  the  same  answer 
was  given,  me — "  Don't  argue." 

As  I  stood  there  in  my  shirt  sleeves,  the 
king  ordered — "  Now,  bring  that  black  chest 
hither  to  the  front." 

I  was  now  certain  of  death  when  I  saw 
this  chest  brought  up,  in  which  I  fancied  an 
executioner's  sword,  at  the  very  least,  was 
contained.  I  clasped  my  hands,  and  com- 
mended my  soul  to  God,  when  the  king,  be- 
fore whom  the  chest  had  been  deposited, 
cried  out  to  me,  "  Now,  look  in,  and  see  how 
that  suits  you." 

As  soon  as  I  raised  the  lid,  I  saw,  not  a 
sword  or  any  instrument  of  torture,  but  a 
black  clerical  dress,  and  the  bands  laid  on 
the  top  of  it.  This  change  in  my  feelings 
almost  took  my  senses  away,  but  the  king  s 
voice  again  aroused  me.  "Now,  dress  your- 
self immediately,  and  listen  to  what  I  say. 
Bring  four  drums  here,  and  lay  a  dozen  side- 
srm»  across  them,  so  that  he  cannot  tumble 


through.  The  grenadier  shall  preach  us  a 
sermon,  for  I  must  first  examine  him,  and  see 
if  he  has  learned  anything.  If  he  sits  firm 
in  his  saddle,  as  the  saying  is,  he  can  keep 
the  black  stuff,  and  all  it  contains ;  but  if 
he's  a  stupid  ass,  I'll  make  him  put  the 
coatee  on  again.  Now,  then,  up  on  the 
drums ;  you  need  not  give  it  us  long,  but  it 
must  be  good." 

Assuredly  (the  young  man  continued)  I 
should  have  talked  nothing  but  nonsense, 
through  the  agitated  nature  of  my  feelings, 
and  the  fact  that  such  a  te/rible  alternative 
was  offered  me,  but  to  my  great  good  for- 
tune, daring  the  whole  duration  of  my 
wretched  servitude,  I  had  daily  thought  of 
my  favorite  text,  and  determined  I  would 
preach  on  it  the  very  first  Sunday  after  my 
release.  In  fact,  from  coniiuually  thinking 
on  the  subject,  I  had  the  whole  discourse 
lonff  before  ready  in  my  mind.  I,  therefore, 
boldly  mounted  the  drums,  and  began  im- 
mediately with  the  words — "  St.  Paul  says, 
in  Horn.  viii.  28,  'And  we  know  that  all 
things  work  together  for  good  to  them  that, 
love  God ;'  "  after  which  I  gave  a  detailed 
account  of  my  own  misfortunes,  which  had 
worked  together  for  good  by  the  confirmation 
of  my  faith,  and  then  made  an  universal  and 
particular  application  of  it. 

I  had  noticed  that  the  king,  who  stood 
close  before  me,  and  never  once  took  his  eyes 
off  me,  could  not  keep  the  tears  from  j)our- 
ing  down  his  cheeks ;  and  I  had  scarce  ut- 
tered the  word  "  Aii?en,"  when  he  said  to 
me,  "  Now,  come  down  from  your  pulpit ; 
you  can  keep  the  black  coat,  and  all  it  con- 
tains. You  had  better  inspect  the  pockets, 
and  see  what  you  have  got  in  them." 

During  my  discourse,  I  had  noticed  that 
one  of  them  seemed  heavier  than  the  other. 
I  therefore  put  my  hand  into  that  one  first, 
and  ^ho  could  picture  my  astonishment,  when 
I  drew  out  a  gold  tabattere  filled  with  ducats. 
I  was  silently  regarding  it,  when  the  king 
said,  "  That  is  a  present  from  my  wife  ^  but 
now  look,  and  see  whether  there  is  anything 
in  the  other  pocket ;"  and  not  yet  able  to  ut- 
ter a  word  through  surprise,  I  drew  out  my 
appointment  as  dean,  signed  by  the  king's 
own  hand. 

"  How  is  that  possible  ?  such  a  thing  was 
never  heard  of,"  the  old  pastor  exclaimed,  as 
he  raised  his  hands  to  heaven.  "  My  son  a 
dean  ?  A  candidate  and  private  in  the  Grena- 
diers a  dean  ?  Yes  I  now  I  understand  why  you 
sent  to  tell  us  you  would  visit  us  in  company 
with  Um  dean's  lady.    But  not  to  ask  your 
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poor  old  father  to  the  wedding — as  if  you  | 
were  ashamed  of  him — that  is  unpardona- 
ble." 

"  Did  I  know  anything  about  my  mar- 
riage ?"  the  son  continued  ;  "  but  listen  fur- 
ther." 

I 

I  naturally  tried,  after  all  these  fabulous 
events,  to  murmur  out  my  thanks,  but  was 
interrupted  by  the  king,  who  said,  **  Now 
come  up  to  the  palace;  you  can  eat  your 
soup  with  us,  and  the  regimental  chaplain 
must  accompany  you." 

Giddy  with  the  thought  of  all  that  had 
happened,  I  followed  with  the  chaplain,  who 
was  hardly  less  astonished  than  I  was,  the 
king  and  his  suite  to  the  palace,  and  as  soon 
as  we  had  entered  the  audience-room,  where 
all  the  court  was  assembled,  together  with 
her  Ebajesty  and  this  young  lady,  the  king 
advanced,  and  asked  me, 

''Who  does  he  think  he  has  to  thank  for 
all  this  ?" 

I  answered  with  a  low  bow, 

"  Besides  Qod,  my  most  gracious  king  and 
his  most  illustrious  consort. ' 

To  which  his  majesty  remarked, 

"There  he's  right ;  but  look  ye  here,  this 
young  and  charming  woman  did  the  most  for 
him.  Has  he  nothing  to  say  to  her  ?  She 
is  not  proud,  and  I  know  not  married.  What 
does  he  think  of  it  ?  he's  now  a  dean,  and 
has  his  pocket  full  of  ducats.  Will  he  try  his 
luck,  and  fancy  he  b  all  alone  with  her  V 

Half  mad  with  joy  and  hope,  I  raised  my 
eyes,  and  looked  at  the  poor  girl,  who  was 
blushing  and  trembling  before  me,  and  who 
could  not  raise  her  eyes  from  the  ground. 

All  was  silent,  though  at  intervals  a  slight 
sound  of  laughter  could  be  heard  in  the 
room.  In  spite  of  all  my  good  fortune,  I 
was  even  more  embarrassed  than  I  had  been 
an  hour  before  when  forced  to  mount  the 
drums ;  but  I  collected  myself,  and  in  a  few 
moments  said, 

"  His  majesty  the  king,  to  whom  I  owe 
all  my  good  fortune,  has  inspired  me  with 
the  courage  to  ask  you  before  this  great  as- 
sembly, whether  you  will  accompany  me  in 
my  wanderings  on  the  troubled  path  of  life, 
like  the  angel  Raphael  formerly  guided  the 
youthful  Tobias  ?'^ 

She  immediately  gave  me  her  hand,  silent 
and  trembling,  which  I  pressed  with  ardor 
to  my  lips,  and  her  majesty  had  scarcely 
bidden  God  to  bless  as,  when  the  king  added, 

"Regimental  chaplain,  come  hitner  and 


marry  them.  Afterwards  we'll  have  our 
dinner ;  but  I  must  get  them  off  my  hands 
to-day." 

The  chaplain  with  a  deep  bow  remarked, 

"  It  is  impossible,  your  majesty ;  the  young 
couple  have  not  been  asked  in  church." 

"Nonsense!"  the  king  objected;  lashed 
them  myself  long  ago.  (Some,  and  marry 
them  as  quickly  as  you  can,  for  I  am  hun- 
gry. Next  Sunday  you  can  ask  them  in 
church  as  many  times  as  you  like." 

Although  the  chaplain  urged  various  rea- 
sons, all  was  of  no  avail.  The  marriage  took 
place  that  very  hour,"  and  my  parents  can 
now  see  why  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  in- 
vite them. 

"I  really  must  be  dreaming,"  the  old  pastor 
now  said ;  "why,  it  is  stranger  than  any  story 
in  the  'Arabian  Nights.'  A  grenadier  made 
a  dean !  But  what  did  the  members  of  the 
consistory  say  to  it  ?     I  cannot  imagine." 

"  T?iey  kept  me  so  long,"  the  young  man 
replied,  "  or  I  should  have  come  to  share 
my  joy  with  you  eight  days  ago.  I  had 
scarcely  announced  myself,  and  handed  in 
my  diploma,  with  a  request  to  be  ordained, 
when  the  gentlemen,  as  may  be  easily  con- 
ceived, declared  the  whole  affair  impossible, 
and  sought  to  demonstrate  this  to  his  ma- 
jesty in  a  long  petition.  The  king  returned 
it  witu  these  words,,  written  in  his  own  hand, 
on  the  margin : 

"  I  have  examined  him  myself.  If  he 
does  not  understand  Latin,  he  can  afford  to 
keep  some  one  who  does.  I  do  not  under- 
stand Latin  myself. 

"Frbdirick  William." 

"  As  they  did  not  dare  to  trouble  the  king 
again  in  the  matter,  they  proceeded  to  or- 
dain roe,  after  an  examination,  to  which  I 
voluntarily  submitted." 

The  young  man  thus  ended  his  story, 
and  our  kind  readers  can  easily  imagine  the 
rest.  We  can  only  remark  that  our  hero 
made  an  excellent  dean,  and  for  many  years 
held  the  living  of  P . 

In  conclusion,  we  are  bound  to  state  that 
the  above  anecdote  is  historically  true,  and 
that  we  have  merely  repeated  the  family 
tradition.  Still  we  thought  it  better  to  re- 
frain from  giving  the  real  names,  as  the  de- 
scendants of  our  illustrious  grenadier  might 
not  desire  the  story  to  be  publicly  known  in 
connection  with  themselves.' 
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FIKST    IMPRESSIONS    OF    AMERICA 


BT  M.  J.  J.  i^PKBB,  MSMBBR  OF  THE  FRENCH  AOADEMT. 


Southampton,  August  27,  1851. 

Yesterday  I  was  at  London — ^in  the  Crys- 
tal Palace.  1  just  looked  in  upon  the  Uni- 
versal Exhibition — the  first  thin^  really  uni- 
versal in  the  history  of  man.  Yes,  the  first 
time,  since  "  the  world  began/' — that  men 
have  done  anything  in  common — that  people 
have  associated  themselves  in  a  common  en- 
terprise, without  distinction  of  country,  race 
or  creed.  An  event  memorable  and  pro- 
phetic, for  it  announces  and  augurs  forth, 
so  to  speak,  the  future  unity  of  the  hum^n 
race. 

To-day,  I  leave  England  for  the  United 
States.  I  am  going  to  observe,  in  all  the  free- 
dom of  their  action,  this  **  industrial  power," 
whose  cosmopolitan  results  I  so  much  ad- 
mired at  London.  But,  before  leaving  the 
shores  of  Europe,  I  beg  leave  to  relate  an 
incident  I  met  with,  which  gave  me  an  earn- 
est and  generous  anticipation  of  America. 

In  the  cars  which  took  me  from  London 
to  Southampton,  besides  a  distinguished 
American  (Mr.  Sedgwick)  who  was  to  make 
the  passage  with  me,  there  was  an  English 
lady  in  company  with  the  mother  and  sister 
of  the  former.  She  struck  me  at  once  by 
the  force  of  her  language,  and  the  original 
turn  of  her  mind.  This  was  Fanny  Kemble, 
whose  singular  and  poetic  volume  on  the 
United  States — the  very  book  for  a  young 
girl — ^had  pleased  me  many  years  ago  ;  and, 
though  a  little  severe  upon  American  man- 
ners, had  given  me  for  the  first  time  a  desire 
to  make  the  voyage  I  was  now'  about  to  un- 
dertake. 

The  niece  of  Mrs.  Siddons  bears  on  her 
brow,  in  her  aspect,  in  the  taut- ensemble  of 
her  person,  the  very  image  of  Melpomene. 
Many  things  have  taken  place  since  she 
wrote  what  she  still  calls  *'  her  imperti- 
nences" on  America^  manners,  her  rides  on 
horseback  on  the  banks  of  the  Hudson,  and 
the  charming  verses  inspu'ed  by  the  genius 
of  the  place. 

Ahhongh  she  brought  away  some  un- 


pleasant recollections  of  the  land  she  had 
adopted,  she  appreciates  more  highly  now 
the  social  advantages  of  a  country,  where 
(she  remarked  to  me)  people  have  the  impres- 
sion that  nobody  suffers  around  you ;  and 
yet  she  herself  appears  cold  and  untouched 
by  the  natural  beauty  everywhere  offered  to 
the  eye.  For  my  part,  let  me  again  and  again 
recur  to  the  impressions  made  upon  her 
twenty  years  affo. 

Mr.  Sedgwick,  with  whom  I  had  the  pleas- 
ure to  make  the  passage,  is  an  eminent  law- 
yer of  New  York ;  he  has  all  the  vivacity  of 
mind  and  flow  of  spirit  that  the  world  at- 
tributes to  us  Frenchmen.  In  other  things, 
like  a  true  American  traveller,  he  is  never  in 
a  hurry  ;  he  looks  quietly  at  his  watch  and 
says  we  have  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  spare, 
as  if  he  were  talking  of  going  from  Paris  to 
St.  Cloud.  The  ladies  are  no  more  in  a 
hurry  than  he.  We  arrived  in  time — and  in 
two  hours  were  on  board  the  Franklin,  which 
left  Havre  this  morning,  and  was  wailing  at 
Cowes,  in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  the  arrival 
of  the  steamboat  from  Southampton.  We 
shall  not  sail  to-night ;  there  is  fog  rising. 
This  act  of  prudence  in  an  American  cap- 
tain surprises  me.  But  Mr.  Wooton  is 
an  officer  no  less  brave  than  wise.  To  mod- 
erate the  hardihood  natural  to  the  United 
Stales  seamen,  the  captain  of  a  steam-ship 
belonging  to  this  line  must  have  an  interest 
of  some  $28|000  in  the  ship  under  his  com- 
mand. 

August  28. — ^I  am  up  before  the  ship  is 
under  way.  But  the  wheels  are  moving,  and 
I  am  on  my  way  to  America.  As  we  were 
coasting  along  the  Isle  of  Wight,  an  Ameri- 
can said  to  me,  **  That's  much  like  Long 
Island,  opposite  New  York."  The  first 
characteristic  that  I  remarked  on  board, 
where  a  great  majority  of  the  passengers 
came  from  the  United  States,  was  the  con- 
stant glorification  of  their  country.  "  Ameri- 
ca "  is  the  standard  idea  of  the  Americans  ; 
a  conviction  of  the  superiority  of  their  own 
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country  is  ai  tbe  foundation  of  all  they  say. 
They  find  it  even  in  the  avowal  of  what  they 
confessedly  fail  of.  Thus  all  took  care  to 
guard  me  against  expecting  to  find  in  a  new 
state  of  society,  that  refinement  one  meets 
with  in  his  intercourse  with  people  in  the  old 
world.  Nothing  could  have  heen  more  well- 
timed  than  such  a  remark,  hut  in  this  haste 
to  set  me  on  my  guard,  as  to  what  I  must 
not  expect  in  the  United  States,  I  thought  I 
recognized  the  precaution  of  an  unsettled 
patriotism,  always  acting  in  distrust  of  the 
opinions  of  a  foreigner.  Tliey  seem  to  me 
like  the  preface  of  an  author,  requesting 
readers  not  to  look  in  his  hook  for  what 
he  would  not  he  sorry  to  have  dbcovered 
there. 

I  cannot  repeat  the  many  eulogies  upon 
the  United  States ;  hut  somehow  it  always 
happens,  that  whatever  may  he  the  subject 
of  conversation,  they  always  come  off  best. 
French  cakes  are  very  good,  but  Virginia 
cakes  are  far  superior ;  and  American  oys- 
ters are  excelled  by  none.  These  are  little 
circumstances,  constantly  occurring  by  way 
of  information,  leaving  you  to  draw  your  own 
inference  from  them.  I  could  not  help  think- 
ing the  Americans  were  mortified  at  not  be- 
ing able  to  say,  that  one  of  their  own  coun- 
trymen had  discovered  America.  After  all, 
this  predilection  for  their  country  has  nothing 
obtrusive  in  it.  I  was  glad  to  see  it  exist, 
without  being  pained  by  it.  It  makes  me 
smile  to  see  on  what  occasion  the  feeling 
shows  itself.  On  the  whole,  it  gives  me  re- 
spect for  the  Americans  as  a  people.  In 
France,  for  many  years  at  least,  we  have 
made  ourselves  too  cheap ;  we  have  lost  the 
illusion  respecting  ourselves.  It  would  be 
far  better  to  respect— even  to  be  proud  of 
ourselves  a  little,  if  you  please — than  to  dis- 
parage ourselves  as  we  do,  and  so  philoso- 
phically to  pity  our  own  condition. 

On  board  this  conveyance,  I  find  occasion 
to  observe,  the  principal  of  equality  is  com- 
bined with  the  mequalities,  which  education 
and  habit  invariably  tend  to  produce.  Among 
the  passengers,  no  one  of  right  has  rank  or 
title ;  and  yet  it  happens,  naturally  enough, 
that  little  groups  are  formed  among  those 
whose  characters  are  congenial,  and  whose 
condition  is  similar.  At  one  table  you  find 
the  son  arid  daughter  of  the  Governor  of 
New  Jersey ;  Mr.  Sedgwick,  and  his  family  ; 
a  Virginia  planter  whose  manners  and  ways 
are  entirely  European,  and  who,  with  bis 
young  and  charming  wife,  are  just  from  a 
visit  to  Italy,  Greece,  and  Jerusalem  ; — at 
another,  are  seated  some  New  Orleans  mer- 


chants ;  and  at  a  third  some  Frenchmen,  who 
are  on  their  way  to  California.  Now  there 
is  no  decided  separation  taking  place  here — 
nothing  hinders  those  of  one  party  from 
mingling  with  another ;  but  it  never  takes 
place,  and  I  begin  to  see  how  a  general  com- 
mingling of  society  does  not  necessarily  fol- 
low the  adoption  of  democratic  principles. 

I  hear  them  all  talking  of  conventions, 
and  revolutions,  in  which  several  people  pre- 
sent had  taken  an  active  part.  With  us  the 
word  *'  revolution "  is  one  of  alarming  im- 
port ;  but  in  the  United  States,  when  it  is 
desirable  to  change  any  "  article "  in  the 
Constitution  of  a  State,  they  apply  to  the 
Legislature,  which  body  presenUy  issues  "  a 
call  to  the  people."  The  proposed  amend- 
ment is  submitted  to  a  popular  vote ;  and  if 
passed,  becomes  a  law.  This  is  a  "revolution.'' 

One  of  these  revolutions  had  just  taken 
place  in  the  State  of  New  York.  It  consists 
m  choosing  (by  ballot)  the  Judges  of  Court. 
This  measure  seemed  to  me  to  be  dangerous, 
or  inconvenient,  to  say  the  least  of  it.  But 
they  tell  me,  in  phraseology  derived  from  the 
language  of  mechanism,  it  works  well,  I 
think,  notwithstanding,  that  this  mode  of 
election  is  an  enchroachment  of  universal 
suffrage  on  what  had  far  better  be  divorced 
from  it,  and  that  the  States  which  have  not  as 
yet  experimented  on  this  "  revolution,"  had 
better  not  attempt  it. 

We  are  entering,  at  last,  the  bay  of  New 
York ;  which,  whatever  may  be  said  of  it, 
does  not  resemble  that  of  Naples,  although 
it  is  a  splendid  harbor,  nevertheless.  The 
Franklin  has  just  touched  the  shore,  which 
seems  lined,  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  with 
other  steamers.     We  are  in  America. 

Before  landing,  we  are  informed  of  a  Cu- 
ban expedition.  It  had  proved  a  failure. 
Lopez  had  been  taken  and  executed.  This 
piece  of  news  was  given  by  a  coachman  to 
whom  Mr.  Sedgwidc,  after  having  chatted 
politics  a  little  with  him,  recommended  me. 
Loaded  with  letters  of  introduction,  and 
cordial  invitations  to  visit  all  parts  of  the 
United  States,  I  left  the  Franklin,  having 
found  no  cause  to  complain  of  America  thus  far. 

Truth  to  say,  however,  I  did  not  find  the 
American  coachman  as  amiable  as  first  im- 
pressions promised.  The  man  that  talked  so 
finely  about  Lopez  and  Cuba,  and  who 
should  have  charged  but  half-a-dollar  to  take 
me  to  the  Astor  House,  demanded  a  dollar.  I 
did  what  I  should  have  done  in  Europe ;  I 
asked  how  much  I  ought  to  give.  Two  gen- 
tlemen were  at  the  desk ;  I  addressed  my- 
self to  one  of  them,  showing  him  my  letter 
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to  the  proprietor  of  the  house.  They  paid 
not  the  least  attention  to  the  letter,  but  one 
of  them,  without  making  any  reply,  put  a 
dollar  into  the  coachman's  hand  with  an  air 
that  would  have  been  graceful  indeed,  had 
it  come  from  his  own  pocket. 

Very  soon  the  gong,  which  takes  the  place 
of  the  dinner-bell,  here,  ason  shipboard,  warn- 
ed me  to  seat  myself  at  table, — with  two  hun- 
dred covers,  in  which  I  found  no  difficulty, 
as  they  do  not  pounce  upon  the  plates.  Ice 
water  is  here,  as  every  where,  common ;  a  bill 
of  fare  (newly  printed  every  day)  was  placed 
by  each  guest,  and  on  a  given  signal,  we 
were  served  by  boys,  who  showed  no  lack  of 
attention.  Although  ignorant  of  American 
customs,  I  had  neglected  to  stimulate  their 
zeal,  by  feeing  in  advance  a  particular  one, 
to  secure  his  services  in  future ;  as  an  offset 
to  this,  nothing  is  given  to  the  servants  on 
leaving  the  house.  The  dinner  was  not  long, 
nor  did  I  think  it  hurried.  Every  body  was 
still,— -except  now  and  then  a  Champagne 
bottle  broke  the  silence ;  but  I  have  no 
such  fondness  for  conversation  at  a  public 
table,  as  to  make  me  regret  the  loss  of  it. 

I  know  no  greater  pleasure  in  travelling 
than  to  stroll  about  in  an  unknown  city. 
Every  city  has,  in  fact,  its  appearance,  its 
air,  and  even  its  peculiar  noises.  Here  this 
interest  is  still  more  real,  fiut  lately  arrived 
as  I  had  in  America,  the  new  city  was  to 
me  a  new  world.  When  in  Broadway,  by  the 
motion  of  the  carriages,  I  could  almost  fancy 
myself  in  the  Strand.  For  an  hour  I  was 
walking  by  the  splendid  stores  in  Broadway. 
'Tis  the  Rue  Vivienne  of  New  York,  but 
longer  than  the  Champs- Elys^es.  The  con- 
stant roar  and  dazzling  splendor  of  the  city 
Sroduce  a  singular  effect,  when  for  eleven 
ays  one  has  seen  nothing  but  a  waste  of 
waters.  I  sought  for  some  less  giddy  quar- 
ter of  the  town,  like  the  shores  of  the 
Hudson.  Here  is  a  different  scene  of  agita- 
tion. The  foundries  where  they  construct 
steam-engines,  reecho  the  sound  of  the  ham- 
mer. My  first  sunset  in  America  was  truly 
American.  It  was  through  a  forest  of  masts 
that  I  saw  it  go  down,  and  then  retraced  my 
way  through  the  silent  streets,  till  I  thought 
I  had  reached  the  little  old  Dutch  town,  as 
calm  and  phlegmatic  as  the  American  city, 
whose  history  is  so  drolly  described  by  Irv- 
ing, is  bustling  and  earnest. 

I  shall  return  to  New  York,  but  at  present 
am  now  in  haste  to  reach  Boston,  the  most 
intellectual  city,  it  is  said,  in  the  United 
States.    Three  or  four  steamers  leave  for 


that  place  every  day,  and  I  take  the  first  one 
I  chance  to  meet.  A  colored  servant,  in 
handing  me  the  baggage-checks,  was  cau- 
tious to  slip  them  into  my  fingers  without 
touching  my  hand.  Such  conduct  may  ^ave 
its  advantages,  but  in  me  it  gave  rise  to  pain- 
ful thoughts  on  the  relation  of  the  two  races. 

On  my  return,  I  shall  visit  the  hospitals 
and  gray- walled  prisons  which  I  pass  as 
we  leave  the  city,  but  now  I  must  observe 
the  natural  beauty  above  and  around  me. 
Never  but  in  Egypt  have  I  seen  a  sunset 
so  splendid  as  this.  Not  even  in  Italy  will 
one  find  tints  so  crimson  and  gorgeous.  Be- 
fore me,  in  the  horizon,  I  discover  a  furnace 
from  which  are  issuing  jets  of  fire  and  dark- 
ened clouds.  Presently  the  furnace  becomes 
a  volcanic  crater,  jetting  out  brilliant  flames ; 
then  the  crater  seems  to  explode  and  disap- 
pear in  the  heavens.  Such  is  a  North  Ame- 
rican sunset. 

On  the  boat,  I  observe,  what  is  aristocratic 
enough,  that  the  second  class  passengers 
never  enter  the  supper  room  till  after  the  first 
are  seated  at  table.  On  the  other  hand — 
this  is  quite  democratic :  after  supper  I  asked 
a  boy  for  a  glass  of  water — without  any  re- 
ply, he  pointed  me  to  a  glass  upon  the  table, 
with  an  air  of  indescribable  majesty. 

The  railroad  which  leads  to  Boston  is  laid 
for  some  distance  through  the  streets  of  the 
city.  Children  play  about  the  cars,  and  the 
people  stand  looking  at  us  as  the  cars  go  by. 
There  is  none  of  that  cautiousness  we  see  at 
home,  where  an  arm  is  always  holding  out  a 
signal.  Here,  when  a  railway  crosses  a 
road,  there  is,  in  general,  no  guard  or 
barrier.  They  simply  ring  a  bell,  and  a 
painted  board  warns  you  to  '*  look  out  for 
the  cars  when  the  bell  rings."  If  a  passen- 
ger pays  no  attention,  or  does  not  hasten  by, 
or  if  a  cow  is  found  on  the  track,  an  accident 
occurs.  You  see  an  article  in  the  papers 
headed  thus :  "  Horrible  accident," — and  that 
is  all.  The  cars  are  not  very  comfortable. 
There  are  none  of  the  second  class ;  every 
one  ensconces  himself  in  the  long  omnibuses 
attached  to  the  engines,  communicating  with 
each  other  by  a  platform  ;  on  each  side  are 
rows  of  seats  for  two  persons  each,  with  a 
passage  between  them,  and  a  cast-iron  stove 
in  the  centre.  The  back  of  the  seats  are  not 
high  enough  to  rest  the  head  upon  ;  one  is 
neither  safe  nor  comfortable.  But  there  are 
three  thousand  leagues  of  railway  in  the 
United  States,  some  of  them  traversing  for- 
ests where  you  find  little  else  than  Indian 
trails.     That  the  cars  are  better  than  such 
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paths  as  these,  any  one,  however  captions, 
mnst  readilj  admit. 

Boston  resembles  an  English  city  more 
than  New  York.  There  are  many  quiet  and 
retired  streets ;  bnt  the  city  has  nothing  of 

floom  abont  it — nothing  of  the  Puritan, 
he  red  brick  houses  are  more  cheerful  than 
those  of  London.  The  doorways  and  steps 
are  generally  of  granite ;  and  sometimes  tne 
houses  hare  circular  fronts,  which  •iriye 
rariety  to  the  appearance  of  a  street.  The 
red  sand-stone  pillars,  the  gp'een  blinds,  and 
the  white  chimneys,  enliven  the  view  very 
much.  In  front  of  most  of  the  houses  you 
may  see  a  ffreen  spot,  ornamented  with 
shrubbery  and  flowers.  Still  the  old  Puri- 
tanism is  not  dead ;  for  I  see  by  to-day's  pa- 
per, that  two  boys  had  been  fined  for  playmg 
on  Sunday. 

In  the  public  walk,  a  notice  is  posted  stating 
that  infringements  on  police  regulations  on 
Sundays  will  be  punished  with  the  greater 
severity.     This    seems    characteristic.      In 
other    places,    trespasses     on    the     public 
grounds  or  flowers  are  punished  to  prevent 
a  repetition  of  the  ofience ;  here  they  are 
held  up  to  the  community  in  a  moral  point 
of  view.     How  natural  that  the  criminality 
should  be  greater  on  Sundays,  and  that  the 
punishment  should  be  greater  in  proportion ! 
The  public  walk  is  very  delightful.     It  is 
a  park  situated  on  sloping  ground,  having  a 
slightly  elevated  point  near  the  centre,  from 
which  the  ocean  can  be  seen.     A  crescent- 
shaped  basin,  ornamented  with  a  fountain, 
adds  to  the  beauty  of  the  ground.     This 
piece  of  water  is  all  that  remains  of  a  pond 
once  concealed  in  the  dense  forest,  whose 
only  surviving  tree,  a  venerable  elm,  is  now 
held  in  almost  religious  regard.    The  Ameri- 
can elm  is  a  beautiful  tree ;  with  its  trunk 
nearly  white  to  a  certain  distance  from  the 
ground,  and  its  elegant  caduceous  foliage, 
which  reminds  one  both  of  the  oak  and  the 
beech.     Michauz  calls  it  the  finest  tree  of 
the  temperate  zone.     Both  on  the  public 
walk  here  and  at  New  York,  you  may  see 
people  beating  carpets  and  drying  clothes. 
The  people  are  at  home,  and  make  them- 
selves  welcome.     The   other  extremity  of 
Boston  is  far  difierent  from  this ;  it  is  the 
commercial  part  of  the  town.     There  you 
find  activity  and  trade  —  a  United   States 
town  by  the  side  of  an  English  city. 

After  all  that  has  been  written  about  the 
unceremonious  habits  of  the  Americans,  I 
was  surprised  at  a  policeman's  telling  me  to 
put  out  my  cigar.  In  Boston  you  are  not 
allowed  to  smoke  in  the  streets.     It  must 


be  acknowledged  that  a  Frenchman  proved 
the  barbarian. 

There  is  still  to  be  seen  at  Boston  the 
place  where  Franklin  was  bom,  and  the  shop 
where  he  commenced,  as  tallow-chandler, 
the  career  which  he  terminated  not,  till  he 
had  extended  the  field  of  science — had  been 
distinguished  in  the  salons  of  Paris,  and, 
what  IS  still  more,  had  aided  in  establishing 
the  independence  of  his  country. 

Among  the  celebrated  writers  of  Boston, 
there  are  those  whose  reputation  is  preemi- 
nently European,  and  whose  acquaintance  I 
was  anxious  to  make.     They  are,  Mr.  Pres- 
cott,  historian  of  Isabella,  Mexico  and  Peru  ; 
Mr.  Bancroft,  author  of  the  History  of  the 
United  States,  and  Mr.  Ticknor,  who  wrote 
the  History  of  Spanish  Literature.     Unfor- 
tunately, Mr  Prescott  was  not  in  Boston. 
Everybody  in  Europe  knows  him  as  a  writer 
of  the  Robertson  Family,  and  in  America  he 
is  known  as  an  amiable  and  excellent  man. 
I  am  exceedingly  sorry  not  to  have  met  with 
him,  but  if  I  go  to  M!exico  I  shall  find  his 
History  there.     Mr.  Bancroft  is  absent  too. 
Him  I  shall  see  in  New  York.     It  is  singular 
enough  that  such  a  book  as  the  History  of 
Spanish   Literature  should   issue   from  the 
United  States.     Its  author,  Mr.  Ticknor,  re- 
sided for  a  long  time  in  Spain.     Urged  on 
by  his  enthusiasm,  and  aided  by  liberal  means, 
he  collected  a  Spanish  library  unrivalled  even 
in  the  Peninsula.     This  library  served  as  a 
basis  to  a  book  remarkable  for  the  varied 
information  it  supplies,  in  regard  to  a  litera- 
ture so  extensive  and  so  little  known.     It  b 
a  work  essential  to  any  one  who  would  ac- 
quaint himself  with  Spanish  Letters.     Mr. 
Ticknor  resided  for  a  time  also  at  Paris.    He 
has  a  good  knowledge  of  society ;  his  man- 
ners are  somewhat  French,  and  he  speaks 
our  language  without  the  slightest  accent. 
This  I  have  seldom   met  with  among  the 
English,  but  have  found   many  instances  of 
it  in  the  United  States.    This  Library  is  such 
as  a  dilettante  in  literature  only  would  col- 
lect.    He  has  many  authors,  both  rare  and 
curious,  on  Dante  and  Shakspeare ;  and,  as 
I  have  already  said,  his  Spanish  library  is 
the  finest  in  the  world. 

As  I  was  crossing  Charlestown  Bridge  to- 
day, I  was  delighted  with  the  gold  and  pur- 
ple of  the  western  sky,  which  reminded  me 
of  the  most  dazzling  sunsets  in  the  East. 
The  city,  with  its  red  brick  buildings,  bathed 
in  a  crimson  sky,  presents  a  remarkable  ap- 
pearance. Never  have  I  seen  the  atmos- 
phere more  diaphanous,  or  the  outlines  of 
objects  more  distinct.    The    light   that    I 
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speak  of  differs  in  one  respect  only  from 
that  of  Italy  and  Greece : — it  seems  dry  and 
bard,  while  in  those  favored  countries,  it  is  at 
the  same  time  both  soft  and  elastic.  In  this 
country  everything,  like  man,  is  energetic 
and  decided.  There  is  no  room,  it  would 
seem,  for  luxury  and  the  graces. 

I  have  been  to-day  to  hear  a  Unitarian 
preacher  of  some  reputation, "  Doctor  Walk- 
er.*' It  is  somewhat  remarkable  that  in 
Boston,  which  was  for  many  years  the  focus 
of  the  most  rigid  Calvinism,  where  the  doc- 
trines of  necessity,  of  grace,  of  man's  total 
inability  to  do  good,  had  an  entire  sway,  the 
sect  now  most  favorably  known,  and  which 
is  constantly  attracting  to  itself  the  most  in- 
telligent part  of  community,  should  be  Uni- 
tarianism — the  least  mystic,  the  most  ration- 
al type  of  Christianity.  They  call  all  who 
deny  the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity,  Unitarians. 
Their  creed  is  a  sort  of  Arianism,  inclining  to 
Deism.  The  change  is  evidently  the  result 
of  reaction.  The  Independents,  who  were 
the  first  colonists  of  New  England,  and  who 
laid  the  foundation  of  the  nationality  of  the 
country,  were  believers,  even  to  fierceness. 
While  the  Catholics  at  Baltimore,  and  Roger 
Williams  at  Providence,  were  setting  an  ex- 
ample of  tolerance,  the  Boston  Puritans  con- 
demned it  as  a  crime.  While  protesting 
iheir  attachment  to  their  mother  Church  of 
England,  they  allowed  no  one  to  recognize 
the  authority  of  this  Church,  and  revenged 
themselves  for  the  persecutions  they  had 
sufifered,  in  burning  witches  and  hanging 
Quakeresses.  The  tyranny  they  imposed  on 
the  community,  in  the  name  of  religion,  was 
carried  to  a  despotism  the  most  minute  and 
ridiculous.  Wearing  long  hair,  or  even  wigs, 
was  forbidden.  Ladies  were  not  allowed  to 
wear  their  sleeves  short,  or  more  than  half 
a  yard  wide  in  the  broadest  places.  It  was 
forbidden,  under  pain  of  the  lash,  to  kiss  one's 
wife  in  the  street,  and  mothers  were  not  al- 
lowed to  fondle  their  babes  on  the  Sabbath. 
No  beer  must  be  made  on  Saturday  for  fear 
it  might  be  working  on  the  Sabbath.  The 
Bible  was  their  code  of  laws,  and  with  the 
Bible  in  their  hands,  they  put  to  death  the 
adulteress,  forgetting  Christ's  forgiveness  of 
a  similar  offender.  Two  theologians  signed 
their  approval  of  putting  to  death  the  child 
of  an  Indian  chief,  who  had  been  captured 
and  killed,  because  the  wicked  race  ought  to 
be  exterminated. 

The  theological  doctrine  of  these  pitiless 
sectaries  repudiated  free  will,  and  denied 
that  man  was  capable  of  doing  or  even  of 
willing  a  good  action.    The  most  celebrated 


Doctors,  Jonathan  Edwards  and  Hopkaw, 
came  out  with  the  assertion  that  sin,  where 
it  existed,  is,  on  the  whole,  better  for  the 
world  than  holiness  would  have  been  in  its 
place ;  that  it  is  not  only  permitted  by  the 
Father  of  lights,  but  in  its  place,  preferred  by 
him  to  holiness,  and  introduced  directly  by 
his  action.  Finally,  they  came  out  with  th» 
strange  opinion,  that  to  desire  to  be  lo6t,for  the 
glory  of  God  is,  necessary  to  salvation.  To 
these  violent  d  ogmas,  there  came  out  in  op- 
position, from  the  first,  a  modem  Theolcm- 
cal  party,  styled  the  New  School.  Tlie 
Americans  betray  in  their  religbn  the  zeal,the 
ardor,  the  impetuosity  they  exhibit  in  every 
thing  else.  In  the  Asylum  at  Worcester,  the 
number  that  have  become  insane  from  religious 
excitement,  equals  those  who  have  lost  their 
reason  from  intemperance.  Then  come  revi- 
vals, followed  by  convulsion,  madness ; — ser- 
mons of  itinerant  preachers,  who  insult  the 
settled  ministers,  and  describe  the  torments 
of  Hell  in  such  a  way  as  to  subject  their 
hearers  to  fits  of  madness.  The  Methodist 
Whitefield  came  twice  to  America  to  revive 
this  enthusiasm,  bordering  on  delirium.  He 
preached  under  the  great  elm  on  the  Com- 
mon, in  presence  of  thirty  thousand  hearers. 
The  result  of  all  was,  to  disgust  the  people  of 
good  sense  in  Boston.  The  reaction  to  all 
these  Saturnalia  of  Religion  now  shows  it- 
self in  Unitarianism.  Repelled  by  teaching 
which  repudiates  the  liberty  of  the  will,  dis- 
gusted by  the  excesses  of  fanatics,  they  have 
thrown  themselves,  so  to  speak,  quite  to  the 
other  extreme  of  Christianity. 

It  is  in  this  way  that  Unitarianism  has 
made  such  progress  in  Boston.  There  are 
here  now  twenty  Unitarian  churches,  while 
there  are  but  fourteen  where  the  faith  of  the 
Puritans  is  professed.  There  are  ten  Episco- 
pal, ten  Catholic,  and  eight  Baptist  church- 
es— so  that  Unitarianism  is  in  the  majority. 

While  listening  to  the  sermon  of  Dr. 
Walker,  I  ran  over  the  Hymn  Book  in 
use  by  the  congregation.  The  hymns  are 
generally  devoted  to  the  truths  of  the  Chris- 
tian religion.  One  may  find  among  them 
Pope's  Prayer.  Christ  is  called  the  "  Man 
of  Calvary,^'  the  '*  Great  Prophet."  Still 
two  supernatural  facts  are  spoken  of  in  these 
hymns — the  Resurrection  and  the  Second 
Advent.  Unitarianism  is  not  then  pure  De- 
ism; it  is  a  form  of  Christianity  taking  Scrip- 
ture for  its  basis,  and  interpreting  it  after  its 
own  manner.  The  external  form  of  worship 
is  the  same  as  in  the  Calvinistic  Churches, 
but  the  sermon  could  not  be  accused  of  mys- 
ticism ;    it  surprised  me,  as  coming  from  a 
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Unitarian.    The  sobjeot  was  neither  theolo- 
gieal  nor  moral ;  it  consisted  of  advice  how 
to  conduct  one's  self  in  the  world — advice 
which  would  apply  no  better  to  the  Christian 
profession,  than  to  any  other.     The  point  of 
l>r.  Walker's  sermon  was  this:   one  must 
eODcentrate  all  his  efforts  on  a  determinate  ob- 
ject* and  not  waste  them  on  several ;  one  must 
liAve  a  decided  plan,  and  follow  it  invariably ; 
ooe  must  make  every  thing  subservient  to 
the  cne  great  object.  Dr.  Walker  is  himself  a 
man  of  high  morality,  but  what  is  properly 
called  morality  was  entirely  wanting  in  his 
sermon.     I  ought  to  say,  that  in  the  last  sen- 
tence there  was  one  word  about  eternity.    I 
"would  not  judge  of  Unitarianism  from  a  sin- 
gle sermon.     I   hear  of  another  Unitarian 
'^yreacher  in  Boston,  full  of  unction  and  ear- 
nest zeal ;  and,  besides,  have  they  not  once 
liad  a  Fenelon  in  their  Channing  ? 

I  am  goin^  to  see  Mr.  Charies  Sumner ; 
liis  name  makes  certain  people  shudder,  for 
be  is  a  free-soiler,  and  suspected  of  abolition- 
ism. It  does  not  frighten  me,  however ;  and 
they  say  nothing  else  bad  about  him,  but 
reckon  him  one  of  the  most  brilliant  orna- 
ments of  the  national  Senate.  While  wait- 
ing for  him,  I  observed  in  his  hall  some 
Italian  pictures — souvenirs  of  Rome.  The 
taste  for  arts  and  antiquities  is  not  a  stranger 
here ;  so  I  am  not,  then,  altogether  in  a  land 
of  barbarians,  whatever  one  may  say.  This 
Eoropean  vein,  which  runs  through  society 
in  the  United  States,  ought  to  be  noticed, 
because  without  at  all  changing  its  funda- 
mental character,  it  considerably  modifies  the 
ispect  of  it.  Mr.  Sumner  showed  me  the 
Capitol — for  in  each  State  the  buildinswhere 
the  Legislature  meet  is  thus  styled.  That  of 
Boston  contains  a  fine  statue  of  Washington, 
by  Chantrey  ;  it  is  the  simple  hero  of  the 
Revolution.  Quite  near,  in  the  Athenaeum, 
is  a  bust  marked  by  a  character  more  indivi- 
dual, and  which  is  called  the  finest  ever 
made  of  the  noblest  and  best  of  men.  Let 
me  say  of  Washington— extraordinary  for  his 
rectitude  and  simplicity,  neither  eloquent  as 
an  orator,  nor  acute  as  a  diplomatbt — that  no 
one  has  surpassed  him  in  goodness  of  heart, 
or  correctness  of  intelligence,  and  that  he 
hsd  the  true  political  genius — the  genius  of 
virtue.  Near  Boston  is  the  Cambridge  Uni- 
versity. Being  a  Professor  myself,  and  having 
visited  the  German  Universities,  and  been  a 
student  in  one  of  them,  I  felt  a  strong  de- 
nre  to  see  what  an  American  University  is. 

In  the  first  place,  then,  there  is  nothing 
here  like  what  we  call  a  University  in  France. 
Both  the  institutions  themselves,  and  parti- 


cular professorships  m  them,  were  established 
by  pnvate  men  and  named  in  honor  of  them. 
There  is  Harvard  College  and  Yale  College 
in  the  United  States,  as  there  are  at  Paris 
the  Colleges  Montaigne  and  Harcourt.  But 
Yale  and  Harvard  are  the  names  of  theolo- 
gians or  merchants,  instead  of  great  lords. 
Private  men  here  are  every  day  doing  more 
and  more  for  education.  Mr.  Lawrence 
has  founded  at  Cambridge,  what  is  styled  a 
Scientific  School,  at  a  cost  of  500,000  francs. 
In  the  annals  of  the  college  may  be  cited  a 
number  of  donations ;  but  the  most  striking 
are  those  made  in  aid  of  its  feeble  beginnings. 
Money  was  then  scarce,  and  zeal  for  learning 
gave  rise  to  the  most  modest  offerings.  One 
private  man  gave  a  piece  of  cotton  stuff 
valued  at  nine  shillings ;  another,  a  pewter 
pot  of  the  same  value  ;  a  third,  a  fruit-dish, 
a  spoon,  a  large  and  small  salt-cellar.  The 
names  of  those  who  made  these  simple  offer- 
ings have  been  preserved,  and  ought  to  be 
so.  Cambridge  reckons  among  its  benefac- 
tors some  illustrious  men.  There  are.  Usher 
the  chronologist,  the  theologian  Baxter,  and 
even  Bishop  Berkeley,  who  lived  many  years 
in  this  country,  whither  he  had  come  with 
the  intention  of  converting  the  Indians. 
Walpole  thwarted  his  plans,  and  there  is  no 
trace  of  his  system  in  America.  The  ideal 
theory  would  never  do  for  the  United  States. 
Cambridge  has  always  been  a  luminous  point 
in  New  England.  The  first  American  press 
was  established  at  Cambridge,  seventeen 
years  after  the  arrival  of  the  pilgrims.  Com- 
pare this  with  Virginia,  where  no  printing 
was  done  till  ninety  years  after  its  appear- 
ance in  Cambridge,  and  where  in  1761  one 
of  the  governors  said,  "  Thank  God  we  have 
neither  schools  nor  printing  presses,  and  I 
hope  we  shall  not  have  for  a  hundred  years  to 
come,  for  learning  introduces  disobedience, 
heresy,  and  plots  against  government." 

Calvinism,  which  was  at  the  basis  of  the 
university,  has  become  almost  an  entire  stran- 
ger to  it.  They  allow  their  Jewish  students 
to  observe  the  Sabbath,  and  the  Catholics 
to  observe  all  the  holidays  of  the  church. 
Yale  and  Amherst  Colleges  are  still  under 
the  old  Puritan  spirit ;  and  something  of  it  is 
still  left  at  Cambridge.  Protestant  pupils 
must  go  once  a  day  to  church,  and  on  Sun- 
days twice.  If  a  student  should  fail  to  do 
so  three  times  in  four  years  he  is  sent  away. 

The  omnibus  took  me  in  half  an  hour  to 
Cambridge.  The  professors'  houses  are  of 
wood,  surrounded  by  trees.  The  collets, 
in  which  are  the  students'  rooms,  are  of  bnck. 
The  whole  has  a  choice  and  solitary  aspect. 
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You  are  far  from  hard-working  America,  or 
rather  you  seem  to  be  bo  ;  but  it  is  only  half 
a  league ;  and  I  strongly  suspect  that  world- 
ly thoughts,  the  desire  of  maldne  money, 
come  knocking  at  the  student's  door,  and 
enticing  away  the  young  men  I  see  walking 
under  these  quiet  shades.  How  can  they  con- 
tent themselves  long  with  books,  when  but  two 
steps  off  they  perceive  the  bustling  activity 
of  a  calculating  and  industrious  people  ? 
How  can  they  fail  to  be  drawn  mto  the 
vortex,  and  leave,  as  soon  as  possible,  pur- 
suits which  have  no  positive  results,  for  those 
that  will  insure  them  fortune,  influence,  and 
respectability  of  position  ? 

My  first  visit  was  to  Mr.  Sparks,  President 
of  the  University.  He  has  devoted  his  life 
to  the  history  of  his  country.  He  has  pub- 
lished several  important  papers  on  the  his- 
tory of  the  American  Revolution,  a  number 
of  which  he  collected  in  the  archives  of  the 
Foreign  Minister  at  Paris,  of  whose  kindness, 
in  giving  access  to  these  documents,  he 
speaks  in  the  highest  terms.  Mr.  Sparks  has 
published  ''The  Life  of  Washington,"  and 
given  to  the  public  the  correspondence  of 
this  great  man.  He  is  the  author  of  bio- 
graphies of  several  of  his  distinguished  coun- 
trymen, and  may  be  called  the  American 
Plutarch. 

If  any  doubt  whether  one  may  meet  in 
the  United  States  a  perfect  type  of  the  gen- 
tleman and  the  scholar,  let  them  but  once 
visit  Mr.  Everett,  a  resident  of  Cambridge, 
formerly  President  of  the  University,  and 
also  Governor  of  Massachusetts,  and  Minis- 
ter to  England.  Mr.  Everett  is  noted  for  the 
elegance  of  his  style.  His  published  dis- 
courses are  models  of  classic  writing  in 
America.  Mr.  Everett's  manners  are  those  of 
a  British  Statesman.  In  speaking  of  the  in- 
stitutions of  the  United  States,  he  sees  only 
one  danger  impendingi  but  that  appears  to 
be  a  great  one  ;  it  is  the  terrible  danger  from 
slavery.  In  approaching  this  subject,  his 
serious  and  gentle  manners  were  expressive 
of  a  deep  inquietude ;  and,  even  with  all  his 
wisdom,  he  seemed  to  see  no  solution  to  a 
problem  so  difficult. 

I  visited  also  Mr.  Agassiz,  the  unrivalled 
Naturalist,  given  by  Switzerland  to  America, 
whom  I  met  at  Paris,  and  who  seems  to  me 
like  a  compatriot,  because  he  is  a  European. 
He  met  me  like  a  friend,  and  I  think  that 
soon  the  name  will  suit  us  both — one  thing 
18  certain,  the  American  reserve  has  not  a^ 
fected  Agassiz ;  no  one  can  be  more  brilliant 
in  intellect,  more  animated  in  conversation, 
or  more  cordial  in  manner.    The  pursuits  of 


Mr.  Agassiz  are  quite  varied.  Geologists 
had  been  divided  on  the  question  of  the  gla- 
ciers of  ancient  times.  He  wished  to  exam- 
me  more  closely  into  their  nature  and  move- 
ments, as  well  as  their  effects  upon  their 
pathway.  Like  a  true  child  of  the  Alps,  he 
ascended  and  lived  for  months  among  them. 
He  has  supplied  us  also  with  another  page 
of  natural  history,  upon  the  fossil  fishes; 
having  done  for  this  department  what  was 
done  for  the  antediluvian  reptiles  and  mam- 
mals by  Cuvier,  of  whom  he  styles  himself 
the  grateful  pupil,  and  whose  studies  he  is 
well  fitted  to  continue.  From  impressions 
almost  effaced,  sometimes  with  a  scale  only 
spared  by  the  lapse  of  ages,  he  has  recon- 
structed thousands  of  species ;  and  still  fur- 
ther, has  grouped  them  in  natural  classes 
correspondmg  to  the  different  eras  in  which 
they  existed.  In  all  these  pursuits  Mr. 
Agassiz  places  foremost  anatomy,  geology, 
and  embryogeny — studying  all  the  animate 
world  under  the  triple  aspect  of  their  present 
and  anterior  organization,  whether  yet  in  em- 
bryo or  in  the  less  perfect  development  at- 
tained in  those  primitive  epochs,  by  the  spe- 
cies which  were  only  the  embryos  of  those 
now  existing.  You  feel  that  there  is  a  cer- 
tain greatness  in  the  harmony  of  these  sci- 
ences ;  but  to  cultivate  and  thoroughly  un- 
derstand them,  requires  the  extensive  range 
and  activity  of  mind  which  characterize  Mr. 
Agassiz;  enabling  him  to  prosecute  at  the 
same  time  several  branches  of  study  and 
several  publications  entirely  different,  and 
which  render  him  the  most  suitable  person, 
though  a  child  of  the  Old  World,  to  repre- 
sent, in  science,  the  energies,  the  ardor,  the 
impetuosity  of  the  New. 

How  has  America  made  conquest  of  a  man 
whom  the  whole  corps  of  savans,  and  all 
the  capitals  of  Europe,  honor  ?  Let  me  tell 
you  ;  it  is  no  less  creditable  to  America  than 
to  the  distinguished  scholar  himself.  Mr. 
Agassiz  had  no  fortune  of  his  own.  His 
youth  had  known  some  hard  struggles.  He 
told  me  that  when  in  Paris,  he  found  him- 
self so  destitute  that  he  had  not  the  means  of 
returning  to  Switzerland.  A  friend  who 
was  in  no  better  circumstances  than  himself, 
having  spoken  of  him  to  M.  Humboldt,  to 
whom  M.  Agassiz  was  a  stranger,  the  latter 
received  next  day,  in  his  little  furnished  room 
at  the  hotel,  a  complimentary  letter  from  the 
illustrious  savant,  begging  him  to  accept  the 
small  sum  of  which  ne  stood  in  need.  Mr. 
Agassiz  loves  to  tell  the  story ;  and  having 
told  me,  he  added,  "  I  requested  of  M.  Hum- 
boldt that  I  might  not  return  this  sum,  so 
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large  for  one  in  my  situation,  for  I  wished 
always  to  feel  under  obligations  to  him."  I 
hope  all  my  readers  will  appreciate  as  I  do, 
the  delicacy  of  this  request.  Some  years 
afterwards,  M.  Agassiz  had  distinguished 
himself  in  science,  but  to  publish  his  work 
on  Fossil  Fishes,  a  great  outlay  must  be  ex- 
pended—  he  owed  his  brother  100,000 
francs ;  this  debt  he  did  not  wish  always  to 
lie.  Where,  in  Europe,  could  he  have  suc- 
ceeded so  well  as  a  Lecturer  ?  He  came  to 
the  United  States  as  Professor  of  Geology 
in  the  Lowell  Institute  at  Boston.  This  is 
the  enterprise  of  a  private  individual,  Mr. 
Lowell,  whom  his  love  for  travel  induced  to 
go  abroad ;  he  died  in  the  East,  consecrating, 
by  a  will  dated  at  Luxor,  his  fortune  to  the 
establishment  of  a  course  of  lectures,  de- 
sired to  show  the  harmony  of  the  natural 
sciences  with  revealed  religion.  This  gene- 
rous legacy  of  Mr.  Lowell  reminds  one  of 
that  left  in  Egypt  by  Baron  Gobert,  a 
Frenchman — actuated  by  a  similar  desire  to 
benefit  his  country. 

As  professor  here  he  began  extemporizing 
in  a  langUBge  not  his  own,  and  yet  producing 
no  small  sensation.  His  audience  was  so 
large  that  he  was  obliged  to  repeat  his  lec- 
tures on  the  same  or  successive  days.  The 
large  halls  of  the  institution  were  unable  to 
accommodate  more  than  half  the  subscri- 
bers to  his  course.  In  two  years  he  acquired 
the  means  of  paying  his  debt  of  100,000 
franca ;  and  all  this,  in  mercantile  America. 
It  would  seem,  then,  that  sometimes  they  are 
not  indifferent  to  learning  here ;  and  if  they 
love  to  make  money,  they  know  how  to 
spend  it  nobly.  The  free  democracy,  which 
haa  its  meannesses,  can  yet  do  what  ancient 
aristocracies  did,  and  what  monarchies  do 
not  always  effect.  The  geological  survey 
of  two  counties  in  the  State  of  New  York 
haa  been  made  at  private  expense.  And 
have  we  not  seen  a  private  merchant,  Mr. 
GrinneU,  furnish  two  vessels  for  the  Arctic 
expedition  ?  Captain  Franklin  is  an  English- 
man, and  Grinnell  an  American.  The  senti- 
ment which  prompts  him  is  free  from  any 
selfish  pride  of  country ;  and  he  follows  only 
the  dictates  of  humanity,  in  devoting  a  part 
of  hb  property  to  the  assistance  of  one  who 
belongs  to  a  rival  nation. 

In  Cambridge,  you  find  an  excellent 
library,  a  laboratory,  including  all  the  im- 
provements of  Liebig,  and  a  cabinet  of  na- 
tural history,  where  I  saw  with  interest  some 
of  those  curious  footprints  left  by  antedilu- 
vian animals  on  the  mobt  sand,  and  even 
marks  of  rain- drops  —  a  thing  that  would 


seem  the  least  traceable  of  all.  Professor 
Hitchcock,  of  Amherst  College,  has  as- 
sociated his  name  with  the  study  of  these 
fossils,  abundant  every  where  in  America, 
and  found  occasionally  in  Scotland  and  Ger- 
many. Dr.  Hitchcock  supposes,  from  these 
marks  so  decided,  and  so  light,  altogether, 
that  he  can  define  forty-seven  species  of  ani- 
mals :  viz.,  twelve  quadrupeds,  twelve  rep- 
tiles, twenty-two  birds,  <S^c.,  but  nowhere  has 
he  imagined  that  he  found  the  footprints  of 
a  woman-^as  one  of  his  countrymen  did. 

On  our  way  to  Mount  Auburn,  I  took  oc- 
casion to  question  Mr.  Agassiz  on  the  Geology 
of  America.  Strange  enough,  the  new  world 
is  the  oldest.  While  the  different  parts  of 
Europe  were  covered  by  the  sea,  from  whose 
waters  only  certain  islands  had  emerged, 
America  was  already  a  continent.  Thus 
says  Mr.  Agassiz,  the  animals  and  vegeta- 
bles of  this  part  of  the  world  bear  less  re- 
semblance to  the  organized  bdngs  existing 
in  Europe  at  the  present  time,  than  to  those 
of  epochs  anterior  to  man.  North  America 
is  physically  the  country  of  unity.  Geolo- 
gical formations  there  have  greater  extent 
and  more  stability ;  the  same  animals  and 
the  same  plants  inhabit  larger  tracts  than  in 
the  old  world.  There  are  rattlesnakes  from 
Mexico  to  Maine.  Humming-birds,  which 
properly  belong  to  the  tropics,  frequent  the 
gardens  in  the  vicinity  of  Boston.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  northern  birds  go  farther 
south  in  winter  than  European  birds  go  in 
Africa.  And  so,  too,  the  aboriginal  races 
of  North  America  present  a  remark- 
able resemblance  to  each  other,  on  points 
quite  dissimilar.  Mr.  Agassiz  does  not  be- 
lieve in  the  Asiatic  origin  of  the  races.  He 
says  the  cheek-bone  of  the  Tartar  tribes  is 
much  lower  than  the  American. 

We  reached  Mount  Auburn  about  the  time 
of  day  of  which  the  poet  Gray  speaks  in 
his  "  Elegy  in  a  Country  Churchyard."  The 
sun,  whose  brightness  here  delights  me, 
casts  its  richest  tints  on  the  beautiful  trees 
of  the  cemetery.  Nowhere  is  there  a  greater 
variety  of  trees  than  in  North  America. 
Mr.  Agassiz  showed  me  the  different  kinds 
of  pine,  oak,  and  walnut,  and  informed  me 
that  there  are  forty  species  of  oak  in  the 
United  States.  The  cemetery  is  a  place  too 
charming  for  death,  but  where  one  might 
Toluntarily  go  to  repose  himself.  The  tombs 
are  white,  simple,  spacious,  instead  of  that 
horrid  crowd  of  graves  as  in  our  sepulchres. 
Here  one  may  be  .in  the  shade,  and  at  his 
ease ;  and  then  here  is  such  good  company. 
Here,  foe  example,  is  the  statue  of  Bow- 
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ditch,  the  simple  American  sailor,  who  wrote 
a  classic  work  in  nse  by  English  sailors,  and 
who  subsequently,  while  president  of  an  in- 
surance company,  translated  the  "Mecha- 
nique  Celeste*'  of  Laplace.  It  is  not,  indeed, 
a  mere  translation.  Bowditch  commented 
on  the  work  of  the  illustrious  French  Ge- 
ometer ;  he  simplified  it  in  some  parts,  and 
brought  it  down  to  the  later  discoveries. 
Laplace  says,  "  I  am  sure  Bowditch  under- 
stood me,  for  he  has  not  only  corrected 
several  errors  in  my  books,  but  has  shown 
how  I  have  fallen  into  them." 

The  life  of  Bowditch  is  beautiful  and  in- 
teresting. From  boyhood,  his  tastes  were 
remarkable.  While  an  apprentice  to  a  ship- 
chandler,  he  was  constantly  making  calcu- 
lations on  a  slate.  A  neighbor,  who  won- 
dered at  his  pursuits,  remarked  that  he 
should  not  be  surprised  if  in  time  the  boy 
should  make  an  almanac.  Never  was  a 
boy  of  finer  feelings,  or  purer  mind.  Sensi- 
ble to  glory,  and  at  the  same  time  modest, 
his  eyes  moistened  with  tears  on  being  told 
that  he  was  admired  in  Europe;  while 
nothing  touched  him  more  than  receiving 
from  the  "  backwoods"  the  indication  of  an 
error  in  his  works.  "That  was  an  error  in- 
deed," said  he.  "  The  simple  fact  that  my 
work  had  reached  a  man,  living  on  the  very 
verge  of  civilization,  who  could  appreciate 
and  comprehend  it,  gave  me  more  pleasure 
than  the  eulogies  of  all  the  learned  savans 
of  the  academy."  Bowditch  was  always 
cheered  on  by  his  courageous  wife.  His 
work  would  cost  500,000  francs ;  and  she 
advised  him  to  sacrifice  everything  in  order 
to  finish  it.  In  gratitude  he  wished  to  dedi- 
cate the  work  to  her,  as  she  had  so  largely 
contributed  her  aid  in  its  production. 

Bowditch  had  drawn  a  plan  of  Salem,  his 
native  town ;  it  was  stolen  from  him,  and  its 
publication  openly  announced.  He  was  an- 
gry at  first,  and  threatened  to  prosecute  the 
man  for  plagiary;  but  on  hearing  that  he 
was  poor,  he  called  on  him  the  next  day, 
saying,  '*  Let  me  finish  the  plan  I  have  be- 
gun, and  correct  some  errors  in  it;  then 
publish  it  for  your  own  benefit,  and  I  will 
head  the  list  of  subscribers." 

Like  a  true  American  scholar,  Bowditch 
was  a  self-made  man.  So  too  was  Thomas 
Godfrey,  the  Pennsylvanian  shoemaker,  who 
by  himself  learned  Latin,  for  the  sake  of 
reading  "  Newton's  Principia."  So  was  the 
young  Ebenczer  Mason,  who  died  at  twenty- 
one,  a  victim  to  his  zeal  for  science,  and  par- 
ticularly to  his  passion  for  astronomy.  His 
health,  already  broken  by  misfortune,  sick- 
ueas,  and  struggles  for  bread,  was  entirely 


prostrated  and  destroyed  by  his  laborious 
nights  of  study.  The  energy  and  resolution 
so  remarkable  among  the  Americans,  are 
met  with  quite  as  often  in  the  lives  of  literary 
men,  as  of  those  devoted  to  other  pursuits. 
They  not  only  acquaint  them  with  their  own 
capabilities,  but  they  open  to  them  the  way 
to  fortune.  The  tendency  of  the  scientific 
mind  is  marked  with  this  character  of  intre*- 
pidity  and  self-reliance  which  marks  all  their 
enterprises.  The  researches  of  Franklin 
show  a  combination  of  sagacity,  courage,  and 
coolness,  which  is  truly  American.  Bold- 
ness, carried  even  to  infatuation  of  mind, 
has  led  a  mathematician  in  the  United  States 
to  look  in  geometry  for  other  elements  than 
a  point  without  dimensions  and  a  line  with- 
out breadth.  The  essays  of  Mr.  Seba  Smith 
are  a  bold  jump  at  something  impossible. 

In  spite  of  my  partiality  for  Mount  Auburn, 
I  would  rather  reside  at  Cambridge,  have  a 
professorship  there  and  live  in  one  of  the  lit- 
tle white  cottages,  surrounded  by  trees,  were 
it  not  for  the  climate,  which  affects  unplea- 
santly my  throat.  For  here,  where  one  might 
at  this  season  readily  believe  himself  in  Italy, 
the  thermometer  falls  as  low  as  twenty  de- 
grees of  cold,  and  a  fire  is  necessary  nine 
months  in  the  year.  With  this  exception,  a 
life  here  would  be  very  pleasant.  The  pro- 
fessors here  are  all  on  good  terms  with  each 
other.  There  has  never  been  but  one  excep- 
tion ;  one  of  the  professors  murdered  one  of 
his  colleagues,  and  concealed  his  body  in  the 
laboratory ;  it  is  to  be  hoped  the  thing  will 
never  occur  again,  however.  But  they  do 
indeed  associate  very  pleasantly  together. 
Every  fortnight  they  meet  together  at  the 
house  of  one  of  the  number,  who  gives  a  sup- 
per and  reads  a  dissertation. 

To-day  I  am  going  to  close  the  evening  with 
another  professor,  a  stranger,  a  friend  of 
Mr.  Agassiz,  a  Swiss,  as  he  is,  and  a  witness, 
by  his  office  here,  to  American  hospitality. 
In  his  work,  entitled  "  The  Earth  and  Man,'* 
Mr.  Guyot  has  tried  to  illustrate  history  by 
geography. 

He  sees  in  the  varied  configuration  of  the 
countries  of  Europe  and  Asia,  where  civiliza- 
tion has  flourished,  the  reason  of  this  civiliza- 
tion, and  in  the  simplicity,  in  the  geograph- 
ical unity  of  the  American  continent,  the  law 
of  common  development  on  the  principles  of 
association.  The  old  world  educated  the 
new.  The  new  world  is  the  splendid  theatre 
on  which  the  progressive  destinies  of  human- 
ity are  to  be  exhibited.  This  conclusion 
could  not  but  please  his  American  hearers. 
The  remarkable  work  of  Mr.  Guyot  is  the 
product  of  a  course  delivered  at  Cambridge. 
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Professor  FeltOD,  of  the  University,  with  a 
desire  to  please  seldom  felt,  but  deserving  a 
higher  reward,  spent  whole  nights  in  trans- 
lating from  French  into  English  the  lectures 
written  by  Mr.  Guyot. 

Mr.  Felton  is  Professor  of  Ancient  Lan- 
mages  and  Literature.  I  find  in  his  library 
the  more  recent  works  of  German  Literature. 
He  has  himself  translated  several  treatises  of 
Jacobs,  given  to  the  public  an  edition  of  Ho- 
mer, and  published  several  gems  of  Greek 
poetry  and  eloquence.  On  his  table  Ger- 
man literature  makes  quite  a  figure,  repre- 
sented by  Reinecke,  Fucks,  A;c. 

It  seems  that  young  gentlemen  here  leave 
college  too  early,  to  "  make  money."  If  they 
study  ancient  literature  a  little,  it  is  only  for 
the  purpose  of  learning  to  speak,  a  necessary 
acquisition  in  the  United  States,  for  life  is  all 
oratory,  as  it  was  in  ancient  times — and  more 
so ;  more 's  the  pity,  in  my  estimation.  De- 
mosthenes and  Cicero  prepared  discourses 
which  were  to  be  chef  cPauvres  of  study  ; 
while  Americans,  in  their  whole  life- time, 
neyer  extemporize  even  an  after-dinner 
speech.  In  spite  of  this  difference  and  sev- 
eral others,  there  is  a  certain  resemblance  in 
all  free  countries  where  speech  is  power. 

I  am  going  to  visit  the  Observatory  at 
Cambridge,  where  is  a  large  telescope— one 
of  the  first  in  the  world;  it  cost  100,000 
francs,  and  its  granite  base  25,000.  All  is 
owing  to  voluntary  subscription.  The  names 
of  the  principal  subscribers  are  engraved  on 
a  marble  tablet.  One  of  them  gave  60,000 
francs.  The  powerful  instruments  recently 
constructed  can  penetrate  farther  into  the 
profound  heavens  than  any  have  done  before. 
The  nebulee,  lost  in  the  distant  extremities  of 
space — those  whitish  spots  which  are  formed 
of  myriads  of  stars— each  one  of  which  ap- 
pears to  be  the  centre  of  a  planetary  system 
equal  to  that  occupied  by  our  little  earth — 
these  nebulae,  so  curiously  studied  by  Her- 
schel,  have  aggrandized  the  universe.  One 
may  conceive  the  transport  the  astronomers 
felt,  at  the  triumph  of  their  instruments'  per- 
mitting them  to  see  these  nebulae  resolve 
themselves  into  stars  in  the  heavens.  "  You 
will  share  my  joy,"  wrote  the  4ii'ector  of  the 
Cambridge  observatory,  **  on  learning  that 
the  great  nebulae  of  Orion  have  yielded  to 
the  power  of  our  incomparable  glass.  These 
nebulae  had  resisted  the  unrivalled  power  of 
the  two  Herschels,  armed  with  their  excellent 
reflectors.  It  had  defied  Lord  Ross's  three 
feet  mirror,  and  even  with  the  highest  power 
of  his  glass,  he  could  discover  not  the  least 
appearance  of  a  star,  and  yet  our  Telescope 


has  accomplished  what  the  laTgest  one  in  the 
world  has  hitherto  failed  to  effect." 

Astronomy  is  one  of  the  sciences  which 
are  most  successfully  cultivated  in  the 
United  States.  Dr.  Franklin  had  observed 
that  the  clearness  of  the  atmosphere  (which 
struck  me,  too,)  was  very  favorable  here  to 
astronomic  observations.  The  taste  for  the 
science  is  so  great,  that  many  merchants  even 
have  constructed  small  observatories  where 
they  amuse  themselves  in  the  study  of  the 
stars.  More  profound  investigations  have 
enabled  Prof.  Loomis  to  write  "  The  Pro- 
gress of  Astronomy  in  America."  Mr.  Bond, 
astronomer  at  the  observatory,  aided  by  his 
son,  has  discovered  a  third  ring  in  Saturn. 
They  have  also  added  one  more  to  the  num- 
ber of  satellites  already  known  as  belonging 
to  the  same  planet.  The  Americans,  then, 
not  only  take  from  the  virgin  soil  all  its  rich- 
es— they  find  leisure  to  enrich  science  and 
the  heavens. 

Not  far  from  the  observatory  is  the  Bo- 
tanic Garden.  The  study  of  botany  is  by 
no  means  a  new  one  in  the  United  States. 
The  new  Flora,  that  America  offers  to  the 
students  of  that  science,  has  found  enthusi- 
astic admirers.  The  Colonies,  even  before 
their  independence,  had  given  birth  to  Bar- 
tram,  who,  like  a  true  American,  was  a  self- 
made  man,  and  whom  Linnaeus  calls  the 
Botanist  of  Nature.  He  founded  the  first 
botanic  garden,  notwithstanding  he  was  so 
poor  that  an  English  naturalist,  his  friend, 
sent  him  from  time  to  time  brown  paper  for 
his  '*  herbier,"  and  even  cloth  to  make  his 
garments.  A  second  botanic  garden  was 
founded  by  Marshall,  who,  like  Bartram, 
himself  built  a  house  on  a  plot  of  ground 
which  he  had  cleared,  and  where  now  stands 
a  town  bearing  his  name.  The  botanist  of 
the  garden  of  Cambridge,  Dr.  Grey  (from 
Europe),  is  well  known  by  his  Flora  of  the 
United  States.  I  was  happy  to  see  at  his 
house,  reproduced  by  Daguerreotype,  the 
features  of  a  French  botanbt  very  dear  to 
me — a  man  who  bears  so  deservedly  the 
hereditary  glory  of  the  name  of  Jussieu. 

Near  to  Cambridge  stands  a  fine  wooden 
house,  surrounded  by  trees.  It  was  Wash- 
ington's head-quarters  at  the  beginning  of 
the  war.  It  is  historical  in  a  two-fold  re- 
lation— it  is  now  the  residence  of  an  eminent 
poet,  Longfellow.  In  this  country,  where  I 
had  fancied  to  myself  that  life  was  a  constant 
whirl  of  political  excitement,  I  did  not  ex- 
pect to  meet  with  an  instance  of  life  im- 
pressed with  a  quiet  so  noble  and  dignified. 
In  an  elegant  hoa8e»  with  a  ^>1^  \)^\i^^\^ 
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and  lovely,  surrounded  by  the  sweetest  cbil- 
dren,  Mr.  Longfellow  seems  to  me  the  very 
ideal  of  a  fortunate  poet ;  and  they  say  that 
this  happiness  was  preceded  by  a  romantic 
story  of  constancy  on  the  one  hand,  and 
delicacy  on  the  other.  The  American  poet 
has  travelled  in  all  parts  of  Europe;  he 
knows  all  its  languages ;  he  possesses  a  col- 
lection of  literary  curiosities,  from  popular 
Danish  songs  to  Havana  ballads.  He  has 
reproduced  the  poetry  of  all  nations — Ger- 
man ballads,  and  songs  of  Jasmine.  In  the 
different  countries  of  the  old  world  which  he 
has  visited,  his  muse  has  preserved  numerous 
souvenirs.  He  has  observed  the  primitive 
and  patriarchal  manners  of  Sweden,  which 
he  depicts  so  well  in  the  preface  to  his  trans- 
lation of  a  graceful  Swedish  poem  of  Tes- 

.  ner,  "The  Communion  of  Children.*'  He 
has  visited  Italy  and  France,  and  has  felt  the 
charms  of  the  old  towns  in  Germany.  At 
Nuremburg,  the  son  of  industrial  America 
harmonized  with  the  lettered  industry  of  the 
XVI.  Century,  which  in  the  lowest  walks  of 
life  called  forth  such  men  as  Jacob  Boehme, 
the  philosophic  shoemaker,  and  Hans  Sacks, 
the  cobbler  bard.  He  celebrates  these  in- 
spired artisans  in  his  beautiful  verse. 

He  has  also  written  (what  American  can 
forget  it  ?)  the  "  Psalm  of  Life  " — the  answer 
to  the  preacher  who  said — "  All  is  vanity." 
It  has  been  said  that  literature  is  the  ex- 
pression of  society ;  in  my  opinion  it  is  the 
reverse  ;  civilization  promotes  literature. 
Now,  in  the  United  States,  society  is  demo- 
cratic, but  civilization  is  European.  De- 
mocracy can  never  be  literary,  for  democra- 
cy is  the  rabble.  Poetic  inspirations  may 
come  from  the  mass,  as  popular  poetry  every- 
where bears  witness,  but  nowhere  have  the 
lower  classes  produced  the  highest  style  of 
poetic  composition.  Art  is  necessarily  a 
stranger  to  it ;  and  thus  in  America,  where 
the  masses  rule,  they  do  not  write  for  the 
masses.  Literature  may  be  democratic  in 
sentiment ;  it  could  not  be  so  in  form — it 
could  not  be  careless,  uncultivated,  or  it  would 
be  literature  no  longer. 

The  mass  in  the  United  States  have  a 
press  at  their  use — a  daily  press — very  use- 
ful in  a  commercial  point  of  view,  but  of  no 
account  in  literature.  The  daily  press  is 
exclusively  American,  but  if  you  regard  its 
literary  aspect,  America  is  in  Europe ;  for 
civilization  came  to  it  from  Europe,  and  is 
coming  every  day,  especially  now  that  the 
two  worlds  are  placed  in  contact.  For  if 
Louis  XIV.  could  say  in  his  pride,  "The 

JPfreaeea  do  Joager  exist/'  surely  the  all- 


conquering  and  more  powerful  steam  may 
say,  there  is  no  more  ocean ! 

A  lucky  circumstance  took  me  to  Boston 
on  the  very  day  when  a  great  popular  fdte 
was  to  take  place  which  would  last  for  three 
days.  "  The  three  days  "  of  Boston  will  be 
celebrated  in  honor  of  a  revolution  too — bat 
a  revolution  of  a  character  entirely  pacific. 
They  intend  to  f^te  the  Boston  and  Canada 
Railroad,  which  has  just  been  opened.  Lord 
Elgin,  the  Governor  of  Canada,  is  to  be  here, 
as  well  as  the  President  of  the  United  States. 
The  city  is  all  alive.  The  number  of  visitors 
is  large.  The  hotels  are  so  crowded  that 
they  threatened  to  give  me  a  companion  in 
my  bed-room.  The  proprietor  of  the  house 
(like  a  true  American  as  he  is)  where  Mr. 
1^  ill  more  and  Lord  Elgin  are  coming,  took 
good  care,  in  informing  of  this  necessity,  not 
to  tell  me  the  reason  for  it.  I  escaped,  how- 
ever, without  beinff  obliged  to  encounter 
such  difficulties  as  these. 

I  have  been  present  in  the  Senate  at  the 
reception  of  the  President,  by  the  Governor 
of  Massachusetts.  The  former  was  followed 
by  three  of  his  Cabinet ;  among  whom  was 
Mr.  Webster,  the  lion  of  the  day,  and  him- 
self the  candidate  for  the  next  Presidency. 
The  Governor  of  the  State  is  the  son  of  a 
farmer.  Engaged  in  the  service  of  a  law- 
yer, he  spent  his  evenings  in  instrucUng 
eveninef  schools;  he  established  an  "athe- 
nsoum  in  his  little  town — finished  his  course 
there,  and  became  head  of  the  democratic 
party  in  his  own  State.  The  President  was 
once,  as  they  tell  me,  a  carpenter.  Mr. 
Webster  was  a  hard-working  boy.  All  three 
have  manners  perfectly  accordant  with  their 
present  situations. 

The  Governor,  although  of  a  political 
party  opposed  to  Mr.  Webster,  introduced 
nim  with  remarks  highly  complimentary. 
Mr.  Webster  replied  in  the  midst  of  a  round 
of  cheers — but  on  the  whole,  it  was  not  one 
of  the  great  orator's  happiest  efforts ;  he  flat- 
tered the  Americans  a  little  too  grossly  in  a 
speech  which,  all  around  me,  they  thought 
somewhat  in  bad  taste.  Another  of  the 
Cabinet  from  Virginia  was  happy  in  the  ex- 
treme. "  A  Virginian,"  such  were  his  words, 
"  is  never  a  stranger  in  Boston."  Then,  unit- 
ing the  North  and  the  South  in  his  praises, 
he  added,  "  if  you  have  your  Bunker-Hill,  we 
have  our  Yorktown ;  if  you  have  your 
Daniel  Webster,  we  have  our  Washington, 
who  also  belongs  to  you — our  and  your 
Wa$hingtony  ' 

I  will  tell  you  an  anecdote  illustrating  the 
manners  here.    I  am  told  that  the  Speaker 
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of  the  Hoafte  has  conducted  himself  so 
bandsomelj  in  critical  and  trying  occasions, 
that  the  different  parties  have  united  in 
showing  their  respect  for  him,  hy  presenting 
him  with — a  watch. 

The  first  railway  in  America  on  which  a 
locomotive  was  used,  was  constructed  in 
Boston  in  1829.  It  was  thirteen  miles  long 
— ^DOt  five  leagues ; — now  a  thousand  leagues 
radiate  from  Boston,  traversing  Massachu- 
setts and  the  neighhoring  States — and  the 
United  States  are  crossed  in  all  directions  by 
more  than  10,000  miles  of  railway — more,  in 
fact,  than  the  diameter  of  the  earth. 

The  new  line,  whose  opening  we  celebrate 
to-day,  is  still  m&re  important,  as  it  offers  to 
emigrants  arriving  in  Boston  a  direct  route 
to  the  West,  without  going  to  the  Hudson, 
which  is  the  direct  line  from  New  York ;  by 
the  same  route,  too,  the  produce  of  the  West 
will  find  its  way  to  Boston.  The  breakfast 
griven  by  the  city  was  only  so-so,  I  must 
confess ;  and  the  dishes  were  almost  scram- 
bled for ;  but  Champagne  was  abundant,  the 
▼ery  thing  needed,  as  you  know,  for  the 
warmth  of  enthusiasm,  and  the  good  cheer 
of  a  festive  meeting.  Soon  came  the  toasts 
and  speeches.  They  call  for  Mr.  Such-a-one, 
who  makes  his  appearance — speaks,  and  is 
most  loudly  cheered — invariably.  Those 
who  are  most  boisterous  in  their  acclamations 
are  Canadians,  especially  French  Canadians. 
A  citizen  of  Quebec  began  a  song 

Nous  aimons  la  Canadienne, 
Pour  ses  beaux  yens  doax, — 

bat  the  crowd  pressed  forward,  as  a  man 
had  just  rben  to  make  a  speech ;  the  singer 
was  neglected,  and  I  lost  the  rest  of  the  song, 
which  i  so  much  wanted  to  hear. 

In  the  evening  I  went  again  into  society. 
The  President  appeared  in  the  hall,  where, 
since  the  war  of  the  Revolution,  English  uni- 
forms do  not  so  often  make  their  appearance. 
.  Mrs.  Fillmore  bore  her  honors  and  saluta- 
tioDs  like  a  princess  of  the  blood,  showing 
nmther  hauteur  nor  embarrassment.  I  finish- 
ed the  day  by  a  delicious  promenade  under 
the  elms  of  the  mall,  while  a  bright  moon 
was  shedding  its  gentle  light  through  their 
foliage. 

The  nineteenth  of  September  was  the 
grand  gala  day.  First,  a  procession  of  all 
the  trades ;  then  a  dinner  for  four  thousand 
persons  ;  in  the  evening  an  illumination  and 
fire-works,  and  all  this  in  honor  of  his  ma- 
jesty the  railroad.     "  Boston,*'  as  Mr, 

said  to  me,  "  wbhes  to  show  herself  in  all 


her  strength."  Some  precautions  are  taken 
here  against  theft.  Everywhere  you  see 
placards — "Beware  of  Pick- pockets."  I 
noticed  nearly  two  hundred  policemen  well 
armed  with  truncheons, — but,  on  account  of 
its  being  a  gala-day,  the  instruments  were 
partly  enveloped  in  gilt  paper. 

About  noon  the  procession  took  up  their 
line  of  march,  headed  by  the  President  and 
his  Cabinet,  Lord  Elgiti  and  the  city  authori- 
ties. What  most  struck  me  was,  the  great 
number  of  uniforms  that  figured  in  the  f^te — 
which  is  purely  civic  after  all ;  here  are  the 
Lancers,  which  have  not,  it  is  true,  the  same 
military  air  that  I  saw,  a  month  ago,  paraded 
on  the  Champ  du  Mars — here  are  military 
fur  caps,  and  uniforms  of  blue,  gray  and  red, 
with  Hungarian  jackets,  &c.  If  there  were 
as  many  regiments  in  Boston  as  there  are 
uniforms,  the  city  would  have  a  formidable 
body  of  infantry.  But  I  apprehend  that 
these  are  volunteers,  who  choose  their  cos- 
tume, as  they  nominate  their  ofllcers.  Un- 
questionably the  Americans  have  a  failing 
that  way ;  and  in  their  partiality  for  the 
military  art,  differ  widely  from  the  English. 
The  latter  are  as  brave  as  others,  but  mili- 
tary life  with  them  is  not  in  the  highest  re- 
pute. A  father,  in  moderate  circumstances, 
never  sees  his  sons  choose  a  military  life 
but  with  regret.  It  is  not  so  here.  I  have 
seen  respectable  boys  amuse  themselves  at 
military  exercise  and  manoeuvres,  as  the  low- 
est class  do  in  Paris.  This  is  one  of  the  re- 
sults of  the  Mexican  war.  They  are  getting 
accustomed  to  military  men  for  Presidents ; 
indicating,  it  may  be,  a  great  change  in  the 
character  and  institutions  of  the  Americans. 

Mr.  Fillmore  is  not  one  of  the  warlike 
Presidents,  whom  I  referred  to  above.  Yes- 
terday there  was  a  review.  After  some  he- 
sitation they  gave  the  President  a  good 
horse,  which  the  policemen  were  obliged  to 
hold,  at  every  discharge  of  cannon.  I  saw 
with  pleasure,  that  at  the  head  of  the  trades' 
processions,  was  carried  "The  Dying  In- 
dian," the  work  of  an  American  statuary  ; 
but  next  followed,  probably  to  designate  the 
furrier,  a  stuffed  bear ;  then  followed  various 
vehicles,  and  then  companies  of  soldiers ;  on 
one  of  the  cars  were  fauteuils  and  chairs, 
and  on  another  hats.  A  model  of  a  ship 
was  drawn  by  six  white  horses,  and  the  mu- 
seum was  represented  by  a  wooden  elephant 
drawn  by  Indians.  On  the  printers  car, 
were  struck  off  programmes,  which  the  crowd 
were  as  eager  to  seize  as  they  are  the  indul- 
gence tossed  from  a  window  after  the  Pope's 
benediction.    When  the  Oambtvd\y^  ^V^ 
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passed,  they  were  saluted  by  three  loud 
hurrahs,  especially  from  the  ladies. 

The  procession  was  two  hours  in  passing 
a  given  point,  and  reminded  me  of  some 
Flemish  pictures  of  the  sixteenth  century, 
where  all  the  corporate  bodies  took  place 
with  their  banners.  But  here  there  was 
something  more;  not  only  the  mechanic, 
but  the  trade  itself ;  it  was  a  dramatic  re- 
presentation, where  the  player  seemed  as 
much  amused  as  the  spectators.  I  was  de- 
lighted most  of  all  at  the  infant  school — 
whose  scholars,  hedged  in  the  mall,  crying 
**  hurrah,"  beginning  so  early  to  identify 
themselves  with  the  public  sentiment.  The 
enthusiasm  of  these  little  citizens  was  doubt- 
less the  purest  of  all. 

Then  came  the  dinner,  prepared  for  four 
thousand  persons,  in  a  tent  on  the  ''  Com- 
mon.*' The  guests  were  put  upon  a  strictly 
temperate  regimen,  for  no  wine  was  to  be 
had — a  very  judicious  thing,  I  thought,  on 
an  occasion  so  public.  The  President  was 
obliged  to  return  to  Washington,  but  Lord 
Elgin  made  an  unstudied  and  spirited  speech, 
well  calculated  to  please  without  flattering 
his  hearers.  So  passed  the  day.  But  see 
how  the  papers  speak  of  it :  one  says, ''  The 
aspect  of  this  vast  assembly,  when  the  tables 
were  set,  was  striking  beyond  expression. 
There  was  a  Mediterranean  of  human  frater- 
nity under  a  canopy  of  banners,  and  in  this 
sea,  there  were  numerous  celebrities  of  both 
hemispheres." 

Here,  as  in  England,  morals  guard  morals. 
If  one  exposes  for  sale  a  bad  book,  or  an 
objectionable  print,  he  is  subject  to  a  prose- 
cution by  the  society  for  the  suppression  of 
vice.  The  citizens  compose  the  police,  and 
mamtain  good  order.  Not  long  ago  a  mur- 
der was  committed;  four  hundred  persons 
were  on  the  alert  in  pursuit  of  the  murderer ; 
and  quite  recently,  a  riot  having  taken  place 
at  New  York,  where  an  actor  was  concerned, 
the  military  were  called  out,  thirty  or  forty 
persons  were  fired  upon  and  killed.  Every 
one  justified  the  act.  The  principle  b  always 
the  same.  There  can  be  no  liberty  mthout 
order. 

Some  miles  from  Boston,  is  the  little  city 
of  Lowell,  celebrated  for  its  factories,  and 
more  than  all,  for  the  morality  and  intellec- 
tual culture  of  the  operatives.  Lowell,  built  in 
1821,  contains  now  more  than  30,000  people. 
The  girls  employed  in  the  different  mills 
number  9,000,  and  the  men  4,000,  which  is 
nearly  half  the  population.  The  principal 
articles  of  manufacture  are  the  printing, 
dfmag.    And  fabrication    of   cotton  stu£. 


Seventeen  miles  of  cloth  are  turned  out  every 
hour,  a  speed  equalling  that  of  the  railway. 
The  most  interesting  of  these  works  is  car- 
pet weaving.  It  can  well  be  imagined  what 
a  difficult  thinfir  it  is  to  combine  such  a  variety 
of  colors,  with  such  intricacies  of  drawing 
and  design ;  these  obstacles  were  surmounted, 
not  by  an  Englishman,  but  by  an  American. 

The  factory  girls  have  an  air  of  distinc- 
tion that  I  did  not  look  for.  Many  of  those 
whom  I  have  seen  standing  or  sitting  at  their 
trades,  remind  me  of  the  calm  dignity  of  the 
Roman  ladies.  I  shall  not  again  refer  to  all 
that  has  been  told  me  of  the  exemplary  ccm- 
duct  and  bearing  of  these  girls,  of  the  houses 
where  they  board,  and  where  each  one  is  care- 
fully guarded  by  the  point  of  honor  in  all. 

I  have  at  last  found  a  man  to  ask  a  ques- 
tion. They  told  me  that  in  this  country^I 
should  be  terribly  annoyed  by  questions.  Up 
to  this  time,  I  have  asked  many  questions, 
but  no  one  has  asked  me  any.  But  at  Low- 
ell, having  inquired  my  way  of  a  paver,  the 
latter,  whom  I  took  for  an  Irishman,  asked 
me  in  return,  about  the  celebration  at  Boston. 
I  was  not  scandalized,  as  an  English  tourist 
would  have  been,  at  this  great  liberty. .  I 
answered  all  his  questions,  promising  to  take 
reprisal  of  the  first  American  I  met,  by 
asking  questions  too. 

Interest  in  science,  so  predominant  at 
Cambridge,  is  by  no  means  wanting  in  Bos- 
ton. I  ask  the  reader's  pardon  for  speaking 
of  geology  again.  But  I  cannot  help  re« 
ferring  to  the  skeleton  of  the  mastodon,  in 
possession  of  Dr.  Warren,  which  is  one  of 
the  most  perfect  as  well  as  the  most  wonder- 
ful vestiges  of  the  old  creation.  This,  to- 
gether with  the  antediluvian  elephant  at  St. 
Petersburgh  and  the  megatherium  of  Madrid, 
are  the  most  considerable  remains  of  the 
epoch  anterior  to  man.  Within  this  great 
quadruped,  have  they  found  leaves  which 
are  known  to  the  botanist.  They  are,  in 
fact,  a  species  of  hemlock,  still  growing  in 
the  places  where  the  skeleton  was  found, 
whicn  shows  that  since  the  epoch  when  the 
mastodon  lived,  the  vegetation,  and  conse- 
quently the  temperature,  of  North  America 
must  have  changed  prodigiously. 

There  are  found  in  the  United  States  a 
great  number  of  the  remains  of  the  Masto- 
don. In  1706  one  was  discovered  near  Al- 
bany, N.  Y.  On  this  subject,  Governor  Dud- 
ley wrote  to  a  theologian  of  Boston,  that  it 
must  have  been  the  remains  of  some  human 
being,  over  whom  the  deluge  alone  could 
have  triumphed,  and  who,  during  the  catas- 
trophe, ought  to  have  kept  his  head  above 


185a.] 


FIRST  DfPREBSIONB  OF  AMERICA. 


97 


water,  but  was^ftt  last  drowned  beneath  the 
wa^es.  Reverend  Cotton  Mather,  to  whom 
these  geological  questions  were  addressed, 
held,  on  his  own  account,  opinions,  On  thun- 
der and  lightning,  very  different  from  those 
which  prevailed  after  the  discovery  of  Frank- 
lin. The  good  minister  considered  it  the 
work  of  some  evil  spirit,  "  And  that 's  the 
reason,*'  said  he,  "  that  it  always  strikes 
church  steeples." 

Besides  this  geological  exhibition,  which  is 
permanent,  there  is  at  this  time,  at  Boston, 
an  artistic  exhibition  at  the  Athenaeum,  a  pri- 
vate establishment  which  has  increased  to  a 
library  of  40,000  volumes.  There  is  a  pic- 
ture now  exhibiting  there,  by  Healey,  repre- 
senting Mr.  Webster,  the  great  whig  orator, 
replying  to  Mr.  Hayne — a  speech  m  which 
he  uttered  the  sentiment  adopted  by  all  the 
intelligent  patriots  in  the  United  States — 
"Liberty  and  union  forever!"  The  picture 
is  a  portrait.  Everything  is  sacrificed  to  the 
principal  figure.  The  commanding  attitude 
of  the  orator  is  expressed  with  energy — 
perhaps  a  little  overwrought,  but  this  is  not 
a  fault  in  a  portrait.  I  felt  a  lively  pleasure 
in  recognizing,  among  the  listeners  on  the 
canvas,  a  Frenchman  whom  the  painter  had 
associated  with  Americans  of  eminence,  for 
indeed  his  celebrity  is  inseparable  from 
America ;  I  need  only  name  De  Tocqueville. 
Almost  at  the  very  outset  of  a  journey,  sug- 
gested by  the  spirit  of  his  work,  and  under 
the  auspices  of  his  friendship,  he  was  so 
kind  as  to  meet  me  in  this  lana  of  strangers, 
as  though  he  were  waiting  to  give  me  his 
band. 

I  was  fortunate  enough,  before  quitting 
Boston,  to  see  Laura  Bridgeman,  a  young 
sirl  born  a  deaf  mute,  and  afflicted  with 
blindness  from  her  birth ;  whose  history  is 
already  known  in  Europe,  especially  from 
the  account  of  Charles  Dickens.  This  travel- 
ler, so  severe  upon  America,  and  so  ungrate- 
ful to  his  benefactors,  expressed  but  little 
admiration  for  any  one  but  Laura,  probably 
because  she  could  not  speak.  One  could 
not  easily  find  another  object  so  wonderful, 
Bo  honorable  to  the  country  which  gave  her 
bh'th.  Here  is  a  poor  girl,  cut  off  from  so- 
ciety by  a  triple  barrier,  condemned  to  re- 
main, as  it  would  seem,  without  the  bounds 
of  human  fellowship,  again  restored  to  her 
position  as  an  intelligent  being,  and  put  in 
communication  with  her  equals,  by  a  miracle 
of  devoted  ingenuity  and  patience.  The 
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unwearied  benefactor  is  Dr.  Howe.  I  passed 
an  interesting  evening  with  Laura,  the  Doc- 
tor and  Madam  Howe,  who  treat  the  unfor- 
tunate girl  as  their  own.  They  both  chatted 
with  her,  tracing  letters  on  her  hand ;  and 
by  the  sense  of  touch,  she  sees  the  sound. 
The  hand  is  her  only  organ  of  speech  ;  to 
her  it  is  both  eye  and  tongue.  More  than 
all,  Laura  can  write  out  characters;  for  I 
have  an  autograph  of  hers :  it  is  this  phrase, 
in  English — [  am  always  pleased  to  see 
Frenchmen.  She  says  she  is  perfectly  hap- 
py, and  seems  even  gny.  She  has  been  al- 
ways instinctively  delicate  in  her  feelings — 
and  while  she  caresses  fondly  persons  of  her 
own  sex,  she  is  quite  reserved  towards  gen- 
tlemen. The  story  of  her  progress  is  worth 
noticing.  It  was  two  years  before  she  learned 
the  use  of  adjectives ;  it  took  her  longer  to 
learn  the  use  of  abstract  nouns.  The  idea 
of  relation  expressed  by  the  preposition  in, 
gave  her  a  great  deal  of  trouble.  The  verb 
TO  BE  was  slower  yet  to  come — it  expresses 
an  abstract  idea,  which  savages  can  hardly 
arrive  at.  But  that  b  not  the  only  thing 
her  dialect  has  in  common  with  theirs :  for 
she  says  ^*  two  Sundays"  instead  of  " two 
weeks,"  as  the  savages  say  "  ttoenty  spring- 
times" for  "  twenty  years." 

She  learned  writing  very  easily  as  well  as 
the  addition  and  subtraction  of  small  sums. 
Nothing  can  be  more  affecting  than  the  story 
of  her  recognition  of  her  mother,  who  con- 
vinced Laura  of  her  presence  by  placing  be- 
fore her  touch  several  objects  familiar  to  her 
in  infancy.  After  having  shown  nothing  but 
indifference  for  a  long  time,  a  vague  recollec- 
tion, a  slight  suspicion  arose  in  the  poor  girl's 
mind.  She  grew  pale,  blushed,  threw  her- 
self into  her  mother's  arms,  and  burst  into 
tears. 

Dr.  Howe  spoke  of  the  manner  in  which 
she  came  to  comprehend  the  existence  of 
God.  It  was  by  the  idea  of  causality,  a  mode 
of  reasoning  adopted  by  many  philosophers. 
"  There  are  things,"  she  used  to  say,  "  that 
man  cannot  cause,  and  yet  they  are  done — 
the  rain,  for  example."  It  was  not  the  beauty 
of  nature,  nor  the  sound  of  the  thunderbolt 
which  revealed  to  her  mind  the  idea  of  God ; 
for  to  her,  nature  is  veiled  and  the  thun- 
der is  mute.  A  simple  rain-drop  sufficed  to 
awaken  in  her  mind  the  question  that  all 
men  instinctively  ask,  and  to  which  there  is 
but  one  response — God. 
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Wbkb  I  designing  a  Literaturbtatt  for 
some  tranicen dental  DeulBcb  journal — some 
komigibergitchi  magi»iineorw«»wrHcft«  ga- 
lette — instead  of  a  "  literary  leaflet"  for  the 
Ntw  Monthly,  I  might  plume  myielf  in 
complacent  aotieipation  of  a  host  of  read- 
ers— perhapi  all  at  them  gradiiiiled  and  sa- 
laried FrofeBsora* — who  would  steadily  wade 
throQgh  whatever  sloughs  and  boga  of  me- 
taphysics I  might  guide  them  to.  Be  it  true 
or  DO,  to  use  a  current  phrase,  that  England 
loves  not  coHlilJons,  true  it  is,  post  all 
gninsaying,  that  Englnnd  loves  not  metnphy- 
sicB.  A  political  hotch-potch,  after  the  re- 
cipe of  "  Caule  Kail  in  Aberdeen,"  she  chd 
awallow,  with  more  or  less  of  eupeptic  ease; 
but  a  feast  of  Ontology  is  with  her  equivalent  to 
a  cannibal  d^eitner — self-introspective  pbiioa- 
ophf  is  tantamount  to  a  "  feed"  of  human 
flesb  and  blood — the  analysis  of  personal 
oonsciousness  is  as  alien  from  her  creeds  and 
canons  as  a  "smoked  tittle  boy  in  the 
bacon  rack."  or  a  "  cold  missionary  on  the 
eideboard."  Virtually  she  accepts  as  faith- 
ful typea  of  the  metaphysical  class,  the  sub- 
jects of  Mat  Prior's  aalirics,  when  he  tells, 
in  "Alma,"  how 

One  old  philoeopher  grew  crosf. 
Who  could  not  lell  wlut  motion  was  : 
Because  he  walked  aesinst  his  will. 
He  faced  men  down  that  he  stood  still : — 

•  For,  Proftasors,  acconling  to  Mr.  Lewes,  are 
the  only  real  students  and  upholders  of  metaphy- 
ricB  even  in  melaphyaical  GGrmany.  It  is  a  mistake, 
ho  alBmis,  to  suppose  that  Philosophy  has  any  e\- 
Istenee  there,  t^art  from  the  UnlTcrsities ;  for, 
though  the  jugoa,  Indeed,  of  metapbysics  iofccta 
the  very  daily  newspapers,  so  little  bold  has 
auy  doctrine  upon  the  national  minil,  that 
if  the  ProfeiBorHhipB  were  abolished,  "  we  should 
soon  cease  to  bear  of  Philosopby."  So  at  least 
thinks  this  eealoua  disciple  of  PoBitivlsm  and  H. 
Comte.  Hie  podtion  is,  that  inosmueh  as  Philoso- 
phy Is  a  professfon  In  Germany,  it  will  always,  on 
that  conaitlon,  And  a  certain  number  of  profewcn^ 
anxious  to  msgniff  its  merits,  and  to  increase  its 
influence;  and  to  this  fact  be  refers  as  explaining 
the  prolonged  manifestation  in  Germany  of  certain 
activity  in  a  pursuit  long  siaoe  abandoned  by  Eng- 
land.^ See  "  Oiographical  History  of  Philosophy." 
voL  V."  p.  237, 


e  bless  bin: 
That  all  things  which  our  mind  can  view. 
May  be  at  once  both  false  and  true:  — 
and  once  more,  how 

Mnlebranche  hnd  un  odd  conceit 
As  ever  entered  Frenchman's  pate — 
To  wit,  So  little  can  oar  mind 
or  matter  or  of  spirit  find. 
That  we  by  ||;uesa  at  least  may  gather 
Sonielhing,  which  may  be  both,  or  neither. 
Only  to  exceptional  minds  it  is  given  to 
be  content,  in  studies  of  this  ordar,  to  find 
no  end  in  wandering  maies  lost:  if  the 
end  must  remain  an  undiscovered  bourn, 
people — in  England  at  least — will  retolveon 
ignoring  the  means.  BSralde  may  well  be 
an  infidel  in  the  ways  of  maleria  mtdica,  when 
his  conviction  is,  "  que  lea  resaorts  de  noire 
machine  sont  dee  mysteres,  jusqu'ici,  oil  lei 
horamea  ne  voient  goutta ;  et  qui  la  nature 
noua  Amisau-devant  desyeux  dea  voiles  trop 
^pnis  pour  j  connaltre  quelque  chose."*  A 
like  conviction,  uttered  or  unexpressed,  defi- 
nite or  indefinite,  pervades  the  popular  mind 
in  tbe  case  of  metaphysics,  the  veil  vbich 
covers  their  secrets  is  pronounced  impenelra' 
hie — as  dense  a  fog  of  mystery  aa  one  of 
those  November  visitations,  which,  however, 
have  the  advantage  of  being  eenaible  to  an 
oyster-knife.  LongngoMr.  Carlyle  deplored 
the  condiUon  of  two  great  departments  of 
knowledge  ;  the  outward,  cultivated  exda- 
sively  on  mechanical  principlea — the  inward, 
or  metaphysical,  finally  abandoned,  bccattse, 
cultivnted  on  Huch  principles,  it  is  found  to 


*  "  Le  Ualade  Imaginaire,"    iii.,   3.    Krailailj, 
UatPrior  concludes,  In  acouBdcntial  sort  of  way, 
"  Faith,  Dick,  1  must  coofess,  'tiq  true 

(But  this  Is  cmly  «i(n  novj), 

That  mmj  knotty  points  there  arc. 

Which  olJ  discuss,  bat  few  can  clear; 

Aa  Nature  silly  had  thought  flt, 
,   For  some  by-eada,  to  eroaa-bite  wit." — "Alma," 

0.  liL 
Only  here  and  there  m  ay  we  look  for  a  mind 
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yield  no  resalt ;  and  he  pointed  with  alarm 
to  the  growing  peraaasion  that,  except  the 
external,  there  are  no  true  sciences — that  to 
the  inward  world,  if  there  be  any,*  our  only 
conceivable  road  is  through  the  outward ; 
that,  in  short,  what  cannot  be  investigated 
mechanically,  cannot  be  investigated  and  un- 
derstood at  all.  "  Among  ourselves,"  he 
affirms,  **  the  Philosophy  of  Mind,  after  a 
rickety  infancy,  which  never  reached  the 
vigor  of  manhood,  fell  suddenly  into  decay, 
l&Deuished,  and  finally  died  out  with  its  last 
amiable  cultivator,  Professor  Stewart/' 

Cultivators,  amiable  or  otherwise,  of  the 
Philosophy  of  Mind,  nevertheless  exist 
amongst  us.  If  that  philosophy  died  out 
with  Dugald  Stewart,  it  was  not  finally.  It 
has  had  its  resurrection — if  to  nothing  better 
than  another  rickety  infancy.  And,  with  all 
respect  for  the  me-riory  of  the  Edinburgh, 
professor  in  question,  we  submit  that  there  is 
far  more  of  the  vigor  of  manhood — its  bone 
and  muscle,  its  condensed  energy,  its  firm 
grasp,  its  piercing  vision — ^in  Sir  William 
Hamilton,  than  in  him  we  once  heard  irreve- 
rently styled,  in  the  Glasgow  Baillie's  lingo, 
'*  that  Dougal  creatur.'*  Other  cultivators 
of  note  and  ability,  and  of  more  or  less  en- 
thusiasm in  their  vocation,  might  be  named 
— some  of  them  at  no  immeasurable  distance 
from  the  royal  Stewart  dynasty — in  the  per- 
sons of  Professors  Ferrier  ^nd  De  Morgan, 
John  Stuart  Mill  and  Thomas  De  Quincey, 
Samuel  Bailey  and  J.  D.  Morell,  Macdougal 
and  Whewell.  In  fact,  a  final  dying  out  of 
the  Philosophy  of  Mind,  even  in  this  nation 
of  shopkeepers,  seems  possible  or  probable, 
only  in  connection  with  the  dying  out  of 
minds  to  philosophise.  As  the  sparks  fly 
upwards,  so  does  th»  spirit  of  man — medita- 
tive, speculative,  imaginative — on  Pbiloso- 
Ebic  thoughts  intent.  "  Qui,"  asks  Madame 
^e  Stael,  "  pent  avoir  la  faculty  de  penser, 

•  **  If  there  be  any."  Not  a  needless  impres- 
aoa  of  incertitude  In  behalf  of  those  of  the 
Gabanifl  sect,  who  ibow  that  man's  highest  concep- 
tSoDs,  as  Religion  **  and  all  that,"  are,  in  vefv 
^th,  a  mere  **  product  of  the  smaller  intestines." 
So  our  old  friend  Matthew  declares  of  the  Mind, 
that 

^  The  plainest  man  alive  may  tell  ye, 
Her  seat  of  empire  is  tlie  belly" — 

■nd  compares  her  to  a  watch,  averring  that 

**  Tis  the  stomach's  solid  stroke 
That  tells  our  being  whaf  s  o'clock ;" 

and  that  vou  may,  indeed,  tamper  with  other  and 
mhior  pomts  of  mechanism,  however  deUcate  and 
tr  anscendental — 

"But  spoil  the  orgth  of  digestton, 
-loA  joa  eatfiely.obaBge  Iks  ^piMttiML" 


et  ne  pas  essayer  a  connaitre  Tongioe  et  le 
butdes  choses  de  ce  monde  ?"  We  are  told,  in- 
deed, that  the  ffrot  bon  sens — the  plain  practi- 
cal reasoningof  theEoglish  public  pronounces 
philosophy  unworthy  of  study,  and  neglects 
it : — **  Let  steady  progress  in  positive  science 
be  our  glory ;  metaphysical  speculation  we 
can  leave  to  others."  We  are  told  that  the 
annals  of  philosophy  teach  but  the  vanity  of 
oniological  speculation — that  skepticism  ia 
the  terminus  ad  quern,  skepticism  the  gulf 
which  yawna  at  the  end  of  all  consistent 
metaphysics.  We  are  summoned  to  thank 
and  admire  David  Hume  hr  having  brought 
philosophy  to  this  pass — for  destroying  the 
''  feeble  pretension  that  metaphysics  can  be 
a  science.*'  And  we  are  referred  to  the 
oracular  utterance  of  Goethe :  '*  Man  is  not 
born  to  solve  the  mystery  of  existence." 
Yes :  but  the  oracle  does  not  end  there. 
Goethe  continues :  "  but  he  must,  neverthe- 
less, attempt  it,  that  he  may  learn  to  know 
how  to  keep  within  the  limits  of  the  Knowa- 
ble."  In  this  way,  necessity  is  laid  upon 
him:  an  irresistible  attraction  draws  him. 
The  centre  of  truth  is  far  above,  out  of  his 
reach :  the  assurance  that  he  is  not  born  to 
penetrate  it,  is  a  centrifugal  force  tending  to 
alienate  him  from  its  neighborhood  ;  but  the 
inevitable  longing  to  penetrate  it,  in  its  light 
to  see  light,  is  a  centrepetal  force  urging  him 
to  pierce  into  the  heart  of  its  mystery  ;  and 
between  these  antagonist  forces,  he  is  whirled 
round  amid  the  music  of  the  spheres,  ever 
journeying,  even  though  doomed  to  make  no 
advance  towards  the  centre— ever  hoping, 
even  though  destined  to  an  eternally  baffled 
hope^-ever  learning,  even  though  never  able 
to  come  to  the  knowledge  of  the  truth. 
"Sans  cesse  attir^  vers  le  secret  de  son 
dtre,  il  lui  est  ^alement  impossible,  et  de  le 
d^couvrir,  et  de  n'y  pas  songer  toujours." 
And  supposing  one  mind  to  be  eventually 
disgusted  by  a  recurring  series  of  disappoint- 
ments, and  consequently  to  renounce  the 
study  as  futile  and  worse  ;  still,  there  is  ge- 
neration after  generation  to  follow,  whose 
thinkers  repudiate  thought  by  proxy,  and 
must  vex  for  their  own  relief  the  old  vexed 
questions,  and  come  by  a  road  of  their  own 
catting  to  the  goal  Vanitas  vanitaium.  The 
wisdom  of  their  forefathers  will  not  satisfy  a 
new  generation  which  knows  not  Locke  and 
grins  at  Berkeley.  Absolute  truth  may  be 
absolute  moonshine ;  and  to  extract  the  es- 
sence of  the  one  may  be  classed  with  ex- 
tracting the  other  from  cucumbers :  yet  is 
the  metaphysician  absolutely  resolved  on 
casting  in  his  lot  with.  tK«  ^' C^^AsXi  \«(s^ 
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and  unwise**  who  pursue  this  art  de  s^igarer 
avec  metkode:  If  there  be  such  absolute 
truth,  he  contends*  it  must  be  elicited  by 
philosophical  thinking;  if  there  be  not,  then 
philosophy  is  equally  necessary  to  convince 
me  that  I  can  have  no  knowledge  but  what 
is  contingent — that  is,  which  may  not  at 
some  future  time  be  error  and  delusion. 
Every  branch  of  human  knowledge,  he  con- 
tends again,  if  generalized  to  its  full  extent, 
brings  us  into  the  regioq  of  metaphysical  re- 
search ;  as  the  chemist  finds  when  investi- 
gating matter — the  mechanician  when  en- 
gaged with  the  laws  of  dynamics,  involving 
the  notion  of  Power — the  physiologist  when 
examining  the  idea  of  life.  Mental  philoso- 
phy is  declared  by  one  of  its  leal  and  labori- 
ous champions  in  our  day,  to  be  the  portal 
through  which  all  must  pass  who  would  en- 
ter the  inner  temple  of  intellectual  treasures, 
and  though  not  itself  the  sum  of  all  know- 
ledge, it  is  the  "  necessary  instrument  in  the 
successful  prosecution  of  other  branches  of 
human  wisaom.  Without  it,"  adds  this  de- 
vout believer  in  skeptical  times,  **  every  man 
is  a  child,  an  intellectual  imbecile,  and  can 
have  nothing  valuable  or  abiding  in  him."f 
He  is  sanguine,  we  may  add,  as  to  the  pro- 
jects of  his  favorite  study — in  spite  of  the 
Positivists  and  their  predictions — and,  as  one 
deeply  impressed  with  the  absolute  utility  and 
importance  of  metaphysical  researches,  he 
calls  it  cheering  "  to  witness  so  many  indica- 
tions of  their  progress  and  extension  in  every 
direction  to  which  we  can  turn  the  intellectual 
eye.  We  know  that  great  ideas  are  never 
lost;  and  we  consequently  feel  an  inward 
and  firm  conviction  that  the  advances  which 
we  are  in  this  age  effecting  in  the  first  of  all 
branches  of  human  knowledge,  will  never  be 
effaced  by  any  future  retrograde  movements 
whatever  in  the  minds  of  individuals  or  of 
nations.  The  whole  progress  of  human  so- 
ciety speaks  loudly  against  any  such  catas- 
trophe." Metaphysics  in  some  guise  or  other 
will  never  say  die. 

The  metaphysical  department  of  the  JSd- 
inhurgh  Review  owes  whatever  prestige  it 
enjoys  to  the  contributions  of  Sir  William 
Hamilton.  This  may  be  the  least  popular  of 
tjie  sections  of  that  journal's  division  of  la- 
bor. Yet  it  were  hard  to  name  among  f^ll 
the  able  coadjutors  on  its  staff,  a  contributor 
of  superior  weight  and  vigor.  The  jubilee 
year  of  Buff  and  Blue  is  past ;  her  age  hath 

*  See  Moreirs  Introduetion  to  his  "SpocolAttve 
Philoflo^y  of  £urop6." 
j  R.  BUkey*!  '*  History  of  the  Philosophy  of 
Iija<i  "  vol  L 


attained  the  matronly  lot  of  fifty,  making 
her  a  "lady  of  a  certain  age :"  but  of  all 
the  distinguished  worthies  who  have  written 
to  her  profit  and  her  praise — from  the  time 
when  she  was  dandled,  an  infant  of  days, 
on  the  plump  knees  of  Sydney  Smi  th,  and 
thence  transferred  to  the  surveillance  of 
Jeffrey,  to  the  sober  maturity  of  her  adult 
renown  when  superintended  by  Macvey  Na- 
pier, and  rendered  somewhat  heavy  and 
sleepy  under  the  regimen  of  Professor  Emp- 
son  (may  Mr.  Cornwall  Lewis  have  the  art 
to  renew  her  youth,  even  in  her  sixth  decade !) 
—of  all  the  "  braw,  braw  lads"  who  have 
espoused  her  cause  with  the  pen  of  ready 
writers,  we  know  not  one,  in  calibre  and  eru- 
dition, to  top  the  Edinburgh  Professor  of 
Logic.  No  candidate  in  the  Blue  and  Yel- 
low interest  comes  before  us  of  bigger,  bur- 
lier figure,  though  many  may  wear  their 
colors  with  a  more  jaunty  air,  and  win  the 
electors  by  smarter  and  smoother  speechifi- 
cation.  In  the  arena  of  the  Review,  from 
first  to  last,  there  is  hardly  one  gymnasiarch 
but  must  yield  to  the  prowess,  however  he 
may  exceed  the  grace  and  agility,  of  this 
massively  framed  and  rigorously  disciplined 
athletes.  We  remember  who  have  disported 
themselves  on  the  same  platform  ;  we  are 
not  unmindful  of  such  contributors,  avowed 
or  unavowed,  as  Brougham,  Malthus,  Allen» 
Horner,  Thomas  Brown,  Thomas  Moore, 
Thomas  Campbell,  Thomas  Chalmers,  Tho- 
mas Carlyle,  Thomas  Arnold  (the  Toms  are 
in  great  force),  Romilly,  Payne  Knight,  Pal- 
grave,  George  Ellis,  Walter  Scott,  Malcolm 
Laing,  James  Mill,  Sydney  Smith,  Jeffrey, 
Macaulay,  Mackintosh,  Playfair,  Stephen,  H. 
Rogers,  et  cceteros,  ei  cceteros.  Sir  William  is 
as  true  a  son  of  Anak  as  any  of  them.  His 
head  is  as  high,  his  shoulders  are  as  broad, 
his  port  is  as  manly,  as  the  best  of  them  can 
affect;  and  woe  to  the  best  of  them  who 
should  rashly  challenge  him  to  a  wrestling- 
bout,  or  venture  to  initiate  him  into  a  new 
mystery  in  the  noble  art  of  self-defc  nee.  To 
have  a  ton  of  a  man  "  down  upon  you,"  with 
a  view  to  punishment, — a  man,  too,  so  versed 
in  the  science  in  all  its  ramifications,  that  like 
Mrs.  Quickly,  you  know  not  where  to  have 
him, — is  no  laughing  matter.  In  erudition 
he  is  an  acknowledged  prodigy,— a  very 
Monstrum  horrendum — ingens — but  no;  that 
quotation  won't  do,  because  of  the  exqui»te 
inapplicability  of  the  informs  and  of  the  cui 
lumen  ademptum.  The  mediaeval  scholar* 
ship  of  those  omnivorous  hook-worms  whom 
we  regard,  after  the  lapse  of  centuries,  much 
as  we  regard  certain  pre- Adamite  mammidia, 
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18  reTived  in  this  modern  Antiqne.  Whatever 
is  knowable,  he  seems  to  know ;  and  most 
things  that  are  unintelligible,  to  understand. 
His  learning  is  literally  de  amnibta  rebus, 
and,  as  p&ncing  common-place,  that  toils  af- 
ter him  m  vain,  is  driven  and  goaded  (in  bull 
fashion)  to  add,  de  quibusdam  aliis.  The 
junior  soph  in  the  Cambridge  stage,  who  was 
so  harassed  and  dii^tgusted  by  being  snapped 
up,  every  time  he  cited  a  line  from  the  clas- 
sics, by  his  fellow-traveller  Porson,  and  re- 
quested to  prove  its  existence,  as  per  quota- 
tion, in  the  author  to  whom  he  had  too  reck- 
lessly attributed  it — each  author  in  succes- 
rion,  from  Homer  and  Hesiod  down  to  Plu- 
tarch and  Lucian  being  produced,  for  verifi- 
cation, from  Porson's  capacious  pockets — that 
junior  soph  might  have  enjoyed  a  sweet  re- 
venge, we  surmise,  could  he  have  booked 
a  third  inside  place  for  Sir.  William,  and  pit- 
ted him  against  the  boozy,  musty  old  classic 
(honored  be  his  manes !).  Lord  Jeffrey,  who 
was  not  easily  frightened  within  the  sphere 
of  belles  lettres,  avowed  himself  fairly  fright- 
ened by  the  "immensity"  of  Sir  William's 
erudition :  "  He  u  a  wonderful  fellow,''  add- 
ed his  lordship,  "  and  I  hope  may  yet  be 
spared  to  astonish  and  over-awe  us  for  years 
to  come."*  He  has  been  compared  with 
Magliabecchi,  the  Italian  librarian,  who,  as  a 
facetious  critic  describes  his  peculiar  genius, 
oould  (by  dint  of  trotting  and  cantering  over 
all  pages  of  all  books)  not  only  **  repeat  ver- 
lattm  et  literatim  any  possible  paragraph 
from  any  conceivable  book,  and,  letting  down 
im  bucket  into  the  dark  ages,  could  fetch  up 
ibr  you  any  amount  of  rubbish  that  you 
night  call  for,  but  could  even  tell  you  on 
which  side,  dexter  or  sinister,  starboard  or 
larboard,  the  particular  page  might  stand,  in 
which  he  had  been  angling."  And  in  poly- 
glot powers.  Sir.  William  has  been  classed 
with  Cardinal  Mezzofante,  who  is  said  to  have 
radically  mastered,  so  as  to  speak  familiarly, 
thirty-four  languages.  Forty  years  ago,  he 
was  regarded  by  a  distinguished  contempo- 
rary, akin  to  himself  in  breadth  and  intensity 
of  intellectual  character,  as  possessing  a  pan- 
cyclopaedic  acquaintance  with  every  section 
of  knowledge  that  could  furnish  keys  for  un- 
locking man's  inner  nature.  "The  immen- 
sity of  Sir  William's  attainments,"  testifies 
his  fellow -philosopher  and  friend,  "was  best 
laid  open  by  consulting  him,  or  by  hearing 
him  consulted,  upon  intellectual  difficulties, 
or  upon  schemes  literary  and  philosophic. 

*  Letter  to  Profeasor  Empeon,  1848.   See  "  Cock- 
bura'e  Life  of  Jefirej,"  vol.  11,  422. 


Such  applications,  come  from  what  point  of 
the  compass  they  mieht,  found  him  always 
preparea.  Nor  did  it  seem  to  make  any 
difference,  whether  it  were  the  erudition 
of  words  or  things  that  was  wanted."  It 
may — and  ought  to— be  added,  that  he  is 
just  as  unostentatious  of  his  mental  wealth, 
as  the  foregoine  legend  makes  Porson  de- 
monstrative of  nis.  At  any  rate.  Sir  Wil- 
liam has  no  occasion  to  load  his  pockets 
with  bijou  editions  of  the  classics,  nor  incli- 
nation to  appal  undergraduates  by  haling 
from  the  stores  of  memory  as  exhaustless  an 
array  of  authorities,  as  (O  the  illegitimate 
triumphs  of  the  legitimate  drama,  in  days  of 
yore !)  the  grave-digger  in  "  Hamlet"  used 
to  doff  of  waistcoats,  in  the  bleak  church- 
yard of  Elsinore. 

M.  Victor  Cousin  has  somewhere  pro- 
nounced Sir  William  Hamilton  the  greatest 
critic  of  the  age.  His  celebrated  edition  of 
"  Reid"  attracted  and  fixed  the  attention  of 
Christendom  at  large.  That  his  own  part  in 
it  should  be  left  unfinished  in  the  middle  of 
a  sentence,  has  had  the  effect  of  suggesting 
words  of  censure  and  objection  to  criticasters 
who  could  find  no  other  weak  point  for  which 
to  rate  him.  His  recently  published  "  Dis- 
cussion on  Philosophy" — comprising  some  of 
his  most  valued  contributions  to  the  JSdin- 
burgh  Review,  with  a  mass  of  supplementary 
matter,  which  for  various  extrinsic  reasons, 
polemical  and  personal,*  as  well  as  for  its  in- 
trinsic worth  simply  as  coming  from  him, 
had  a  special  interest  to  all  concerned — have 
deservedly  enhanced  his  reputation,  and  pre- 
sent a  noble  collection  of  essays,  the  result 
of  laborious  thought  [ille  gravem  duro  ter- 
ramvertit  aratro),  wide-sweeping  vision,  and 
indefatigable  research.  "  The  results  of  his 
reading  are  now  sown  and  rooted  at  Paris, 
not  less  than  at  Berlin ;  are  blossoming  on 
the  Rhine;  and  are  bearing  fruit  on  the 
Danube."  We  have  seen  these  "Discus- 
sions" pooh-poohed  in  one  London  journal^ 
as  though  they  involved,  after  all,  nothing 
better  than  verbal  subtleties,  and  were  ex- 
pended on  shadows  and  chaff,  and  airy  no- 
things. Sir  William  is  not  the  man  to  spend 
his  strength  for  naught,  in  that  sort  of  way: 
He  must  have  tangible  interest  for  his  solid 
capital.  He  is  not  to  be  satisfied  with  Bank 
of  Elegance  notes,  payable  during  the  next 
Greek  Calends.  His  philosophy  is  not  a 
system  of  dry  chopping  logic.  Nor  can  it 
content  itself — for  it  is  of  British,  not  of 
Deutsch  growth — with  transcendental  reve- 

*  Kg^hiBiHt  with  Arohdeaoon  Han 
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ries  of  baseless  fabrie,  nor  put  up  with  un- 
furnished apartments  in  castles  of  the  air. 
His  spirit,  though 

*'  Habitant,  par  Tessor  d*an  jgrrand  et  bean  g^nie, 
Les  hautes  regions  de  la  philoeophie," 

is  far  too  practical  and  sagacious  to  become 
absorbed  in  proStless  abstractions.  He  is  as 
impatient  as  the  veriest  utilitarian  can  be,  of 
that  pompeux  gaUmaiias,  that  itpecieiix  babU, 
which,  as  Molicre  says,  "  vous  donne  des 
mots  pour  des  raisons,  et  des  promesses  pour 
des  effets."  Words,  with  him,  must  repre- 
sent things,  and  scientific  /ormulce  must 
show  cause  for  their  use,  and  find  bail  for 
their  good  behavior. 

No  officious  slave 
Is  he  of  that  false  secondary  power 
By  which  we  muIUplv  distinctions,  then 
Deem  that  our  puny  boundaries  are  things 
That  we  perceive,  and  not  that  we  have  made. 

Id  his  purest  speculations  he  is  too  entirely 
saturated  with  the  Aristotelian  spirit  to  lose 
himself  in  Platonic  dream-worlds,  and  too 
genuine  a  representative  (more  robust  and 
independent,  however,  than  any  dead  or  liv- 
ing confrere)  oi  the  e«prt<  Ecoteais,  and  its 
Baconian  tendencies,  to  deal  with  logic  and 
its  subtleties  as  an  end,  not  a  means. 

The  section  of  these  "  Discussions"  which 
is  devoted  to  literature  and  miscellaneous 
questions,  holds  out  naturally  the  chief,  per- 
haps the  only,  attraction  to  general  readers  : 
among  the  subjects  of  discussion  being,  the 
Instruction  of  the  Deaf  and  Dumb,  the  Re- 
volutions of 'Medicine  (from  the  humoriam 
of  Galen  to  the  solidism  of  Hoffman  and  Boer- 
haave),  the  Study  of  Mathematics  as  an  Ex- 
ercise of  Mind,  the  Conditions  of  Classical 
Learning,  the  State  of  the  English  Univer- 
sities, and  that  celebrated  German  satire,  the 
JSpistola  Obseurorum  Virorum,  The  re- 
view of  the  last  is  an  admirable  specimen  of 
Sir  William's  range  of  powers,  natural  and 
.acquired,  and  a  worthy  treatise  on  a  work 
which,  by  the  testimony  of  Herder,  effected 
for  Germany  incomparably  more  than  Hudi- 
bras  for  England,  or  Garagantua  for  France, 
or  the  Knight  of  La  Mancha  for  Spain, — 
which  gave  the  victory  to  Reuchlin  over  the 
Begging  Friars,  and  to  Luther  over  the  Court 
of  Rome — *•  and  never,  certainly,  were  un- 
conscious barbarism,  self-glorious  ignorance, 
intolerant  stupidity,  and  sanctimonious  immo- 
rality, so  ludicrously  delineated ;  never,  cer- 
tainly, did  delineation  less  betray  the  artifice 
of  ridicule/'*    The  inquiry  into  the  value  of 

*  Erasmus  is  said  to  have  been  cured  of  an  im- 
/xMthnma  in  the  iboe  by  the  laughter  these  satires 


Mathematics  as  an  engrosaing  study,  is  ano- 
ther highly  characteristic  paper — a  perfect 
curiosity  as  a  repertory  of  authorities  pro  and 
con :  the  writer's  conclusion  being,  that  im 
excessive  study  of  mathematics  not  only 
does  not  prepare,  but  absolutely  incapaci- 
tates the  mind,  for  those  intellectual  energies 
which  philosophy  and  life  require— ^iisquali- 
fying  us  for  observation,  either  internal  or 
external,  for  abstracfion  and  generalization, 
and  for  common  reasoning;  nay,  disposing 
us  to  the  alternative  of  blind  credulity  or  ir- 
rational skepticism.  Very  striking  passages 
in  confirmation  of  his  views,  that  mathe- 
matics are  not  a  logical  exercise,  and  that  in 
no  sense  is  geometry  a  subatitute  for  logic, 
are  cited  by  Sir  William  from  a  host  of  wit- 
nesses— many  of  them  dbtinguished  highly 
in  mathematical  science — such  as  Aristotle, 
D'Alembert,  Descartes,  Pascal,  Arnanld,  Du 
Hamel,  Joseph  Scaliger,  Le  Clero,  Buddeos, 
Basedow,  Gibbon,  Berkeley,  Goethe,  Dugald 
Stewart,  De  Stael,  <&c.,  d^c  But  if  there  is 
one  investigation  in  this  volume  which,  more 
than  another,  may  be  recommended  to  all 
who  would  appreciate,  after  their  manner, 
the  veteran  Professor's  grasp  of  thought, 
system  of  metaphysical  doctrine,  and  lucid 
elaboration  of  ideas  necessarily  obscure  in 
themselves,  we  incline  to  name  the  thesb 
"  On  the  Philosophy  of  the  Unconditioned" 
— though  the  bare  name  may  suffice  to  repel 
those  ab  extra,  especially  when  the  alias  of 
the  article  is  added,  ''In  reference  to  Cousin's 
Infinito-  Absolute."  Smart  and  petulant  sar- 
casms have  been  pelted  at  Sir  William's 
choice  of  terms — his  "  uncouth,"  and  "  bar- 
barous," and  neologistio  terminology.  Nib- 
ble away,  gentlemen :  laugh  as  you  please, 
carp  as  you  will,  be  as  witty  as  you  can. 
Only  remember,  the  while,  that  a  terminology 
of  some  sort  is  needed,  and  that  novel  com- 
binations of  thought  require  now  modes  of 
expression.  Even  in  the  base  appliances  of 
the  dinner-table,  the  terms  mutton  and  beef 
will  harly  suffice,  in  the  present  day,  to  de- 
scribe in  all  their  individual  varieties  and  cu- 
linary nuances,  the  preparations  ovine  and 
bovine  due  to  a  Soyer  or  a  Francatelli.  And 
surely  an  aristocracy  of  transcendental  ideas 
may  be  allowed  a  kaute  noblesse  of  titles.  In 
such  a  case,  the  quarrel  about  names  is  a 

excited.  Sir  William  contends  that  the  actual  au- 
thors were  three,— viz.,  Hutten,  Crotus,  and  Bos- 
ohioBi  "  Morally  considered,"  he  obeervee,  "  this 
eatire  is  an  atrnciouB  libel,  which  can  only  be  pal- 
liated on  the  plea  of  retaliation,  neceeeity,  the  im- 
portance of  the  end,  and  the  consuetude  of  the 
times." 
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quarrel  about  things.     Cancel  the  name,  and, 
unless  yon  provide  another  equally  graphic, 
oomprefaensive,  and  precise,  you  cancel  the 
thing.     The  new  wine  must  have  for  its  re- 
ceptacles, new   bottles;  if  you  try  to  pre- 
serre  it  in  old  bottles,  it  is  marred.     Discre- 
tion is  of  course  desirable  in  the  selection  or 
organisation  of  the  necessary  terms.     But 
certainly  Sir  Williani  Hamilton  is  not  pedan- 
tic or  puerile  enouffh  to  coin  neoloffisms  only 
to  perplex   the  vulgar.     It  remains   to   be 
shown,  that,  in  a  field  of  research  so  em- 
phatically his  own,  so  many  fallow  parts  of 
which  he  has  put  into  cultivation,  and  from 
which  he  has  removed  so  much  obstructive 
matter,  he  had  not  a  perfect,  a  peculiar  right, 
to  appropriate  descriptive  titles  to  the  ob- 
jects of  nb  toil.     As  he  had  the  right  to 
bestow  some  kind  of  title,  so  he  has  the 
ability — as  a  profound  philosophic  gramma- 
rian and  philologist, — to  choose  such  titles 
as  would  duly  convey  his  meaning  and  an- 
swer the  purpose  of  his  science.     Compare 
his  terminology  with  that  adopted  by  the 
several  leaders  of  German  metaphysics  ;  and 
you  find  that  while  his  innovation  demands, 
for  its  ready  comprehension,  only  such  ordi- 
nary attention  at  starting,  as  every  reader  of 
metaphysical  works  may  be  supposed  to  bring 
to  the  subject, — on  the  other  hand,  the  He- 
gels,  and  Fichtes,  and  Kants,  require  each  a 
lexicon  for  himself.     Depend  upon  it,  had 
Sir  William  met  with  an  existing  system  of 
terms  which  would  serve  to  transmit  accu- 
rately and  completely  the  ideas  he  discusses, 
he  would  not  have  troubled  himself  to  create, 
or  us  to  master,  the  novelties  in  question. 
And  after  all,  these  novelties  are  really  few 
in  number  and  mild  in  form.     Do  you  object 
to  the  "  Unconditioned  ?"     If  you  strain  at 
a  gnat  of  that  sort,  what  capacity  of  swallow 
have  you  for  the  caravan  of  camels  trooping 

In  silent  horror  o'er  the  boundless  waste 

of  German  Saharas?  For  this  particular 
term  we  happen  to  entertain  a  particular  re- 
gard, because  of  its  connection  with  a  meta- 
physical doctrine  of  primary  value,-  in  the 
elucidation  and  limitation  of  which  Sir  Wil- 
liam has  employed  such  rare  gifts  of 

Energic  reason  and  a  shaping  mind. 

The  doctrine  aflfects  the  whole  question  of  ab- 
solute and  relative  knowledge.  And  with 
consummate  tact  Sir  William  shows,  that  as 
the  eagle  cannot  out-soar  the  atmosphere  in 
which  he  floats,  and  by  which  alone  he  is 
supported ;  so  the  mind  cannot  transcend 
that  sphere  of  limitation,  within  and  through  1 


which  exclusively  the  possibility  of    thought 
is  realized.     Thought,  he  argues,  ia  only  of 
the  conditioned,  because  to  think  is  to  condi- 
tion :  conditional  limitation  is  the  fundamental 
law  of  the  possibility  of  thought.       Ilence, 
philosophy,   if  viewed  as  more  than  a  sci- 
ence of  the  conditioned,  is  impossible.     How 
he  demonstrates  this,  and  proves  that  reason 
is  weak  without  being  deceitful,  and  that  its 
testimony  is  valid  so  far  as  it  goes — how  he 
enforces  the  salutary  lesson  that  the  capacity 
of  thought  is  not  to  be  constituted  into  the 
measure  of  existence,  nor  the  domain  of  our 
knowledge   to   be  recognized  as  necessarily 
co-extensive  with  the  horizon  of  our  faith — 
and   how   he  deduces  from  the  very   con- 
sciousness of  our  in&bility  to  conceive  aught 
above  the  relative  and  finite,  a  justifiable  be- 
lief in  the  existence  of  something  uncondi- 
tioned, beyond  the  sphere  of  all  comprehen*- 
sible  reality — how,  in  short,  he  confronts  M. 
Cousin's  doctrine  of  the   Absolute  and  the 
Infinite  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  hopeless 
negations  of  Positivism  on  the  other,  will  be 
examined  with  real  profit  and  interest,  if  only 
with  diligence  and  docility,  by  every  the  mi- 
nutest shareholder  in  common  vove. 

In  further  illustration  of  this  doctrine^ 
should  be  studied  the  Appendices  entitled 
"Conditions  of  the  Thinkable  Systeqpatized,'* 
and  "Philosophical  Testimonies  to  the  Limi- 
tation of  our  Knowledge  from  the  Limitation 
of  our  Faculties."  In  them,  it  has  been  said, 
we  have  a  kind  of  guarantee  that  the  age  is 
not  becoming  wholly  shallow. 

Another  appendix  is  assigned  to  Logic — 
and  is  incomparably  harder  to  read,  and,  to 
ordinary  readers,  next  to  impossible  to  di- 
gest.    Sir  William,  in  this  section,  treats  of 
oyllogysm    and    its    varied    functions — of 
Affirmation  and  Negation — of  Propositional 
Forms,  <&c.      As  a  Reformer  in  logical  de- 
tails much  of  his  celebrity  has   been  won. 
There  are  cases  in  which,  says  M.  de  Quin- 
cey,  he  is  the  "very  first  revealer  of  what 
had  lurked  unsuspected  even  to  the  most  su- 
perstitious searchers  of  Aristotle's  text.''  To 
him  men  still  look  with  hope  for  a  compre- 
hensive  treatise    on  every   part  of    logic, 
"adapted  to  the  growing  necessities  of  the 
times."   Should  this  hope  come  to  naught — 
should  the  construction  of  an  "  edifice  of  so 
much  labor  and  fatigue"  be  declined  by  this 
potent  master-builder — ^yct,  thus  much  is  evi- 
dent, adds  the  critic  just  named, "  that  whenso- 
ever and  by  whomsoever  such  an  edifice  shall 
be  raised,  the  amplitude  of  the  beauty  of  the 
superstructure  will  depend  largely  upon  foun- 
dations already  laid^aud  grouML  ^lafi&i^' 
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traced  out,  by  the  admirable  labors  of  Sir 
William  HamiltoD."  One  other  publication 
we  may  more  definitely  expect  from  him — 
and  one  of  exceeding  value — namely,  bis 
Lectures  before  his  classes  in  Edinburgh. 

It  is  a  becoming  Lenten  reflection,  sug- 
gestive of  mortifying  ideas,  that  in  such  a 
paper  as  we  have  just  perpetrated,  on  such 
a  subject,  no  subscriber  to  the  I^ew  Monthly 
may  nave  cared  to  follow  us.  Albeit,  we 
have  the  consolation  of  knowing  that  we  are 
sure  of  an  audience  of  three — which  is  a 
number  not  to  be  sneezed  at,  as  times  go. 
Do  turbulent  skeptics  dun  us  with  shouts  of 


Name!  Name! — Well ;  the  triad  consists  of 
no  other  than  Editor,  Compositor,  and  Reader 
to  the  Press.  True — their  perusal  of  as 
may  be  ex  officio,  and  in  the  quality  of  no- 
lentes  volentes :  but  to  analyze  men's  motives 
is  sometimes  to  inquire  too  curiously  for  one*8 
comfort  and  peace  of  mind.  And  here  a  tri- 
umphant thought  strikes  us — causing  the 
addition  of  a  glorious  Fourth  to  the  severely 
scrutinized  list:  Sir  William  Hamilton  read^ 
everything ;  needs  there  syllogysm  to  show, 
then,  that  he  will  read,  or  has  read,  us  ? — 
And  ^'  put  us  down"  again  with  a  portentous, 
thorough-bass  Bah ! 


■  I  ^  » I 


From   the  North  British  Review. 


SUNDAY   IN   THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.* 


When  things  are  considered  from  the  out- 
side, the  number  Two  is  certainly  the  most 
apparent  cypher  of  the  world  ;  and  that  ow- 
ing to  the  very  nature  of  existence.  All 
things  go  flocking  in  pairs  before  hoary  Pro- 
teus, that  time-honored  shepherd  of  the  Do- 
rian mythology,  who  continually  drove  his 
countless  creatures  over  the  fields  of  space, 
and  was  the  symbol  of  the  heaven*descended 
energy,  or  soul,  of  the  visible  universe. 
Every  positive  has  its  negative,  every  part  its 
counterpart,  every  right  its  left,  every  sur- 
face its  substance,  every  position  its  opposite, 
every  yes  its  no.  Each  child  of  the  Mighty 
Mother  is  united  in  marriage  with  another, 
and  the  two  are  one ;  but  each  is  nothing 
without  the  other,  or  rather  (not  to  state  the 
point  too  curiously  at  present)  each  is  quite 
another  thing  without  the  other.  Sun  and 
planet,  earth  and  moon,  night  and  day,  cold 
and  heat,  plant  and  animal,  animal  and  man, 
man  and  woman,  soul  and  body,  are  so  many 
instances  of  this  quality.  Yet  the  contem- 
plation of  these  relations  is  unsatisfactory,  so 
long  as  this  external  point  of  view  is  insisted 

*  1. — Report  from  Select  Committee  on  the  Observ- 
ance of  the  Sabbath  day ;  with  the  Minutes  of 
Evidence  and  Appendix.  Ordered  bj  the  House 
of  Ck>mmon8  to  he  Printed.    Angust  6,  1882. 

2. — The  Duty  of  observing  the  Christian  Sabbath, 

enforced  in  a  Sermon,  preached  before  the   CTnt- 

versity  of  Cambridge,  ic,    Bj  Samuel  Les,  D.D., 

Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  in  the  University, 

dfa    Second  Edition,    London,  1884. 


on.  There  must  be  some  deeper  law,  under- 
lying all  this  apparent  duality ;  and  so,  ia- 
deed,  there  is ;  but  it  cannot  be  seen  without 
looking  at  things  from  the  inside,  that  is  to 
say,  not  from  the  sensation  of  them  (nor  yet 
the  judgment  according  to  sense  concerning 
them),  but  from  the  Idea ; — for  thi^  is  one  of 
those  weightier  matters  which  yield  their 
secret  only  to  the  eye  of  spiritual  discern- 
ment. 

Beheld  from  the  ideal  point  of  view,  then, 
night  is  not  night  without  day,  nor  day  day 
without  night.  The  thought  of  night  implies 
that  of  day.  Be  it  supposed  that  the  earth 
did  not  turn  on  its  axis,  yet  going  round  the 
sun  once  a  year,  so  that  one  hemisphere 
should  bask  in  continual  light,  and  the  other 
lie  in  boundless  shade.  The  imaginable 
Adam  of  the  darkling  side  could  never  have 
called  the  unchanging  state  of  his  dreary 
gardens  by  the  name  of  night;  nor  the  rest- 
less denizen  of  the  unshadowed  and  excessive 
paradise  have  ever  known  thai  the  sun  was 
the  Lord  of  Day.  It  is  impossible  to  pro- 
nounce the  conception  of  Day,  in  the  mind, 
without  speaking  that  of  Night  at  the  same 
time,  and  also  without  (likewise  in  the  same 
moment  of  thought)  the  intellectual  sense  of 
the  likeness  in  unlikeness  of  Day  and  Night. 
Think  Day,  and  you  also  think  both  Night 
and  the  Relation  between  Day  and  Night. 
In  truth,  then,  the  idea  (call  it  that  of  Day, 
or  that  of  Night)  is  threefold,  not  twofold : 
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— Day,  Niffht,  and  their  Relation.  Day  is 
the  thesis,  flight  the  antithesis,  their  Rela- 
tion the  mesothesis  of  the  triad, — for  triad  it 
is,  and  not  a  mere  pair  or  duad,  after  all. 
It  b  the  same  with  all  the  other  couples  cited 
above,  and  with  all  couples,  for  every  idea  is 
a  trinitarian.  Positive  pole,  negative  one, 
and  that  middle  term  wherein  they  are  made 
one  ;  sun,  planet,  their  relation  ;  solar  atom, 
planetary  one,  their  conjunction ;  and  so 
forth.  The  term  of  relation,  betwixt  the  op- 
posites  in  these  ideal  pairs,  is  sometimes  call- 
ed the  Point  of  Indifference,  the  mesoteric 
Point,  the  Mid-point.  This  mid-point  is  to 
be  seen  standing  betwixt  its  right  and  left 
fellow-elements  in  every  dictionary :  for  ex- 
ample, Men,  Man,  Women ;  or  ad j  actively, 
male,  human,  female.  **&o  God  created 
man  in  his  own  image :  in  the  image  of  God 
created  he  him ;  male  and  female  created  he 
them." 

Now  this  threefold  constitution  of  ideas  is 
universal.  As  all  things  seem  to  go  in  pairs 
to  sense,  and  to  the  understanding,  so  all  are 
seen  in  threes  by  reason.  This  law  of  anti- 
nomy is  no  limited,  no  planetary  law,  nor  yet 
peculiarly  human ;  it  is  cosmical,  all-embrac- 
mg,  ideal,  divine.  Not  only  is  it  possible  for 
man  to  think  Beauty  without  simultaneously 
thinking  Deformity  and  their  Point  of  Indif- 
ference, Justice  without  Injustice  and  theirs. 
Unity  without  Multiplicity  and  theirs,  but 
those  several  theses  (Beauty,  Justice,  Unity, 
namely)  cannot  be  thought  without  these 
their  antitheses,  and  without  the  respective 
middle  terms  of  the  pairs.  As  the  eye  of 
common-sense  cannot  have  an  inside  without 
an  outside,  nor  a  solar  orb  without  a  plane- 
tary orbicle  (inasmuch  as  it  ceases  to  be  solar 
the  instant  it  is  stript  of  its  planet),  so  the 
eye  of  reason  cannot  see  an  inside  without 
seeing  an  outside  and  also  their  connection  as 
the  inside  and .  the  outside  of  one  and  the 
same  thing,  nor  a  sun  without  his  planet  and 
their  synthesis  in  a  solar  system.  In  short, 
three-in-one  is  the  law  of  all  thought  and  of 
things.  Nothing  has  been  created,  nothing 
can  be  thought,  except  upon  the  principle  of 
three-in-one.  Three-in-one  is  the  deepest- 
Ijing  cypher  of  the  universe. 

It  were  irrelevant  in  the  present  connection 
to  enlarge  on  the  significance  of  the  number 
Five,  or  rather  of  Five-in-one, — for  such  is 
the  true  formula  of  all  those  Pythagorean 
figures,  which  have  so  pleased  and  tanta- 
lised the  mind  of  man  in  every  age.  It  was 
on  the  fifth  day  of  creation  that  the  animal 
kingdom  proper  made  its  appearance :  but, 
of  course,  Man  is  never  to  be  included  in 


I  that  kingdom,  seeing  he  is  an  animal  and 
something  more,  that  something  more  beinff 
his  greater  part.  It  were  as  philosophical, 
in  fact,  to  class  an  animal  with  the  vegetable 
world,  merely  because  it  is  a  plant  and  some- 
thinff  more,  as  to  call  man  an  animal.  He  is 
in  the  kingdom,  but  not  of  it:  he  has  a 
sphere  all  to  himself,  constituting  and  be- 
longing to  the  fifth  kingdom  of  terrestrial 
nature.  Precisely  as  a  mineral  is  a  congeries 
of  atoms  and  something  more,  as  a  plant  is  a 
mineral  and  something  more,  and  as  an  ani- 
mal is  a  vegetable  and  something  more,  is 
man  (be  it  repeated  aloud)  an  animal  and 
something  far  more — the  space  between  him 
and  the  highest  of  the  brutes  being  im- 
measurably greater  than  what  separates  the 
ox  from  his  pasture,  or  the  heather  from  the 
rock  to  which  it  clings.  It  was,  therefore, 
on  the  Fifth  day  that  the  animal  world  was 
made  manifest  in  the  beginning,  according  to 
the  Scripture.  Now,  there  are  five  kinds  of 
sensible  form,  five  structures  of  tissues,  in  the 
general  anatomy  of  the  animal  nature :  there 
IS  the  amorphous,  exemplified  by  the  earthy 
nature  of  the  bones  and  the  fatty  matters  of 
the  ceHular  substance ;  there  is  the  globular 
shown  in  the  blood,  "  which  is  the  life ;" 
the  cellular,  particularly  seen  in  the  skinny 
parts,  but  shed  through  the  whole  frame, 
covering,  protecting,  and  supporting;  the 
fibrous,  the  specific  tissues  of  the  muscular 
system,  and  entering  into  all  tubular  struc- 
tures ;  and,  fifthly,  there  is  the  cerebral,  the 
proper  matter  of  the  brain  and  nerves,  which 
no  man  can  yet  describe  or  qualify.  There 
are  likewise  five  organic  systems  in  the  more 
exalted  *'  moving  creatures  that  hath  life  ;" 
the  stomach  and  its  assistant  chyle-elaborat- 
ing organs ;  the  quickening  and  circulating 
system,  namely,  the  heart,  the  lungs,  ana 
the  vessels ;  the  muscular  and  bony,  or  the 
locomotive  apparatus ;  the  reproductive  one ; 
and,  fifthly,  the  nervous  system, — "  the  be- 
all  and  the  end-all  here."  Then  the  higher 
animal  trunk  (even  such  as  occurs  in  the  ce- 
taceous sea- brutes,  or  great  whales  of  the 
fifth  day),  itself  containmg  five  well-marked 
compartments,  sends  out  five  limbs,  two 
hind-legs,  two  fore-legs  or  arms  or  wings, 
and  one  neck : — ^for  the  innocent  reader  must 
understand  that  these  new  anatomists  con- 
sider the  animal  head  as  nothing  more  than 
the  last  vertebra,  or  end  bone  of  the  neck, 
developed  to  extravagance,  as  if  it  had  been 
made  of  obstinate  glass  (like  that  in  the  well- 
known  tale)  and  slowly  expanded  by  some 
patient  blowpipe :  and  as  for  the  tail,  it  is 
just  the  other  end  of  the  neck,  and  it  can  be 
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done  without,  witness  Man  himselt  Indeed 
Man  himself  is  the  most  perfect  type,  by  way 
of  inclusion  always,  of  the  animal  form ;  just 
as  a  Hon  is  really  a  more  finished  plant  than 
any  rooted  palm  in  his  jungle.  It  is  there- 
fore not  out  of  place  to  take  notice  of  his  five 
senses,  the  five  parts  of  which  each  of  his 
legs  and  arms  is  composed,  the  five  fingers  of 
his  hand,  the  five  toes  of  his  foot,  and  the  five 
teeth  In  each  of  his  four  infantile  jaws  (those 
legs  and  arms  of  the  face,  the  nose  being  the 
facial  fifth  or  neckS  not  to  mention  any  more 
of  these  fantastical,  but  obtrusive  and  innu- 
merable fives.  In  short,  the  prevalence  of 
this  number  Five  in  the  animal  domain  has 
impressed  the  more  recent  mind  of  Europe 
with  its  image,  just  as  it  seised  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  men  of  eld  ;  and  an  eminent  con- 
tinental naturalist  founds  his  classification 
on  the  fact,  taking  Five  as  the  cypher  of  ani- 
mated nature. 

To  carry  these  cursory  remarks  about  this 
number,  and  the  fifth  note  of  the  weekl}  oc- 
tave, a  little  farther  (by  way  of  curiosity,  if 
not  for  much  edification)  it  should  be  men- 
tioned that  an  interesting  and  important  pro- 
position has  been  advanced  and  argVied  by 
Dr.  Samuel  Lee,  the  learned  and  authorita- 
tive Hebraist  of  Cambridge,  which  will  be 
found  to  affect  the  present  question  in  a 
touching  manner.*  That  proposition  is  to 
the  threefold  effect ;  first,  that  the  primitive 
Sabbath  of  those  patriarchal  epochs,  which 
went  before  the  Exodus  of  the  arising  He- 
brew people  from  Egypt,  was  in  reality  put 
back  a  day  by  Moses  after  and  in  comme- 
moration of  that  outcoming ;  secondly,  that 
this  was  intended  to  be  a  temporary  and  purely 
Jewish  change,  or  a  mere  deciduous  graft, 
foreordained  to  fall  off  when  the  fulness  of 
the  time  should  come  for  making  the  whole 
world  kin  by  and  in  Jesus  Christ;  and, 
thirdly,  that  the  Sunday  of  Christendom  is 
actually  the  Sabbath-day  of  Abraham.  The 
professor  pleads  for  this  view  with  much 
erudition,  and  with  a  great  show  of  reason  ; 
and  he  cites  names  no  less  redoubtable  than 
Capellus,  Ussher,  and  Gale  in  favor  of  the 
point,  in  whose  researches  the  same  result 
had  come  out.  Now  there  is  certainly  no 
doubt,  but  that  the  all-conceiving  editorial 
We  are  competent  to  the  criticism  of  any  and 
everything  under  the  sun;  but  I,  the  pre- 
sent organ  of  that  singular  Plurality,  know 
nothing  of  the  Hebrew  tongue  and  antiqui- 
ties, and  thc^re  fore  refrain  from  venturing  an 

*  See  the  Sermon  named  in  the  heading  of  this 
artlele. 


opiniou  on  the  truth  of  this  most  ingenious 
and  fruitful  speculation.*  But  suppose  it  to 
be  proved  (and  the  extra-judicial  mind  will 
perhaps  find  it  difficult  to  resist)  then  it  fol* 
lows  that  the  Saviour  arose,  not  on  the  first 
day  of  any  but  the  Jewish,  temporary,  and 
purposely  misdated  week,  but  on  the  old, 
new  and  sempiternal  Sabbath  of  the  world, 
as  our  divine  observes. 

To  come  down  from  those  more  solemn 
altitudes,  and  take  up  the  numerical  thread 
again:  it  might  be  charming,  especially  to 
such  as  are  never  afraid  to  inquire  too  cu- 
riously, to  find  out  why  Five  follows  Three 
with  so  much  pertinacity  everywhere  ;  why 
it  lays  hold  on  us  every  time  we  shake  hands ; 
why  it  answers  our  eye  from  so  many  high 
places ;  what  its  ideal  significance  is ;  what 
It  means ; — ^in  one  word,  what  its  rational 
ground  can  be;  but  Terminus  forbids.  It 
was  both  desirable  and  in  keeping  to  bring 
out  the  secret  of  the  tri-unity  of  all  thinffs 
and  all  thoughts,  at  the  beginning  of  this 
criticism,  and  that  because  of  its  symbolical 
relation  to  the  Divine  Trinity ;  but  these  notes 
and  queries  about  the  natural  and  ideal  Pen- 
tad or  quincunx  (to  steal  an  illustration 
from  the  landscape-gardener)  are  intended 
partly  to  deepen  tne  sense  of  numerical 
periodicity  in  the  affairs  of  the  constitution  of 
man,  and  partly  to  serve  as  a  bridge  from 
the  cosmical  triad  to  that  peculiar  human 
cypher,  number  Seven,  which  is  the  proper 
object  of  Christian  and  civilized  solicitude  in 
this  the  nineteenth  century. 

According  to  the  popular  thought,  finding 
its  voice  in  poetry,  the  life  of  man  has  seven 
ages.  It  is  certain  that  his  average  aeon,  or 
proper  period,  is  now  three  score  years  and 
ten,  being  ten  times  seven  years;  and  the 
climacteric  periods  of  his  length  of  days  in 
any  case,  according  to  broad  and  general 
observation,  are  so  many  multiples  of  the 
same  number.  In  the  language  of  science, 
though  not  that  of  the  nursery,  the  time  of 
infancy  lasts  seven  years.  Then  the  first 
teeth  have  come  laboriously  out,  during  the 
six  years ;  and  had  their  little  day  of  rest, 
in  the  seventh.  Then  the  volume  of  the 
brain  (not  the  head)  is  completed  ;  at  least, 
by  the  consent  of  the  overwhelming  majority 
of  physiologists  :  and  the  fact,  as  it  stands. 


*  Hayine  thoB  eliminated  the  Boo  from  the  N69, 
the  difltinction  ehall  occasional Ij  he  kept  in  view 
during  the  progreaB  of  the  present  dbotiaeion,  in 
order  to  save  Our  Majesty  from  the  consequences  of 
any  opinion  which  may  be  deemed  too  personal 
and  limited. 
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has  been  heaved  as  a  conclaaive  batterings 
imm  against  phrenology,  by  no  lees  great  a 
philosopher  than  Sir^lliam  Hamilton.  Yet 
the  proposition  appears  to  be  true  only  in  a 
manner ;  and  that  a  manner  not  incompatible 
with  some  actual  or  possible  physiognomy 
of  the  head,  which  phrenology  is  or  may  well 
become.  From  the  measurements  of  a  more 
experienced  and  accurate  craniometer  than 
any  predecessor,  Mr.  Straton,  ic  comes  out 
tbat,  while  the  general  figure  and  bulk  of 
the  brain  is  finished  withm  the  first  seven 
yeara  of  life,  yet,  in  a  laree  proportion  of 
men,  the  thing  swells  and  fills  up  in  a  mea- 
surable enough  degree,  and  in  the  few  it  ao- 
.ttially  grows  and  alters  its  shape,  till  the  end 
of  the  forty  •ninth  annual  revolution,  a  period 
of  seven  sevens,  and  the  real  completion  of  a 
man.*  It  is  not  only  allowed,  however,  but 
strongly  affirmed  by  this  observer,  tbat  the 
expansion  taking  place  (even  in  a  Napoleon, 
or  let  it  be  supposed,  a  Shakspeare  or  a 
Vewton)  betwixt  seven  and  forty-nine  is 
mall,  in  comparison  with  not  only  the  growth 
from  zero  to  seven,  but  even  with  what  occurs 
between  one  end  and  the  other  of  any  of  the 
first  seven  years.  To  continue  ; — the  boy  or 
girl  ceases,  and  the  man  or  woman  begins  to  ap- 
pear,  upon  the  close  of  the  fourteenth  or  se- 
cond seventh  year.  Adolescence  is  done  by  the 
end  of  twenty-one,  the  third  seventh ;  man- 
hood and  womanhood  are  brought  to  perfec- 
tion (as  such)  by  the  twenty-eighth  or  fourth 
•eventh  vear ;  and  so  forth : — but  it  is  always 
to  be  understood  that  these  periods  and  figures 
are  deduced  from  a  generalization  taken,  not 
only  from  all  climates,  but  also  from  both 
lexes ;  for  if  woman  is  earlier,  man  is  later, 
and  the  balance  must  be  struck  between 
them  for  undivided  humanity.  If  the  hand 
is  analyzed,  you  have  seven  pieces, — five 
fingers,  metacarpus,  and  carpus ;  the  foot, — 
five  toes,  tarsus,  and  metatarsus :  and  when 
the  arm  is  examined  more  curiously,  than  in 
that  first  glance  which  divides  it  into  five,  it 
yields  you  seven  parts, — the  shoulder-blade 
and  coUar-bone  (composing  the  shoulder), 
the  humerus,  the  ulna  or  ell-long  bone  of  the 
forearm,  the  fibula  or  brooch-pin  bone  of  the 
same  (and  the  reason  these  are  counted  two 
is  obvious, — the  latter  is  planetary  to  the 
former,  it  revolves  round  it,  it  has  a  purpose 
of  its  own,  it  and  its  muscular  system  turn 
the  wrist  on  the  ell- bone,  which  alone  is  the 
true  forearm),  the  carpal  system  or  wrist,  the 
metacarpal  or  palm,  and,  seventhly,  the  digital 
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oneor  bunch  of  fingers.  In  short,  just  as  the 
first  look  at  man  divides  him  into  threes,  and 
the  second  into  fives,  he  falls  into  sevens  at 
the  third  analysis  ;  and  pages  might  be  filled 
with  its  results,  but  it  is  better  to  refrain 
from  anatomical  detail.  It  has  to  be  observed, 
however,  that  the  pious  mediaeval  traoscend- 
alists  were  so  pnngently  impressed  by  the 
sevensomeness  of  the  microcosm,  as  they  de- 
nominated man,  that,  having  descried  seven 
planets,  they  thought  there  could  not  pos- 
sibly be  any  more,  and,  therefore,  they  made 
no  more  discoveries  in  that  direction.  They 
did  the  very  same  by  their  seven  poor  metals : 
and  they  associated  these  bright  bodies,  both 
in  name  and  in  the  idea  of  mystical  oorres- 
pondeaee,  with  the  days  of  the  week  and  the 
planets,  gold  with  Sunday  and  the  Sun  (for 
Sol  was  dethroned  in  the  days  of  the  Ptole- 
maic Astronomy,  and  degraded  to  the  plane- 
tary estate),  silver  with  Monday  and  the 
moon;  and  so  forth  throughout  the  triple 
series.  One  can  only  say  that  the  new  As- 
tronomy and  Chemistry  have  exploded  all 
this  cunningly  devised  superstructure ;  but 
the  number  of  the  planets  is  not  yet  deter- 
mined, far  less  that  of  the  metals,  and, 
therefore,  there  is  no  saying  what  multiples 
of  seven  may  come  out  in  the  long  run.  It 
is  just  possible,  then,  that  the  antique  plane- 
tary and  metallic  Seven  may  turn  out  to  be 
something  more  than  fantastical  jargon: — 
although  it  is  certainly  impossible  not  to 
laugh  at  the  conceit  of  one  of  the  latest  or- 
naments of  those  old  schools,  who  argued 
against  the  earlier  Copernicans,  that  it  is  be- 
yond Omnipotence  there  should  be  more  than 
seven  planets,  because  there  are  only  seven 
metals,  and  only  seven  holes  in  the  head — 
two  eyes,  two  ears,  two  nostrils,  and  one 
mouth ! 

The  majority  of  our  readers,  and  all  our 
critics  (since  even  critics  and  critics'  critics 
have  critics,  like  the  dogs'  man's  man's  man 
of  my  Lord  Harkaway's  kennel,)  will  think 
this  all  moonshine  ;  yet  your  positive,  skep- 
tical, and  contemptuous  Modern  Science  is 
not,  dares  not,  and  cannot  be  ashamed  of 
Seven;  for  moonshine  itself  is  a  web  of 
seven-twisted  thread,  and  the  moon  (that 
Penelope,  who  weaves  the  evervauishing 
fabric)  goes  on  her  way,  and  does  all  her 
stints  of  work,  to  the  music  of  the  same  home- 
ly Number,  whereby  the  very  sea, ''  and  the 
dead  that  are  in  it,''  are  rocked  in  their  great 
cradle  to  the  selfsame  tune.  No  sooner  is 
a  pencil  of  light  made  to  pass  through  a 
pnsm,  than  it  blabs  its  secret,  and  shows  it- 
1  self  seven-twmed  and  beaatifuL    It  i^  to  no 
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purpose  that  the  more  refining  optician  avers, 
that  there  are  only  three  primair  colors. 
Possihiy,  nay  certainly,  there  are ;  but  there 
are  seven  colors  of  the  rainbow,  for  all  that. 
It  is  here  as  elsewhere,  in  fact :  for  the  first 
analysis  gives  three,  the  second  ^ve,  and  the 
third  seven ;  the  first,  third,  and  fifth  consti- 
tuting the  natural  chord  of  thb  painted 
scale.  Ever  since  God  did  set  his  bow  in 
the  cloud,  that  rested  on  the  mountains  of 
Ararat,  over  against  Noah  and  his  house- 
hold, on  the  occasion  of  that  first  family- 
worship  after  the  flood,  the  children  of  Light 
have  been  saying.  We  too  are  Seven,  with 
speechful  look,  if  not  with  still  small  voice. 
But  if  the  eye  is  silent,  the  ear  is  not  deaf 
to  the  seven-toned  rhythm  of  the  universe, 
nor  the  mouth  dumb  to  give  it  echo,  nor  yet 
the  fingers  without  skill  to  fetch  its  antitype 
out  of  reeds  and  pipes  and  strings.  Music, 
that  catholic  and  published  tongue,  that 
speech  of  cherubin  and  seraphin,  thftt  poetry 
taken  wiog,  that  science  passed  into  ecstasy, 
that  transfiguration  of  the  common  state  of 
man  (whether  in  the  body,  or  out  of  the 
body,  one  cannot  tell)  is  also  a  system  of 
sevens.  Enough,  in  short,  might  be  advanced 
to  show  that  anatomy,  physiology,  optics, 
astronomy,  and  the  science  of  music  (which 
are  surely  not  superstitious,  nor  mystical,  nor 
transcendental,  nor  credulous  of  ancient  au- 
thority) are  all  familiar  with  "  the  peculiarly 
human  number  Seven,"  as  we  have  ventured 
to  define  it ; — and  that  not  only  because  the 
body  of  man  (that  organization  and  summa- 
ry of  the  known  powers  of  nature)  is  fig- 
ured all  over,  without  and  within,  with  Seven, 
but  also  because  his  thought  has  (sometimes 
instinctively,  sometimes  rationally,  sometimes 
in  superstition)  embraced  and  sanctified  it 
in  all  ages  and  lands,  and  likewise  because 
it  is  the  astronomical  ratio  of  the  sub-system 
to  which  this  world  belongs,  namely,  that  of 
the  earth-and-moon.  It  is  a  number  which 
his  spirit  knows,  which  his  soul  loves,  which 
his  body  like  an  illuminated  missal  shows 
forth ;  and  it  is  the  very  number  of  his 
house  in  the  heavens :— ^an  irresistible  fact, 
which  carries  the  mind  right  into  the  heart 
of  the  proper  topic  of  this  various,  but  not 
unproporlioned  dissertation. 

It  is  certain  that  the  division  of  man's 
time  into  octaves,  that  is,  into  weeks  of  seven 
days  each  (the  octave  of  one,  being  the  first 
of  the  next  week)  is  co-extensive  with  his- 
tory and  tradition,  and  also  co-extensive  with 
the  world,  except  in  those  places  where  fee- 
ble races  have  gone  prematurely  down  into 
dotage ;  and  sueh  division  has  always  been 


associated  with  the  more  or  less  serious  con- 
secration of  one  day,  in  the  seven,  as  pecu- 
liar and  supreme.  Secular  historians  have 
never  been  slow  to  admit  the  fact ;  the  fath- 
ers of  the  Church  were  forward  to  proclaim 
it ;  and  modern  divines  have  not  neglected 
to  keep  it  forward.  The  day  dbtinguished 
as  festival,  holiday,  or  high  day  of  some 
sort,  has  invariably  been  that  of  the  Sun, 
the  symbol  of  the  creative  energy  of  the  in- 
visible Godhead ;  or  at  least  the  same  day, 
with  a  corresponding  name  and  significance. 
In  truth,  Dupuis,  in  his  famous  UrigiM  de 
tana  les  Culies  (which  presents  an  infamous- 
ly shallow  theory  of  human  worship,  how- 
ever) insisted  that  the  system  of  chronology, 
the  mythologies  of  Effypt,  India,  old  Greece, 
and  even  the  mythology  (as  he  considered 
it)  of  Christendom,  have  all  sprung  out  of 
an  elaborate  scheme  of  Sun-worship  and  its 
Sundays :  and  the  book  is  so  full  of  curious 
and  important  things,  that  the  students  of 
these  matters  might  well  study  it  with  ad- 
vantage, appropriate  its  treasure,  and  then 
laugh  at  its  presumption  in  trying  to  explain 
a  deeper  phenomenon  by  means  of  one  lying 
nearer  the  surface, — as  if  a  great  brass  han- 
dle could  unlock  the  sates  of  St.  Paul's  in 
London  city  without  a  Icey  I  When  the  sev- 
ensome  analysis  of  Time  began,  history  can- 
not tell,  inductive  science  cannot  find  out, 
and  no  conjectural  Dupuis  or  Yolney  of  them 
all  can  divine.  Not  only  as  a  writer  in  a  Chris- 
tian Review ;  nor  yet  as  one  who  makes  bold 
to  '*  claim  the  honorable  style  of  a  Christian," 
after  the  manner  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne  in 
the  preamble  to  his  account  of  the  Religion 
of  a  Physician ;  but  also  as  the  humblest  of 
the  disciples  of  an  older  philosophy,  drawn 
from  profounder  sources,  than  that  of  Hel- 
vetius  and  the  Encyclopaedia,  I  have  not  a 
doubt  upon  the  point.  I  believe  that  Man 
knew  this,  and  many  a  far  deeper  secret,  in 
Paradise,  during  the  true  prehistoric  epoch 
of  human  story ;  *  and  that,  after  the  fall 
from  the  intuitive  and  holy  life  of  Eden, 
these  things  could  not  be  forgotten  in  a  day. 
Such  is  the  idea  set  forth  in  the  opening  of 
the  Book  of  Genesis :  and,  since  it  is  impos- 
sible to  argue  so  great  a  proposition  within 
these  limits,  it  is  better  just  to  alight  at 
once  on  the  plain  fact,  be  its  interpretation 
what  it  may,  that  the  oldest  written  record 
in  the  world  not  only  claims  a  prehistoric 
and  all-conceiving  epoch  or  angelic  infancy 

•  Truly  prehistoric,  hecauae  not  progressive,  he- 
ing  fdlL  History  wants  straggle,  development^ 
rise,  advancement,  as  its  objects.  A  narrative  of 
iimooent  days  among  the  penect  is  not  History. 
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for  the  life  of  hamanity,  but  at  once  announ- 
ces the  measure  of  earthly  time  by  Seven, 
and  that  from  the  divine  side  of  the 
thing.  Before  going  a  step  farther  then,  let 
tts  look  into  this  miraculous  account  of  the 
creation.  It  is  a  strange  story,  and  every 
well-bred  child  in  Christendom  knows  it  by 
heart ;  but  few  bearded  men  can  agree  about 
it,  although  no  one  is  willing  to  give  it  up, 
it  b  so  strange  and  true. 

Iir  THE  BBGiNKiNo  (how  high  and  awful 
an  archway  into  the  scene !) — In  thb  bb- 
onvKiNa  God  (not  found  out  by  arguments 
of  design,  nor  deduced  from  first  principles, 
but  known  without  a  doubt,  as  the  father  is 
known  of  his  children)  creatbd  thb  hbavek 
AXD  THB  BARTH.  In  the  beginning  (wherein 
was  the  Word)  the  city  of  God  had  been 
founded ;  the  solar  system  and  our  world  had 
been  set  in  motion :  but "  the  earth  was  with- 
out form,  and  void ;  and  darkness  was  upon 
the  face  of  the  deep,'*  which  covered  it  round. 
But  ''the  Spirit  of  God  moved  upon  the  face 
of  the  waters  once  more :  and  then  began  that 
preparation  of  the  world  for  the  inhabitation 
of  man,  which  is  commonly  called  the  Cre- 
ation ;  but,  in  reality,  the  earth  had  been 
made  unknown  ceons  before,  even  "  in  the 
beginning.'' 

I.  For  unknown  seons  the  sun  had  been 
atanding  in  the  midst  of  his  planets  and  their 
atellites,  but  no  ray  of  light  had  yet  reached 
the  face  of  our  deep,  either  because  the  sun 
had  not  yet  grown  luminous,  or  more  likely 
because  the  vaporous  darkness,  that  brooded 
over  our  waters,  was  still  too  thick.  But  at 
last  it  came,  though  not  in  sudden  and  full 
enough  blaze  to  show  the  figures  of  either 
Bun  or  moon ;  and  a  sunless  gray  morning 
arose  upon  the  earth,  to  be  followed  by  a 
moonless  evening :  for  "  God  divided  the 
light  from  the  darkness :"  and  "  the  morning 
and  the  evening,"  namely,  the  day  and  the 
night,  **  were  the  first  day :"  the  day  of  the 
coming  of  light,  therefore  of  necessity  the 
first ;  the  day  of  the  first  glad  tidings  of  the 
sun ;  the  Sunday  of  the  awakening  week  of 
time. 

II.  Under  the  impulse  of  this  new-come 
accession  of  muffled  solar  radiance,  the  wa- 
ters divided :  part  arose,  namely,  the  horrid 
mist,  and  fashioned  itself  into  a  spheral  and 
unbroken  cloud ;  part  remained  below,  as  it 
was,  namely,  the  hquid  element ;  and  the  at- 
mospheric or  skyey  firmament  stood  between 
them.  The  day  and  night  of  this  world-wide 
sublimation  "  were  the  second  day."  One 
might  well  conjecture  that  the  air  was  so  far 
cleared  in  the  course  of  the  day-time  of  this 


day,  that  even  the  reflected  liffht  of  the  moon 
might  penetrate,  though  still  too  faintly  to 
reveal  her  form :  and  in  that  not  impossible 
case,  it  has  been  appropriately  invested  with 
the  name  of  Monday. 

III.  The  next  process  was  the  standing  out 
of  the  dry  land  or  earth,  and  the  gathering  of 
the  water  into  seas  :  followed  by  the  spring- 
ing of  "tender  grass,"  or  those  seedless 
plants  called  acotyledons ;  of  "  the  herb 
yielding  seed,"  or  the  monocotyledons  ;  and 
of  "  the  fruit-tree  yielding  fruit  after  his  kind, 
whose  seed  is  in  itself,  upon  the  earth,"  the 
crowning  class  or  dicotyledons,  capable  of 
propagation  by  grafts  and  cuts,  their  seed 
being  in  themselves  upon  the  earth.  This 
was  the  third  epoch  :  that  of  the  coming 
forth  of  continents  and  Islands,  and  their  get- 
ting covered  with  the  three  kinds  of  plant, 
in  their  right  order  of  succession ;  first  with 
stony  lichens,  muddy  funguses,  tender 
mosses,  ferns,  and  the  like ;  then  with  reeds, 
grasses,  palms,  and  all  manner  of  herbs  yield- 
ing seed,  but  whose  seed  is  not  in  themselves ; 
and,  thirdly,  with  the  completed  vegetable, 
whose  British  type  is  the  oak  with  its  acorns. 
This  is  the  Tuesday  of  our  week :  the  day  of 
the  manifestation  of  vegetable  organization 
and  irritability,  call  it  Life  who  will ;  sacred 
in  that  Scandinavian  form  of  the  old  Pagan 
mythology,  which  cannot  but  be  dear  to  the 
imagination  of  men  who  use  the  English 
tongue,  to  Tyr  or  Tuesco,  the  god  of  battle 
or  conflict,  the  divine  symbol  of  effort  yet  in 
process. 

IV.  While  vegetation  ran  riot  over  the 
dripping  earth  (and  that  under  a  leaden  sky, 
still  unbroken  by  a  streak  of  blue,  or  even 
traversed  by  a  blood- red  beamless  orb)  nature 
could  not  unfold  her  ulterior  resources :  but 
that  vast  exuberance  of  every  kind  of  plant 
swiftly  appropriated  and  solidified  enormous 
volumes  of  the  atmospheric  moisture  ;  and  it 
is  just  possible  that  they  also  sucked  in  and 
assimilated  opaque  vapors  or  gases  now  not 
known :  so  as  to  clear  the  way  for  the  true 
arising  of  the  sun  on  the  morning  of  the 
fourth  day,  to  be  duly  followed  in  the  even- 
ing by  the  apparition  of  the  moon  and  stars ; 
the  irradiations  of  the  solar  heat,  as  well  as 
other  obvious  powers,  having  meanwhile  been 
working  towards  the  same  magnificent  result. 
Such  was  the  splendid  work  of  the  palaeon- 
tological  Wednesday;  now  symbolized  and 
known  to  us  as  the  day  of  Woden,  the  Valor- 
ous Person  of  the  multipersonal  godhead  of 
our  Norse  forefathers,  corresponding  with  the 
Hercules  of  the  Egyptian- Greek  theoeophy. 
Hercules,  going  through  Us  twelve  labors. 
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was  the  son,  going  through  the  twelve  a^pas 
of  the  Zodiac ;  so  that  our  familiar  name  is  a 
good  one  for  this  the  day  of  the  8an»  moon, 
and  stars. 

V.  The  Thursday  or  fifth  of  this  marvel- 
lous octave  was  made  memorable  by  a  new 
and  strange  display  of  creative  power,  more 
than  worthy  of  our  ancestral  conception  of 
Thor  the  Thunderer,  or  God  of  sheer  might. 
It  was  then  that  animal  life  began  to  appear. 
The  waters  brought  forth  abundantly  the 
moving  creature  that  hath  life  or  soul,  and 
that  up  to  the  level  of  the  great  whales  of 
those  pre-adamic  seas ;  while  every  winged 
fowl,  also,  was  let  fly  above  the,  earth  in  the 
open  firmament  of  heaven.  The  cetacea,  or 
water-mammals  (quadruple-hearted,  lungs- 
ed,  red-blooded,  vivipatx)us-breasted  crea- 
tures), were  the  highest  manifestations  of 
this  amazing  period ;  and  they  belong  to  the 
noblest  class  of  all,  even  that  in  which  the 
animal  bodv  of  Man  himself  is  included. 
It  is  a  touching  thing,  in  the  Mosaic  narra- 
tive, that  God  is  not  represented  as  having 
even  "  seen  that  it  was  good,"  when  he  had 
said,  ''Let  there  be  light,  and  there  was 
light ;"  nor  yet  on  the  consummation  of  the 
purely  separate  work  of  second  causes,  which 
occurred  during  the  second  day :  but  when 
the  earth  burst  into  unrestrainable  vegeta- 
tion, during  the  progress  of  the  Tuesday  or 
third  age,  "God  saw  that  it  was  good;" 
and  likewise,  when  the  sun  had  flashed  for 
the  first  time  upon  the  forest-green  and 
ocean-blue  of  the  world,  and  the  moon  had 
reechoed  the  Memnon-tone  of  his  ray  in  the 
evening,  and  the  stars  had  joined  the  chorus 
at  night,  again  "  God  saw  that  it  was  good." 
But  now  living  things  sported  in  the  waters, 
and  in  the  open  firmament ;  happy  creatures, 
akin  to  man,  and  therefore  nearer  to  the 
Creator  himself:  and  so,  it  is  written  in  the 
Scripture  for  us  to  read,  "  God  blessed 
them." 

YI.  Next  came  the  grand  day  of  work. 
In  the  morning,  the  animal  kingdom  was 
carried  to  completion ;  the  unapparent  Maker 
seeing  it  to  be  good.  But  all  those  fish  of 
the  sea,  and  fowl  of  the  air,  and  cattle  upon 
the  dry  ground,  and  even  all  the  creeping 
things  that  creep  upon  the  earth,  were  un- 
finished till  the  coonng  of  a  greater  than 
they.  No  order  of  things  is  complete  till  it 
have  passed  into  union  with  a  higher,  any 
more  than  the  seventh  sound  of  an  octave 
is  complete  till  the  eighth,  or  first  of  a  higher 
scale,  have  struck.  The  anatomic  ordeq  is 
incomplete  until  embodied  in  the  mineral, 
the  mineral  till  taken  up  into  the  vegetable, 


the  vegetable  till  lifted  into  the  animal ;  and 
therefore  all  those  goodly  figures  that  rested 
in  the  coverts,  and  leaped  upon  the  plains 
and  mountain-sides  of  the  fore  world,  were 
but  an  uncrowned  rabble  (not  even  definable 
as  the  animal  kingdom)  until  their  nature 
should  have  passed  into  incorporation  and 
unity  with  a  nobler ;  that  is  to  say,  until  the 
coming  of  the  Lord.  "So  God  created 
man  in  his  own  ima^e:  in  the  image  of  God 
created  he  him ;  male  and  female  created  he 
them.  And  God  blessed  them:  and  God 
said  unto  them.  Be  ye -fruitful,  and  multiply, 
and  replenish  the  earth,  and  subdue  it; 
.  .  .  .  And  God  saw  everything  that 
he  had  made,  and,  behold,  it  was  very  good. 
And  the  evening  and  the  morning  were  the 
sixth  day."  It  is  almost  frivolous,  after  so 
sublime  a  quotatbn  as  this,  to  remark  that 
the  prime  feature  of  the  day,  in  so  far  as 
man  and  woman  are  concerned,  is  the  divine 
command  to  be  fruitful,  or  the  extension  of 
the  law  of  animal  propagation  to  man,  not- 
withstanding that  he  is  infinitely  more  than 
an  animal  (precisely  as  an  animal  is  much 
more  than  a  plant),  having  been  made  in  the 
image  of  God.  It  is  doubtless  on  that  ac- 
count that  the  day  of  our  week,  correspond* 
ing  with  this  creative  sixth,  is  dedicated  to 
Frigga,  or  Freya,  the  Scandinavian  Yenus, 
or  goddess  of  love  and  generation.  Be  that 
as  it  may,  certainly  every  Friday  of  the 
year,  but  Good  Friday  above  all,  must  be 
dear  to  every  Christian  who  is  not  overmuch 
afraid  of  the  formalism  of  days  and  years, 
when  he  bethinks  himself  of  the  Crucifixion 
of  his  God  manifest  in  Flesh,  and  of  the 
mother  who  stood  near  the  cross : — 

"  Stabat  mater  dolorosa 
Juxta  crucem  lachrymosa, 
Dum  pendebat  fiHns." 

YII.  On  the  seventh  day  God  ended  his 
work  which  he  had  made :  not  that  the  Al- 
mighty will  ever  cease  from  working,  since 
the  sustaining  of  the  universe  is  a  standing 
and  perpetual  miracle;  but  that  this  par- 
ticular series  of  operations,  namely,  what 
geologists  call  the  palaeontology  of  the  world, 
or  the  preparation  of  its  surface  for  the  ap- 
pearing of  man  in  the  image  of  God,  was 
done.  That  which  the  penman  of  this  won- 
drous scroll  set  himself  to  describe  was 
finished.  The  house  was  thoroughly  fur- 
nished unto  every  good '  and  perfect  work, — 
the  man  and  his  mate  had  come,  and  it  now 
behoved  their  life  to  begin.  "  And  God 
blessed  the  seventh  day,  and  sanctified  it ; 
because  that  in  it  he  bad  rested  from  all  his 
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work  which  God  created  and  made."  How 
daring  a  poetic  license,  yet  what  a  touch  of 
nature,  to  speak  of  our  never- weary  God 
resting,  when  the  morning  of  the  seventh 
terrestrial  aeon  had  arisen  on  the  darling,  for 
whom  his  Fatherhood  had  been  creating  and 
making  during  the  six  week-days  of  the 
world!  What  a  sweet  and  altogether  hu- 
man, yet  godlike  thought,  to  bless  the  day 
88  though  it  were  a  living  thing, — for  no 
blessing  was  pronounced  by  the  Word  upon 
the  day  spring  from  on  high,  nor  on  the  di- 
viding waters,  nor  on  the  seas,  and  the  earth 
with  Its  leafy  cover,  nor  yet  on  the  sun  and 
moon»  but  only  on  the  animal  kingdom  and 
its  King!  "And  God  blessed  the  seventh 
day,  and  sanctified  it.'' 

Such  is  the  genesis  of  the  present  order 
of  things  in  the  world  :  told  from  the  divine 
side  of  the  phenomenon ; — for  it  was  the 
manner  of  patriarchal  thou  ght,  not  to  look 
into  nature  for  the  godhead,  but  to  behold 
both  nature  and  man  in  God.  Such  was 
the  Mosaic  Cosmogony,  or  Moses'  express 
idea  of  how  this  planet  was  got  on  in  readi- 
ness, and  brought  to  the  condition  in  which  it 
now  continues  for  a  time.  Next  to  its  sur- 
passing beauty  is  its  philosophical  accuracy, 
and  next  to  that  is  its  geological  truth,  for 
our  especial  wonder ;  its  sublimity  being  a 
thing  apart,  and  yet  arising  out  of  all  those 
particulars  of  its  literary  character.  Yet  it 
was  not  written  as  a  poem  to  delight  the 
world  ;  it  was  not"*  elaborated  as  a  specula- 
tion on  the  ideal  triad ;  and  still  less  was  it 
raised  on  the  basis  of  observation  among 
stratums  and  ignigenous  rocks.  On  the 
one  hand,  it  was  not  a  logical  deduction  ;  on 
the  other,  not  a  geological,  botanical,  zoolo- 
gical induction  of  multitudinous  instances. 
Above  all,  the  day  of  the  victorious  observa- 
tion of  nature  had  not  even  dawned.  Roger 
and  Francis  Bacon  were  yet  afar  off,  the  pre* 
destined  sons  of  a  new  dispensation,  which 
was  not  to  begin  till  that  of  Moses  and  the 
prophets  should  be  ended :  Hutton  and 
Werner  were  invisible  in  the  distance,  athwart 
a  long  and  dreary  middle  age  of  Christian 
time  :  our  geologists  could  not  possibly  have 
existed  in  any  other  age  than  this,  for  the 
growings  of  science  are  according  to  law,  and 
the  preliminary  sciences  were  not  ready  for 
the  success  of  their  labors  till  the  approach 
oi  the  current  century.  Yet  the  narrative 
io  Genesis,  though  making  many  exquisite 
distinctions,  does  not  violate  the  ideas  of 
causation,  of  classification,  and  of  geological 
scries,  brought  out  by  the  very  latest  science, 
Id  a  single  instance.    That  narrative  must, 


therefore^  have  been  written  down  frotn  the 
traditions  of  the  unfallen,  all-naming  state 
of  man  or  its  reminiscences;  or  else  from 
direct  insight^  that  b,  from  immediate  behold- 
ing of  the  idea  and  the  law ;  and  that  is,  in 
either  case,  from  inspiration,  mediate  or  else 
undiminished  by  the  traditionary  medium* 
Adamio  or  Mosaic. 

It  must  already  be  evident,  from  some  of 
the  phrases  used  above,  that  we  follow  those 
new  and  doubly  protestant  divines  who  con- 
fess themselves  compelled,  by  the  great  re- 
sults of  geology,  to  acknowledge  the  days 
of  this  miraculous  writing  to  be  the  symboli- 
cal representatives  of  mighty  ages :  and  it 
therefore  appears  to  us  that  we  are  now  in 
the  morning  of  the  seventh  day,  the  Sabaoth 
of  the  Lord,  the  day*  of  the  life  of  man,  but 
not  determined  or  constituted  a  day  (philoso- 
phically speaking)  until  the  sounding  of  its 
octave,  that  is  to  say,  till  the  arising  of  an 
eighth  morning,  the  first  of  a  second  week  and 
higher  scale  of  things ;  wherefore  we  do  and 
must  look  for  a  new  heavens  and  a  new  earth. 
These  things  we  hold,  without  the  discomfort 
of  a  doubt,  but  likewise  with  perfect  respect 
for  those  who  cherish  the  old  opinion.  It  is 
not  necessary  to  go  with  us  in  this,  in  order 
to  accompany  us  with  cordiality  in  our  fur- 
ther argument.  It  is  only  desirable  to  ad- 
mit that  it  is  a  questionable  point,  which 
faith  and  science  may  settle  betwixt  them 
some  other  day  :  and  surely^  when  one  con- 
siders the  laboriousness  and  the  rigor  of 
geology,  the  thing  deserves  the  compliment 
of  an  honest  pause.  Let  the  mere  £nglish 
reader  of  the  Bible  also  remember  that  he 
is  reading  a  translation  from  an  antique, 
oriental  tongue,  into  a  modem,  western,  and 
quite  unrelated  language. 

But  aside  from  all  this  there  still  remains 
a  fact  of  immense  importance  in  favor  of  our 
our  view  :  and  that  fact  consists  in  the  differ- 
ence between  the  spiritual  and  intellectual 
attitudes  of  the  writer  and  intended  first 
readers  of  Genesis,  on  one  hand,  and  of  us 
peeping  literal  quidnuncs,  English  and  Scot- 
tish, in  the  last  three  centuries  of  Christianity, 
after  a  thousand  years  of  popish  corruption. 
The  difference  between  the  psychological 
attitudes  of  Moses  and  the  like  of  Liebig  or 
Murchison,  to  speak  the  truth,  is  almost  as 
great  as  if  the  former  had  stood  on  his  feet 
like  a  man,  with  his  eye  heavenward,  and 
the  latter  had  learned  to  stand  and  run  about 
on  his  hands,  with  vast  agility  and  the  ad- 
vantage of  finding  out  a  thousand  terrestrial 
secrets,  coupterbaUnced  by  the  costly  dam- 
age of  only  remembering,  if  not  forgetting. 
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instead  of  ever  anew  beholding  things  celes- 
tial. The  patriarchal  and  prophetic  spirit 
not  only  saw  everything  in  Gody  as  has 
already  been  remarked,  the  pious  modem 
sod  (even  Shakespeare  himself)  rather  striv- 
ing to  see  God  in  everything ;  but  its  vision, 
when  philosophical,  was  all  for  things  in  the 
idea,  not  in  the  concrete  instance,  the  very 
reverse  being  the  Protestant  English  turn  of 
mind.  They  were  imaginative  and  poetic ; 
we  are  the  lovers  of  matter-of-fact,  and  the 
conquerors  of  common  nature.  Their  spirit 
of  inquiry  took  the  way  towards  phiiosoj>hy ; 
ours  has  cut  itself  a  road  into  inductive 
science.  They  were  bom-idealists ;  we  are 
sensationists  bom  and  bred,  the  seekers  and 
the  finders  of  whole  treasuries  of  natural 
fact  Above  all,  it  was  their  way  to  be  con- 
tinually putting  the  idea  into  some  suitable 
symbol ;  it  is  ours  to  consider  everything  as 
the  symbol  of  some  idea  or  law,  and  to  be 
for  ever  hunting  it  up.  Their  whole  manner 
of  speech  was  symbolical  and  round ;  ours 
is  literal,  and  deals  in  straight  lines.  Noticing, 
then,  their  characteristic,  and  following  the 
bent  of  our  own,  the  very  first  question  it 
becomes  us  to  ask  in  the  present  instance  is, 
What  is  the  idea  put  by  that  true  Seer  into 
this  symbol  of  these  seven  days,  and  what 
was  a  cosmical  day  to  him  ?  Thus  interro- 
gated. Science,  the  seeker  of  ideas  and  the 
discoverer  of  laws,  answers  with  modest 
decision.  One  of  our  geological  Epochas: 
adding  with  astonishment.  In  other  particu- 
lars the  Scripture  is  a  marvel,  for  we  have 
found  it  all  out  again  in  our  own  way  I 

In  conclusion  of  this  short  discussion  of  a 
long  question,  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that 
those  to  whom  the  book  of  Genesis  was  and 
is  addressed  (exceptions  going  for  nothing  in 
history)  could  not  have  understood,  and  can- 
not understand,  a  discourse  on  geology.  A 
geogenetic  era  would  have  been,  to  the  Jews 
a  stumbling-block,  to  the  Greeks  foolishness ; 
and,  in  brief,  it  would  have  been  a  senseless 
sound  in  all  Hebrew  and  Christian  ears,  un- 
til these  present  days:  nay,  to  the  over- 
whelming majority  even  now,  and  for  many  a 
long  age  to  come.  The  Bible  was  not  writ- 
ten for  us  overwise  and  ridiculous  few  ex- 
ceptionals,  but  for  the  whole  world,  bond 
and  free ;  and  even  more  especially  for  the 
poor  and  otherwbe  unlettered.  And  as  for  the 
Knowing  and  critical  favorites  of  science,  in 
the  meantime,  we  have  endeavored  (though 
only  by  a  hint)  to  show  them  how  easily 
tbeir  geology  may  be  taken  in,  assimilated, 
and  glorified  by  their  faith :  and,  if  the  time 
ever  come  when  sanitary  amelioration,  social 


reform,  improved  policy,  ecclesiastical  refor- 
maUon,  theology  made  free  by  obedience, 
secular  and  religious  education,  and  what- 
soever other  good  spirit  is  in  the  world,  shall 
not  only  have  brought  out  the  life  of  God  in 
the  soul  of  every  son  of  man  upon  the  earth, 
but  also  made  all  men  familiar  with  the  rich 
results  of  science, — why  then,  the  whole 
world  shall  easily  comprehend  how  a  genetic 
Day  is  only  the  ^osaic  symbol  for  a  geog- 
nostic  Time. 

Then  it  is  simply  impossible  that  a  nobler 
or  a  homelier,  (nay,  or  another !)  symbolical 
expression  for  the  idea  intended  could  have 
been  found  or  invented.  The  sevensomeness 
of  the  luminous  or  of  the  musical  octave,* 
for  example,  is  of  another  species :  and,  in  fact, 
the  only  Seven  in  man's  common  world  of  sense, 
which  has  to  do  with  time,  is  that  of  the  di- 
vision of  the  lunar  month  by  two,  as  measur- 
ed by  the  waxing  and  the  waning  of  the 
moon,  and  then  by  two  again,  giving  her 
quarters.  This  is  the  only  symbol  in  the 
world  for  tbe  idea ;  for  a  symbol  must  par- 
take of  the  very  nature  of  what  is  symbolized, 
as  the  etymology  of  the  word  plainly  bears 
upon  it  yet.  In  truth,  it  is  the  characteris- 
tic of  the  greater  Scripture  symbols  that  they 
are  the  very  symbols  wanted,  and  the  only 
symbols  to  be  found.  They  are  not  arbi- 
trary, not  fanciful,  not  capricious ;  they  are 
according  to  law.  Hence  the  significance  of 
the  days  of  the  succeeding  weeks  of  the 
moon,  and  the  sanctity  of  the  sevenths,  to 
Moses  and  his  people,  and  to  all  such  aa 
have  dmnk  into  their  spirit,  Jew  or  Gentile : 
and,  what  is  far  more  astonishing,  hence 
their  sacredness  in  the  eye  of  almost  every 
Pagan  mythology !  No  wonder,  then,  that 
we  find  so  many  indications  that  the  Patri- 
archs, rich  with  the  remainders  of  the  lore  of 
Paradise,  ended  and  rested  from  the  work 
which  they  had  done  during  the  six  creating 
and  working  days  of  their  week,  and  blessed 
the  seventh  day,  and  sanctified  it,— or  set  it 
weekly  apart.  But  it  was  on  Moses  that  the 
idea  of  this  symbolical  (if  not  literal)  seventh, 
considered  as  a  day  of  cessation  from  creating 
and  making,  seized  with  such  divine  force  as 
eventually  to  move  the  greater  part  of  the 
whole  world  to  the  thought.  By  him  at 
length  the  blessed  law  of  the  Sabbath  was 
formally  announced,  cut  into  stone,  and  pub- 
lished to  the  hosts  of  Israel  at  the  foot  of 
Mount  Sinai:   and   thence  it  was  already 

*  Aq  exposition  of  the  part  that  Number  Seven 
plays  in  Masic  has  unfortunately  to  be  suppreMed 
for  aheer  want  of  space.  The  musical  reader  wiD 
be  able  to  supply  the  want^  perhaps. 
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spread  oyer  Chriatendom,  and  all  Moslem 
too ;  being  sure'  to  reach  the  uttermost  parts 
of  the  earth  in  the  long  ran.  Remember 
THE  Sabbath-DAT,  to  keep  it  holt. 

Jeans   of   Nazareth,   that   greater    than 
Moses,  did  not  come  to  destroy  the  law,  but 
to  fulfil  it.    He  never  abolished  this  patri- 
archal and  Mosaic  Institution.     On  the  con- 
trary,  the  Church  of  Christ,  though  not 
founded  on  this  rock,  has  been  built,  not  in 
a  little  proportion,  with  stones  fetched  from 
no  other  quarry.    It  never  appears  that  the 
early  Jewish  Christians  (whether  at  Jerusa- 
lem, about  the  towns  and  country-sides  of 
Judea,  or  in  foreign  parts)  forgot  the  Sabbath- 
day  of  their  countrymen,  while  they  did  not 
forsake  the  assembling  of  themselves  to- 
gether on  the  Sunday  or  first  day  of  the  suc- 
ceeding week,  as  the  day  of  their  Lord  and 
Master  s  arising.     The  example  of  fidelity  to 
the  old  ways,  of  loyalty  to  Moses  and  the 
prophets,  of  the  tenderest  patriotism  in  uni- 
son with  charities  so  wide  as  to  overflow  the 
earth,  shown  by  Jesus  himself,  might  almost 
make  one  sure  that  they  did  not.     Certainly 
the  tenor  of  PauFs  epistle  to  the  Hebrews, 
and  indeed  of  all  the  Pauline  writings,  was 
against  any  such  self-a.ssertion  and  insolence, 
if  not  impiety,  as  so  divisive  a  course  would 
have  thrust  upon  the  angry  eye  of  those  who 
did  not  believe  their  report: — and  assuredly 
they  would  not  be  the  worse  of  a  true  and 
whole  Day  of  Rest  and  Old-Testament  read- 
hig,  followed  by  ever  so  partial  and  broken 
a  day  of  New -Testament  exercises.     At  the 
same  time,  the  apostle  of  the  other  nations 
of  the  world  always  sternly  insisted  on  the 
Jewish  tests  not  being  forced  upon  them; 
and  a  noble   piece  of  charity  and  wisdom 
it  was.      They  were    to    remain   free,   not 
only  of  all  other  particulars  of  the  Mosaic 
ceremonial,   but  also  of  the  particular  day 
appointed  by  that  authoritative  lawgiver  as 
the  Seventh ; — and  the  particularity  of  the 
day  selected,  it  must  be  evident,  was  the 
only   thinff  that  was  purely  ceremonial   in 
the  Fourth  Commandment.     It  was,  there- 
fore,   among   those    foreign   converts,  first 
called  Christians  at  Antioch,  that  the  con- 
secration of  the   Christian,  not  Sabaoth  or 
rest,  but  Sabbath-day  arose.     Like  all  the 
disciples,  Jew  as  well  as  Gentile,  they  came 
together  on  their  Lord's  day  (not  having 
rested  the  day  before,  however,  like  their 
Hebrew  brethren) ;  but  that  very  day  was 
the  Sunday  of  their  heathen  neighbors  and 
respective  countrymen,  and  patriotism  gladly 
united  with  expediency  in  making  it  at  odce 
then* Lord's  day  and  their  Sabbath.  Wherever 
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Christianity  appeared  and  triumphed  and  grew 
strong,  accordingly,  there  the  Day  of  the  Sun 
became  transformed,  yea,  transfigured  into 
the  Christian  Sabbath-day  ;  and,  if  our  Cam- 
bridge Hebraist  and  his  divines  be  right  in 
their  computation,  that  the  Sabbath  of  the 
patriarchal  dispensation  was  on  one  and  the 
same  day  with  the  wild  Solar  holiday  of  all 
pagan  times  (the  latter  having,  in  reality, 
descended  and  degenerated  from  the  former), 
then  the  restoration  of  the  heaven-descended 
resting-day  of  Paradise,  of  Enoch,  and  of 
Abraham,  was  as  beautiful  as  it  was  natural 
and  easy.  On  the  other  hand,  if  this  specu- 
lation be  but  a  chapel  in  the  air,  and  if  the 
authority  of  the  church  is  to  be  ignored  alto- 

g ether  by  Protestants,  there  is  no  matter; 
ecause  opportunity  and  common  expediency 
are  surely  argument  enough  for  so  ceremonial 
a  change  as  the  mere  day  of  the  week  for  the 
observance  of  the  rest  and  holy  convocation 
of  the   Jewish   Sabbath.      That    primitive 
church,  in  fact,  was  shut  up  to  the  adop- 
tion of  the  Sunday, — until  it  became  estii|h 
lished  and  supreme,  when  it  was  too  t^te  tO 
make  another  alteration :  and  it  was  no  ir- 
reverent nor  undelightful  thing  to  adopt  it, 
inasmuch  as  the  first  day  of  the  wees  was 
their  own  high-day  at  any  rate  ;  so  that  their 
compliance  and  civility  were   rewarded  by 
the  redoubled  sanctity  of  their  quiet  festival. 
Perhaps  the  patriarchal  and  Hebrew  Sabbath 
needed   this  added  charm  to  draw  all  the 
manifold  nationalities,  idosyncrasies  of  race, 
and  climatic  temperaments  of  the  vast  and 
various  heathen- world,  to  the  love  and  obe- 
dience of  it ;  and  certainly  the  time-honored 
Sunday  of  our  own  forefathers  is  as  good  a 
Sabbath,  just  as  it  is  as  good  a  Seventh,  as 
any  other.     Nor  is  it  an  easy  thing  to  choose 
exclusively  betwixt  the  two  venerable  names : 
for,  while  Sabbath  is  laden  with  the  sweet- 
est ideas  of  peace  and  repose  and  antiquity 
older  than  antiquity,  Sundat  is  doubly  glo- 
rious, inasmuch  as  it  speaks  of  the  arising 
of  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  as  well  as  of  the 
Sun  of  common  Light.     Both  these  arisings 
were  the  beginnings  of  new  divine  epochs  ; 
both  the  openings  of  new  creations :  and  they 
were  both  veiled,  though  effective,  and  hast- 
ing duly  to  be  altogether  revealed  on  the 
fourth  days  of  Time.     The  latter  was  natural 
and  symbolical ;  the  former  is  spiritual  and 
real :  but  the  imagination  marries  and  makes 
them  one,  and  the  new  name  of  their  union 
is  Sunday ;  as  dear  to  the  conquering  heart 
of  England,  as  is  its  Sabbath-day  to  Scottish 
constancy  and  awe. 
Thus,  then,  we  stand  before  the  patent  sAd. 
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unavoidable,  and  really  most  curious  fact,  that 
at  least  all  Christendmn  has  for  hundreds  of 
years  ended  its  work  on  the  seventh  day, 
and  rested  on  the  seventh  day  from  its  work, 
and  blessed  the  seventh  day,  and  sanctified 
it  1     Come  it  whence  and  how  it  may,  that 
is  the  fact :  and  this  were  the  proper  place 
to  inquire  whether  anything  can  be  said  con- 
cerning the  rational  ground,  on  which  thb 
institution  of  an  ever-recurring  day  of  rest  has 
been  erected,  before  going  mto  the  actual 
position  of  the  institution,  and  state  of  the 
Sabbath-question,  in  our  own  age  and  conn- 
try.     If  this  question  were  to  be  answered 
in  full,  the  reasonableness  of  the  Biblical  day 
of  rest  would  be  expounded  as  threefold.    Its 
natural  or  scientific,  its  ideal  or  philosophi- 
cal, its  spiritual  or  religious  reasonableness, 
in  the  strongest  sense  of  that  term,  would  be 
discussed  in  succession  and  together ;  but  it 
would  be  ridiculous  to  try  the  reaping  of  so 
broad  and  thick  (and  also  so  white)  a  harvest 
within  the  time  of  a  Quarterly  reviewer.     As 
to  the  last  of  these  heads,  indeed,  it  is  better 
to  keep  away  from  it  altogether,  than  not  to  ex- 
press one's  whole  mind  in  a  roomy  and  lei- 
surely manner ;  the  religious  part  of  the  sub- 
ject having  been  sorely  vexed  almost  ever  since 
the  Reformation.     The  Roman  Catholics  find 
this  element  in  the  authority  of  the  Church  ; 
the  Grecians  and  the  majority  of  Protestants, 
in  the  authority  of  Moses  in  the  moral  law ; 
and  a  large  minority  of  Protestants,  in  the 
authority  of  Christian  expediency  and  expe- 
rience : — not  to  divide  divided  Christendom 
too  mvch  at  present.     For  ourselves  we  can- 
not but  think  that  the  Fourth  Commandment 
as  standing  in  the  moral  law  of  an  inspired 
lawgiver  like  Moses,  the  lifelong  practice  of 
the  Church,  and  that  Church's  experimental 
knowledge  of  the  benefits  of  compliance  with 
the  Mosaic  idea  and  of  keeping  up  the  old 
day,  make  a  threefold  cord,  to  gird  the  week 
withal,  which  shall  never  be  easily  broken : 
but  we  also  profess  it  our  opinion,  that  all 
the  three  strands  are  necessary  to  its  integ- 
rity, and  that  on  account  of  the  change  from 
Saturday  to  Sunday.  Such,  in  brief,  is  pretty 
nearly  our  notion  of  the  ChriFtian- religious 
reasonableness  of  this  service :  and  it  is  ob- 
vious that  the  natural -religious  reason  of  its 
fitness,  from  the  nature  of  the  case,  must 
spring  out  of  the  stem  of  philosophy  and 
science,  tree  and  bark,  like  a  fruit;— -else 
it  is  non-extant  altogether.    The  ideal,  philo- 
sophical, or  truly  rational  ground  of  the  ne- 
cessity of  every  seventh  day  being  given  to 
waking  rest,  in  addition  to  the  nightly  sleep 
of  every  whole  day,  has  never  b^n  opened  I 


up  and  demonstrated  ;  and  our  own  demon- 
stration is  too  little  elaborated,  and,  therefore, 
too  long,  for  insertion  here.  The  topic  is 
merely  mentioned  in  this  connection,  partly 
to  stimulate  this  high  kind  of  investigation 
by  the  hint  of  deep-lying  treasures,  and  partly 
to  sound  a  note  of  defiance  against  all  should- 
be  philosophical  sneerers  at  our  hebdomadal 
pause. 

The  natural  or  scientific  argument  (for  ar- 
gument it  is,  and  nothing  more)  is  greatly 
more  accessible ;  and  it  has  very  often  been 
drawn  upon,  though  by  no  means  exhausted 
at  any  of  its  streams.      Like  the  argument 
of  design,  and  all  purely  scientific  arguments, 
it  goes  up  from  the  facts  to  the  conclusion  of 
the  case,  not  down  from  principles  to  de- 
tails.    Like  those  arguments  it  is  cumulative 
and  a  thing  of  increasing  probability,  not  di- 
rect  and   matter  of    demonstration.      The 
greater  the  numerical  and  qualitative  strength 
of  the  probability,  th^  nearer  to  the  nature 
of  certainty ;  until  the  amount  of  probability 
become  so  large  as  to  be  tantamount  to  de- 
monstration.     The   Copernican  astronomy, 
even  as  it  stands  now,  is  raised  on  an  immea- 
surable mountainous  foundation  of  mere  pro- 
bability; not  on  logical  demonstration,  but 
only  on  so  huge  a  sum  of  probability  as  is, 
what  Kant  denominates,  an  ana  logon  of  de- 
monstration ;  and  therefore  we  refuse  to  deal 
with  a  person  who  will  not  acknowledge  it, 
as  being  an  unreasonable  fellow.     Such  pre- 
cisely is  the  kind  of  service  which  science  may 
one  day  be  able  to  render  to  the  cause  of 
the  weekly  Sabbath,  and  that  in  full  measure, 
heaped  and  running  over,  yet  hitherto  this 
great  power  has  contributed  only  a  few  half- 
hewn  and  unplaced  stones  to  the  work.   Un- 
like the  religious  and  philosophical  processes, 
this  of  science   is   a  cumulative   task,  now 
fairly  begun,  necessarily  slow,  always  to  be 
going  on  ;  and  every  passing  laborer  may 
do  his  share  of  it,  as  he  passes : — until  some 
master-builder  and  his  workmen  take  it  all 
upon  themselves,  as    in  other  departments. 
Revelation  is  like  the  coming  of  light;  phil- 
osophical demonstration  at  least  goes  in  a 
straight  line ;  but  the  path  of  science,  with 
its  observations  and  inductions,  is  devious 
and  very  slow;  and  we  have  nothing  better 
than  a  handful  of  uncut  pebbles,  fetched  kom 
no  foreign  brook,  for  our  present  offering. 


I.  The  multifarious  sevensomeness  that  is 
so  striking  in  the  bodily  life  of  man  and  in 
his  immediate  world,  as  has  been  shown 
above,  should  come  in  here  as  the  van  of  the 
tLTgvaaeni  a  posteriori ;  but  it  is  needless  to 
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repeat  the  illastrations.  Nor  must  too  much 
weight  be  laid  upon  them.  Takea  all  to- 
gether, and  increased  by  as  many  more  in- 
stances as  science  may  know,  they  do  no 
more  than  furnish  a  broad  and  reiterated  hint, 
to  the  effect  that  the  periodicity  of  seven  is 
deeply  natural  to  the  movements  of  the  human 
being.  This  pointed  indication  is  only  a 
preliminary  business,  though  a  thing  that 
may  well  mean  more  than  meets  the  eye ; 
bat  it  has  no  scientific  (that  is,  intelligible) 
connection  with  the  last  or  first  day  of  the 
hebdomadal  seven  being  spent  in  rest.  All 
that  science  has  yet  done  in  this  direction  is 
probably  summed  up  in  the  evidence  of  phy- 
siology and  physicians,  averring  that  the 
powers  of  the  body  need  repose ;  that  the 
bow  of  vitality  must  be  unbent  every  now  and 
then,  if  it  is  to  keep  its  spring  ;  that  in  these 
days  of  overtension  during  the  six  days  the 
rest  of  the  seventh  has  grown  indispensable, 
in  addition  to  the  successive  nights ;  and  so 
forth.  Now  all  this  is  undeniable,  and  the 
materialist  will  perhaps  be  the  foremost  to 
urge  it  home  in  his  own  way ;  but  it  is  gen- 
eral, and  cannot  possibly  condescend  upon 
the  proportion  of  time  necessary  or  desirable 
for  the  kind  of  Sabbath  it  inculcates.  When 
coupled  with  the  Christian  reason  for  the 
weekly  rest,  indeed,  it  is  of  much  value; 
and  it  has  been  put  before  a  parliamentary 
committee  in  that  connection.*  But  when 
this  general  opinion  of  science,  regarding  the 
want  of  a  daytime  of  rest  now  and  then,  is 
ingenuously  viewed  through  the  medium  of 
the  unfailing  tendency  to  periodicity  in  the 
Constitution  of  Man,  the  presumption  is 
strong  that  such  daytime  should  recur  at  re- 
gular intervals:  and  then  that  particular  se- 
▼ensomeness  in  human  affairs,  which  has  just 
been  animadverted  on,  puts  in  its  claim  for 
the  hebdomadal  period  as  being  at  least  pe- 
culiarly human,  if  not  the  best  for  the  pur- 
pose. At  all  events,  the  combination  of 
these  three  scientific  considerations  must  be 
held  to  constitute  a  powerful  moving  barrier 
against  all  would-be  rational  encroachments 
oo  our  sacred  institute,  not  easily  resistible 
when  aggressive,  and  not  to  be  broken  down 
when  honorably  assailed. 

II.  It  has  already  been  suggested  that, 
when  anything  has  to  be  said  by  science 
concerning  man,  it  is  man  in  the  genus  or 
rather  kingdom,  not  in  the  individual,  the 
city,  the  nation,  or  the  race ;  a  broad  average 
must  be  struck  of  the  ways  of  man  in  all 

*  See  espeetslly  the  fine  testimony  of  Dr.  Farre 
at  page  1 16  of  tha  Report. 


times,  climes,  and  other  circumstances. 
This  cannot  be  done  to  perfection  by  the 
limited  survey  of  fallen,  and  still  growing 
and  therefore  boy-like,  humanity  as  it  now 
is  ;  but  a  nearer  approximation  must  be  al- 
ways being  aimed  at  in  researches  of  this  sort. 
It  is  accordingly  impossible  to  tell  with  ac- 
curacy, by  induction,  how  many  of  the 
twenty-four  hours  should  be  spent  in  the 
state  of  rest  by  the  normal  or  ideal  man ; 
nor  yet  how  many  have  been  and  are  passed 
in  rest  by  the  average  or  actual  men  of  his- 
tory. We  say  Rest  advisedly,  for  this  pe- 
riod needs  not  be  altogether  spent  in  sleep 
or  the  completed  trance  of  animal  repose, 
any  more  than  the  waking  period  ever  it 
passed  in  absolute  wakefulness  and  erec- 
tion of  the  whole  being  ;  neither  any  more, 
nor  any  less ;  and  this  observation  is  im- 
portant in  the  sequel.'  But  it  has  here 
to  be  observed  that  the  all-pervading  law  of 
dualism,  which  has  been  explained  already, 
at  once  insinuates  the  hint  that  twelve  hours 
are  for  work  and  twelve  for  rest,  say  rather, 
twelve  for  activity  and  the  same  for  repose, 
for,  of  course,  many  modes  of  activity  are 
neither  creating  nor  making.  Action  and 
reaction  are  equal,  except  when  free-will  dis- 
turbs the  balance.  It  is  only  in  man  and  by 
him,  that  the  law  of  equilibrium  is  broken. 
He  is  the  sole  sad  occasion  of  either  scale 
ever  kicking  the  beam.  Now,  that  in  the 
present  age,  with  his  overlate  and  overearly 
hours ;  his  coffees,  teas,  tobaccos,  hops,  alco- 
hols, and  opiums ;  his  riotous  eating  of  flesh 
on  one  side,  and  living  on  husks  on  the  other ; 
his  frivolities  and  his  toils;  his  unresting 
competitions,  of  the  field,  the  workshop,  the 
market,  the  theatre,  the  college,  the  forum, 
the  church,  the  state,  and  even  the  drawing- 
room  ;  his  ambitions  and  fears ;  his  grandiose 
anxieties  and  lowlived  cares ;  in  one  word, 
that  now,  with  his  legion  of  follies  and  sins, 
not  uncompanioned  by  noble  though  exag-  ' 
gerated  aims,  man  does  not  (or  cannot)  al- 
low himself  daily  rest  enough,  is  what  no- 
body doubts ;  and  it  does  not  appear  that 
the  historical  world  was  ever  better,  either 
here  or  anywhere  else.  Yet  there  is  a  na- 
tural indolence  in  him  too,  whereby  he  saves 
one  part  of  himself  to  overstrain  another; 
and  the  lazy  triok  preserves  him  from  head- 
long ruin :  the  boxer  does  not  use  his  brain,, 
the  student  leaves  his  muscular  system  un- 
taxed ;  and  so  things  are  kept  as  near  the^ 
straight  line  as  sucn  an  awkward  squad  can 
keep.  Taking  this  variegated  and  extravai^ 
gant  creature  all  in  all,  however,  considering 
eight  hoam  at  t)x<d  vi«ni%<^-^Ax&L<^\A  vf 
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in  sleep,  and  allowing  him  two  for  his  meals 
and  little  unbent  occasions,  the  poor  fellow 
gets  only  ten  hours  of  retributive  quiet  in- 
stead of  twelve.  In  fact,  fourteen  hours  of 
activity  in  the  twenty-four  is  on  all  hands, 
in  parliament  and  out  of  it,  counted  a  just 
average  distribution  of  the  daily  life  of  man, 
at  least  in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland.  It  is 
true  and  sad,  indeed,  that  multitudes  do  not 
and  cannot  secure  more  than  eight  of  rest ; 
but  doubtless  there  are  just  as  many  who 
take  their  whole  twelve,  and  unprofitable 
servants  they  are :  and  if  not  a  few  of  us 
scarcely  make  out  our  six,  there  are  not  a 
few  who  deftly  manage  to  suck  up  eighteen, 
not  knowing  what  to  do !  But  even  human 
legislation,  to  say  nothing  of  divine  lawgiv- 
ing, bethinks  itself  of  nations,  colonies,  and 
planted  continents  of  men  and  women ;  and 
the  true  average  there  is  only  ten  hours  of 
repose  instead  of  twelve.  Now  the  defect 
of  two  hours  a  day  for  six  days  of  labor  is 
exactly  made  up,  to  the  comprehension  of 
an  infant-girl  lisping  her  first  Sunday-hymn, 
by  the  twelve  of  a  weekly  Sabbath  daytime. 
It  is,  of  course,  understood  that  the  whole 
twelve  hours  of  the  seventh  night  time  are 
also  sacred  to  rest ;  and  this  is  the  strong 
point  of  those  Sabbatarians,  who  have  been 
pleading  with  their  countrymen,  besieging 
corporations  and  praying  the  legislature,  for 
no  canonical  holiday,  but  for  an  undiminished 
rest  and  festival  of  the  soul.  In  the  mean- 
time, however,  it  is  but  too  clear,  take  it  how 
one  will,  that  in  this  overwakeful  century, 
the  stimulants  and  overaction  have  it  all  their 
own  way;  and  hence — what  do  we  see? 
Men  not  living  half  their  days;  men  not 
reaching  their  legitimate  fulness  of  develop- 
ment, in  body  or  in  being ;  men  too  f ragmen- 
tary«  too  feverous,  too  one-sided,  too  busy 

'  and  little-minded,  excited  but  not  strong, 
lively  but  not  long-lived :  and  if  men,  then 
nations  Surely  the  sweet  and  solemn  Sab- 
bath-rest of  yore  were  a  true  cordial,  and 
the  beginning  of  many  subsidiary  calmatives, 
for  this  chronic  and  outwearing  fever  of  the 
world. 

III.  But  is  the  Sabbath  then,  it  will  per- 
haps be  retorted  here,  td  be  a  day  of  sheer 
animal  repose  ?  Is  it  set  apart  for  sluggish 
quiet  ?  "Mast  great  Christendom  imitate  the 
Uiigality  of  the  maid  of  all  work,  and  spend 
her  weekly  holiday  in  sleep  ? — ^By  no  means. 
In  the  first  place«  excessive  as  is  the  activity 
of  some  one  or  more  parts  of  the  nature  of 

.almost  all  men  during  the  week,  the  whole 
nature  of  almost  none  is  ever  awake  an  hour 

>oa  oati^/hHo  Ike  begmwDg  to  the  chme  of  Uh. 


We  are  sleepy  and  conservative,  as  well  as 
wild  and  wasteful,  though  not  wisely.  What 
is  wanted,  then,  in  a  physiologically  conceived 
Sabbath  is  the  going  to  sleep  of  the  weeklj 
propensities,  sentiments,  and  faculties;  and 
the  awaking,  rather,  of  such  as  are  too  latent 
from  busy  day  to  day :  and  hence  a  natum) 
right  of  each  individual  to  the  choice  of  his 
Sabbath  occupations  and  enjoyments,  always 
within  proper  social  or  sacred  limits,  x  e( 
are  there  two  principal  things,  common  to 
nearly  the  whole  race :  firstly,  the  poor  body, 
in  one  part  of  its  organism  or  another,  k 
overworked ;  and  secondly,  it  is  with  secular 
things  and  forms  of  thought  that  men  are 
overbusied  during  the  week.  Thence  the  two 
plain  indications  of  bodily  rest,  on  one  hand, 
and  the  conversation  of  the  mind  with  the 
higher  order  of  ideas  within  the  reach  of  man's 
apprehension,  on  the  other,  as  the  natural 
avocations  of  the  seventh  day  of  the  week.  It 
is  change  of  occupation  that  is  true  rest. 
For  the  laborious  artisan,  for  example,  what 
a  restful  alternation  to  be  sweetly  attired,  to 
sit  at  home,  to  open  the  family-classic  lei- 
surely morning  and  evening,  to  sing  the  im- 
mortal songs  of  King  David  and  the  other 
inspired  psalmists  with  all  his  neighbors  in 
church  or  chapel,  to  send  his  aspirations  to 
heaven  wingred  by  his  brethren's  prayers,  to 
caress  and  teach  his  Sunday -dressed  children^ 
to  pray  down  the  blessed  Spirit  of  God  into 
his  lowly  home,  and,  this  low  life  almost  for- 
gotten, to  take  the  sleep  of  the  beloved  in 
an  unwearied  bed  this  one  dear  night  of  the 
week  I  The  student,  too,  possessed  by  the 
one  thought  of  his  work  day  after  day, 
chased  by  it  through  his  fitful  day-sleep, 
pursued  by  it  all  the  night,  never  without  its 
image  before  him  or  ready  and  eager  to  come 
forward  in  a  trice,  his  brain  and  nerves  thrill- 
ing all  over  with  it,  rules  of  health  given  to 
the  winds,  many  natural  movements  of  the 
heart  bidden  away,  a  rush  into  society  of  an 
evening  his  one  unwilling  and  rarely  pleasing 
change,  were  surely  a  whole  world  the  bet- 
ter of  the  pause,  the  altered  circumstance, 
the  sociality,  the  homeliness,  the  common 
joys,  the  blessed  associations,  the  church 
thoughts  and  feelings,  the  pure  air,  the 
moony  evening  peace,  the  less  turbid  sleep, 
the  swift  low-voiced  parenthesis,  of  his  and 
all  men's  predestined  Sabbath-day.  Or 
could  the  great  minister  of  state  forget  his 
greatness,  and  his  burdens,  and  his  dread 
responsibilities,  and  his  cares  almost'  too 
heavy  for  a  man  to  endure  and  live,  com- 
mending them  heartily  to  God  for  a  day,  as 
remembering  that  the  beneficent  elevation  to 
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which  he  ia  raised  above  his  fellows  does 
Doi  absolve  him  from  the  unescapable  neces- 
sity,  imposed  on  ererj  man  of  woman  bom, 
of  living  two  lives,  an  outer  and  an  inner,  a 
lower  and  a  higher  (or  else  a  lower  still), — 
it  is  never  to  be  doubted  but  that  the  sight 
and  companionship  of  wife  and  children,  the 
loft  extension  of  his  allowable  couch,  the 
quiet  unattended  meal,  the  high  bible-read- 
ing, the  serenity  and  depth  of  the  public 
service,  the  canUcle  sung  at  home  to  the 
music  of  Handel,  and  (he  early  hours  of  a 
Mosaic  day  of  rest,  might  well  be  more  than 
half  the  battle  on  the  side  of  God  and  the 
Right;  and  England,  with  all  her  lands, 
would  rise  up  and  call  him  blessed. 

Such  is  the  sort  of  change  or  rest,  not  only 
prescribed  by  the  commandment,  and  prac- 
tised during  at  least  two  Dispensations  in  the 
Church,  but  deducible  from  the  latest  con- 
ceptions of  physiological  science : — not,  in- 
deed, that  science  would  by  this  time  have 
discovered  the  natural  necessity  of  a  seventh 
day  of  such  rest,  and  drawn  out  its  formula 
as  a  rule  of  life,  but  that  the  thing  being  al- 
most as  old  as  time,  science  comes  into  the 
world  and  sees  that  it  is  good,  and  can  ho- 
nestly plead  for  its  conservation  and  exten- 
sion.    At  the  same  time,  we  are  disposed  to 
go  further  than  some  of   our  Sabbatarian 
friends  in  behalf  of  the  first  element  of  the 
world-old  Sabbath,  namely,  bodily  rest,  in- 
tending that  of  brain  and  nerve,  as  well  as 
that  of  bone  and  muscle ;  and  this  is  the  ele- 
ment with  which  the  State  has  to  do,  intent 
upon  refreshed  and  healthy  citizens  against 
the  day  of  need.     The  body  has  far  less  to 
do  wiih  the  manifestation  of  humanity  than 
the  phrenologist  supposes,  but  far  more  than 
anybody  else  suspects.     It  is  mentioned  with 
lyrical  emphasis  that,  when  Israel  went  forth 
of  Egypt,  *'  there  was  not  one  feeble  person 
among  their  tribes."*    The  wild  Sunday  of 
the  great  Pagan  nations  of  antiquity  was  no 
Sabbath,  and  they  are  gone ;  the  Jews  were 
always  disobedient,  idolatrous,  and  Sabbath- 
breaking,  though  singularly  persistent   too, 
being  a  living  contradiction,  and  they  are 
scattered;  the  gay  and  turbulent  Sabbath  of 
Continental  Christendom  is  liker  the  Pagan 
Sunday  than  the  quiet  feast  of  Christian  peo- 
ple, and  they  are  the  prey  of  Despotism,  that 
many-headed  vulture.     In  short  and  urgent 
fact,  the  nations  want  a  genuine  day  of  rest, 
else  they  perish  :  and  we  Bntons  need  it  more 
now  than  ever,  being  the  advance  guard  of 
humanity  in  Europe ;  and  that  almost  alone 
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now,  needing  all  our  self-possession  and  well- 
rested  strength.  The  whole  physiology  of 
the  country  craves  repose :  and  that  man  it 
no  faithful  keeper  of  the  Sabbath-day,  who 
expends  it  in  an  excess  of  even  bible-studies, 
passionate  communings  in  the  closet,  church- 
services  and  sermons,  prayer-meetings,  Sun- 
day-school labors,  domestic  solitude  and  un- 
sociality,  and  untimely  viffils.  Such  a  day 
was  never  drawn  from  the  Old  Testament, 
and  nobody  ever  pretended  to  draw  it  from 
the  New.  To  listen  to  the  re-reading  of  .the 
well-known  Law,  to  tell  the  oft  told  tale  of 
Egypt  and  the  wilderness,  were  quieting  and 
easy  exercises,  alike  to  priest  and  people,  to 
parents  and  children.  By  all  means,  let  the 
Sabbath  be  maintained  as  a  "  day  of  holy 
convocation,"  as  it  certainly  was  from  the 
very  commencement  of  the  Mosaic  era ;  but 
let  It  also  be  remembered  and  kept  holy  as  a 
day  of  much  passivity  and  real  repose,  for 
such  was  its  other,  and  indeed  its  primary 
use  from  the  beginning. 

But  we  must  stop  midway  in  this  a 

posteriori  or    afterhand   discussion   of    the 
claims  of  the  Christian  Sunday  on  the  atten- 
tion and  observance  of  the  world.     The  ad- 
verse reader  must  understand  however,  as 
the  friendly  one  knows  full  well,  that  this  is 
not  a  hundredth  part  of  what  has  to  be  said; 
and  the  purpose  of  this  article  will  be  abun- 
dantly subserved,  if  it  drive  the  former  to 
the  more  secret  and  legitimate  study  of  so 
national  and  momentous  a  subject.     Even 
the  little   that   has   been  advanced,  on  the 
present  occasion,  has  been  put  forth  in  a  pe- 
culiar style,  of  set  purpose:  the  commoner 
strain  of  argument  has  been  avoided,  or  only 
alluded   to :  and  there  has  rather  been  pre- 
sented the  individual  view   of   a  particular 
mind,  living  much  aloof  from  others,  than 
anything   like   the  generic  plea  of  ever  so 
catholic  a  party.     It  is  the  humble  contribu- 
tion  of  a   private  student  to  the  common 
cause.     Such  as  it  is,  it  is  a  dist<ant  and   un- 
finished approximation  to  the  adequate  ex- 
pression of  one  mode  of  thought  concerning 
this  Patriarchal,  Mosaic,  and  right  Christian 
institute  of  the  Sabbath-day :  an   institute 
thoroughly  paganized  and  vilified  in  the  ter- 
ritories of  the  Greek  and  Roman  Churches 
already,   and  grievously  imperilled   in  our 
own  land  at  last.     Last  century  there  arose 
amongst  doubters  and  unbelievers,  this  cen- 
tury there  has  actually  arisen  among  professing 
Christians  and  wellwishers,  a  spirit  of  indi^ 
ference  and  hostility  to  our  most  patriotic 
and  politic,  as  well  as  world-old  and  sanc- 
tioned Day  of  Best.    Excitement  cannot  ston 
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plesBure  cannot  be  stayed,  cupidity  will  not 
withhold  from  gun,  public  and  popular  ty- 
ranny must  and  will  have  unrested  slaves* 
the  senses  grudge  the  soul  a  day.    Yet  this  re- 
verted and  fateful  current  of  apathy,  frivolity, 
and  dissipation  bas  by  no  means  been  suffer- 
ed to  run  unstemmed.    True-hearted  men  of 
every  class  of  our  composite  society  have 
lifted  up  their  voices,  and  put  forth  their 
hands.     Bishops  and  divines,  noblemen  and 
gentlemen,  clergymen  and  scholars,  physi- 
cians and   men   of   science,  preachers  and 
teachers,  bookreading  and  bookwriting  arti- 
sans and  peasants,  even  humble  maids  with 
workaday  fingers  round  their  pens,  and  thou- 
sands of  dumb,  but  prayerful  dwellers  in 
palaces  and  in  huts  "  where  poor  men  lie," 
nave  come  forward  with  their  strong  protest 
i^ainst  the  rapid  and  insidious  changing  of 
the  old  Eoglish  and  Scottish  Sabbath  into  a 
Pagan  Sunday,  no  better  than  the  Roman 
Merry-Andrew's  holiday  of  giddy  France, 
or  of  wicked  Austria  and  her  cruel  allies  in 
belated  Italy.     Most  prominent  by  parlia- 
mentary position,  equal  to  any  in  the  depth 
of  the  principle  that  quickened  him,  fore- 
most in  persistive  constancy,  and  the  favorite 
butt  of  popular  as  of  polished  scorn,  stood 
and  fell,  in  the  thick  of  this  unprosperous 
cause,  the  late  Sir  Andrew  Agnew,  the  prin- 
cipled and  steadfast  member  for  Wigtonshire, 
during  seven  sessions  of  Parliament.     Con- 
ceiving that  his  nature  has  been  much  mis- 
understood, and  in  order  to  come  a  little 
nearer  the  actual  Sunday  question  as  it  stands 
in  the  everyday  world  of  London  and  Edin- 
burgh, it  may  be  an  act  of  justice  to  inquire, 
in  these  pages,  devoted  by  a  North  British 
Review  to  this  urgent  social  and  scientific,  as 
well  as  religious,  subject  of  Sunday  in  the 
Nineteenth  century,  what   manner  of  man 
the  arch  Sabbatarian  of  this  century  of  Sab- 
bath-loving Christianity  really  was.     For  a 
full-sized  image  of  the  man,  the  well- written 
and  hearty  Biography  by  M'Crie  must  be 
referred  to  by  the  more  curious  student ; — 
a  work  already  in  its  second  edition,  and  too 
well  known  and  approved  for  a  regular  re- 
view at  this  time  of  day. 

The  scion  of  a  long-ascending  line  of  ba- 
ronets, constables,  knights,  untitled  Scottish 
barons,  and  Norman  soldiers  of  fortune  in 
England  and  Ireland,  a  race  remarkable  for 
keeping  to  the  purpose  of  their  heart  even 
in  Scotland  the  land  of  pertinacity,  this  ob- 
stinate and  unflinching  Sabbatarian  was  bom 
at  Kingsale,  in  Ireland,  just  sixty  years  ago, 
the  only  child  of  a  poor  young  father  who 
died  before  the  birth  of  thu  genuine  Agnew. 


From  the  showing  of  his  congenial  biogra- 
pher, one  mieht  well  suppose  that  the  old 
and  aboriginal  A^eaus  must  have  been  so- 
called  (like  Kirke  s  Lambs)  on  the  principle 
of  contraries,  ^et  combative,  aggressive, 
and  self-providing  soldiers  and  constables  as 
it  behooved  them  to  be  (in  order  to  suit  the 
times,  we  fancy),  they  seemed  to  have  early 
displayed  a  religious  turn  of  mind ;  and  that 
quite  compatible  spirit  could  not  fail  to  show 
itself  indomitable,  valiant,  dogmatic,  and 
ready  alike  for  coercion  or  martyrdom,  in 
such  a  race.  Taken  all  in  all,  this  ancient 
family  of  the  Agnews  seem  to  have  approv- 
ed themselves  as  soldier-like,  loyal,  stead- 
fast, kindly,  and  prudent  a  house  as  any  in 
the  land  ;  at  once  proud  and  homely,  brave 
yet  wary,  pious  but  by  no  means  suffering 
their  proper  goods  to  be  spoiled,  more  capa- 
ble of  deep  conviction  than  of  wide  tolera- 
tion, and  much  more  tenacious  than  ready  to 
render  a  reason. 

On  the  other  hand  the  De  Courcys,  those 
old  Elarls  of  Ulster,  with  the  head  of  whom 
the  first  authentically  recorded  Agneau  plant- 
ed himself  in  Ireland,  (whence  a  descendant 
eventually  crossed  in  the  reign  of  David  II. 
to  Wigton,  and  acquired  Lochnaw,  formerly 
a  royal  castle,)  probably  underwent  the  sof- 
tening, light-hearted,  sprightlier,   and   less 
earnest  influences  of  the  Green  Isle.     Be 
this  as   it  may,  it  is  curious  to  find  these 
long- parted  lineages  coming  together  again 
near  the  close  of  last  century,  in  the  mar- 
riage of  Lieutenant  Agnew  to  the  Honorable 
Martha  de  Courcy,  eldest  daughter  of  John 
twenty-sixth  Lord  Kingsale,  premier  baron 
of  Ireland ;  a  loving,  sensitive,  and  most  ex- 
cellent woman,  who  would  assuredly  have 
been  frightened  out  of    her  wits    among 
the  old  Scottish  Agnews.     Their  son  An- 
drew and  his  sweet  mother  resided  chiefly  at 
Kingsale,  under  the  guardianship  of  the  ma- 
ternal grandfather,  until  the  death  of  Sir 
Stair  in  1809,  when  he  was  summoned  to 
take  posseHsion  at  Lochnaw.      Then  he  was 
handed  over  to  Edinburgh,  Oxford,  Chelten- 
ham, and  glorious  London  for  a  season.     A 
young  baronet,  of  an  uncommonly  high  and 
delicate  spirit,  elegant,  accomplished    (for 
that  he  was— especially  in  heraldry),  and  as 
amiable  as  his  mother,  though  as  staunch 
as  old  Sir  Stair,  this  must  have  been  a  per- 
ilous time  for  the  future  friend  of  the  work- 
man : — and  certes,  that  gay  youth  was  ac- 
tually getting  ready  to  be  the  workman -like 
friend  of  all  who  toil,  us  of  the  horny  hand, 
and  us  also  of  the  knitted  brow  !  Well-prin- 
cipled and,  what  is  equally  to  the  purpose 
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well-natnred,  he  escaped  the  dangers  of 
youth  and  fashion.  Nay,  the  steadfast  and 
self-presenring  blood  of  the  Agnews  moved 
easily  and  at  once  in  his  heart  to  the  music 
of  ideas  more  remote  and  fascinating  than 
those  of  prudence  and  honor.  The  accents 
of  antique  grospel-lore  fell  on  his  ear  like  no 
foreign  tongue.  Such  glowing  oracles  as 
Gerard  Noel,  M'Crie  the  historian,  and 
Chalmers,  had  only  to  speak,  that  so  prepar- 
ed a  spirit  might  hear  and  understand  the 
sign :  and  in  an  Agnew  to  understand  was 
to  obey,  when  the  subject-matter  of  intelli- 
gence was  the  saving  of  one's  soul  alive. 
In  short,  Sir  Andrew  solidified  with  the  ad- 
vance of  manhood  into  an  Evangelical  Pro- 
testant, with  a  natural  preference  for  episco- 
pacy and  the  Church  of  England,  derived 
from  habit  and  early  associations,  but  sturdi- 
ly Scottish  and  Presbyterian  at  the  core ; — 
and,  in  fact,  he  eventually  identified  himself 
heart  and  hand  with  what  is  called  the  Free 
Church  of  Scotland. 

In  1830  Sir  Andrew  was  sent  to  Parlia- 
ment by  the  county  of  Wicrton,  and  after 
some  reluctance  he  went  with  the  Reform 
Bill.  But  another  sort  of  task,  and  a  deeper 
^formation  was  getting  in  readiness  to  try 
liis  mettle.  Parliament  was  besieged  in  1831 
with  petitions  about  the  Sabbath.  The  out- 
of-doors  leaders  of  the  movement  eventually 
:fixed  on  him  as  their  parliamentary  chief; 
and  a  stout  and  obstinate  battle  he  fought  of 
it,  in  the  house  and  on  the  platform,  before 
both  open  and  exclusive  meetings,  in  season 
and  out  of  it,  till  he  died  in  the  cause.  The 
man  became  possessed  by  the  idea  of  our 
blessed  Sabbath ;  and  that  to  such  a  pitch  of 
inspiration  that,  if  the  age  had  not  been  at 
once  averse  to  repose  and  incredulous  of  good, 
or  even  (with  such  fearful  odds  against  him) 
if  he  had  been  as  logical,  imperious,  and  elo- 
quent as  he  was  .otherwise  able  and  heroic, 
be  must  have  won  the  day.  Yet  this  gallant 
and  unyielding  soldier  of  the  Law  and  the 
Testimony  wanted  no  laurels.  It  was  his 
rare  distinction  to  be  indifferent  to  popular 
applause  and  not  afraid  of  popular  obloquy. 
Here,  said  he,  is  the  last  new  ballad  just  sung 
under  my  windows:  send  it  down  to  the 
Korth.  When  the  Zanies  were  mocking 
Copernicus  on  the  public  stage,  he  said  the 
same : — Let  them  have  their  fun :  the  things 
I  know  give  no  pleasure  to  the  people,  and 
I  do  not  know  the  things  that  give  them 
pleasure.  For  more  than  twenty  years  Sir 
Andrew  waged  a  thankless  and  unpromising 
and  (sooth  to  say)  a  little  successful  war- 
fare, never  fearing  the  face  of  clay,  nor  cove- 


tous of  admiration  and  sweet  voices,  but 
trusting  his  convictions,  and  true  to  his  secret 
God.  We  question  whether  any  public 
character  of  recent  times  has  done  his  stroke 
of  work  from  such  a  depth  of  conviction,  so 
unsustained  by  adventitious  circumstances, 
even  Clarkson,  and  certainly  Wilberforce,  not 
excepted.  In  the  last  result,  this  is  his  pro- 
per glory — to  have  been  capable  of  doing 
without  commensurate  success  and  without 
applause !  Yet  Sir  Andrew  had  respect  unto 
the  recom  pence  of  reward  :  he  would  scarcely 
have  been  a  true  Agnew  if  he  had  not.  But 
he  neared  the  goal  before  he  died.  "  It  is 
dangerous,"  he  said  in  that  great  hour,  **  to 
speak  of  what  we  have  done.*'  "  The  instru- 
ment is  nothing :  God  is  all  in  all."  It  is 
what  they  all  say,  the  good  men  and  true,  in 
one  dialect  or  in  another  : — Not  unto  us,  0 
Lord,  not  unto  us ! 

Such  is  a  faint  image  of  the  great  Scottish 
Sabbatarian.  The  cause  is  left  with  us  who 
remain,  now  that  he  has  joined  the  majority 
at  last;  but  we  want  a  chief.  In  the  mean- 
while, this  were  a  proper  time  and  place  to 
review  the  past  procedure  of  the  case  in  the 
spirit  of  searching  and  inexorable  criticism, 
to  see  if  it  were  not  defeated  or  deferred  by 
the  errors  of  its  friends  ;  and  also  to  discuss 
the  broader  and  more  politic  principles  on 
which  the  standard  should  be  advanced  anew. 
But  these  practical  questions  must  be  defer- 
red till  another  opportunity.  The  lawyers 
have  decided  that  the  People's  Palace,  as  it 
is  fondly  called  by  the  Proprietors,  cannot 
be  opened  of  a  Sunday ;  and  the  recent 
ministerial  and  Parliamentary  changes  render 
it  unlikely  that  a  special  bill  will  be  soon  pre- 
sented. After  all,  moreover,  the  true  begin- 
ning of  a  National  Reformation  were  the  radi- 
cal self-reform  of  the  friendly.  Above  every- 
thing, let  the  professing  Sabbatarian,  whether 
Jew  or  Gentile,  whether  Popish  or  Protes- 
tant, Evangelical  or  Formularian,  cease  from 
mere  opinion  and  denunciation,  and  begin  to 
be  a  Sabbatarian  in  right  earnest.  That  is  to 
say,  let  him  see  that  he  really  work  like  an 
honest  man  during  the  six  days  of  the  week ; 
for  no  soft  and  sighing  donothing,  no  minion 
of  ease  and  pietistic  self-enjoyment,  no  idle 
busybody  whose  soul  has  lost  its  original 
sense  of  the  comeliness  of  industry,  is  obe- 
dient to  the  First  Part  of  that  most  noble 
Fourth  Commandment,  or  can  even  try  to 
obey  the  Second.  He  must  then  make  sure 
that,  supposing  him  to  have  been  faithful  to 
the  primeval  pledge  of  honest  labor,  he  really 
and  truly  rest  on  the  Seventh  Day,  and  all 
hb  household,  nay,  and  all  the  world  in  so 
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far  as  he  n  conceraed.  He  mast  be  no  p^rtj 
to  the  overtasking  of  ministers  and  teachers, 
any  more  than  to  the  mulcting  of  household 
or  street  servants  of  ever  so  small  a  part  of 
their  one  day  of  rest,  and  freedom,  and 
Christianlike  self-disposal.  In  short,  he  must 
irremissibly  determine  that  not  only  himself, 
but  also  every  other  man  of  woman  bom 
however  humble  (to  the  extent,  that  is,  that 
he  can  help  Or  withhold  from  hindering) 
shall  actually  be  a  gentleman  of  the  grand 
old  type  of  the  Garden  of  Elden,  at  least  for 
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fifty-two  days,  or  /saven  weeks  and  a  half, 
of  the  Christian  year.  What  an  altered 
world  it  were,  even  in  a  secular  point  of  veiw, 
if  such  a  consummation  <^9l9J^°>l7  ^  brought 
about !  Then  in  very  ^wTnnght  the  gentle 
poor  man,  a  far  nobler  being  than  the  poor 
gentleman  of  "  the  ignorant  present  time," 
look  down  without  reserve  into  the  welcom- 
ing eye  of  his  loftiest  brother  man,  were  it 
a  burdenefl  prophet,  a  laurelled  poet,  a  crown- 
ed discoverer,  or  a  king  sitting  on  his  service- 
able throne. 
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LIBERIA. 


Of  the  millions  who  have  recently  perused 
with  such  deep  interest  the  vicissitudes  of 
Uncle  Tom,  from  the  time  when  he  left  the 
shadow  of  his  master's  mansion,  till  he  en* 
tered  those  worlds  "  where  the  wicked  cease 
from  troubling,  and  the  weary  are  at  rest," 
and  who  have  coordinately  traced  the  noble 
Harris,  with  his  beautiful  Eliza,  from  the 
land  of  their  servitude  to  those  shores  where 
British  liberty  unfurls  her  flag  in  welcome  to 
the  sons  of  freedom,  and  thence  to  the  scene 
of  their  more  permanent  and  cordial  labors, 
Liberia,  not  a  few  have  inquired.  Where,  and 
what  sort  of  a  place,  can  this  Liberia  be  ? 
and,  inquiring,  have  received  no  satisfactory 
reply.  It  may  be,  perhaps,  that  most  readers 
have  some  indistinct  recollection  of  having 
seen,  on  maps  of  Africa,  a  little  slip  of  land 
on  the  western  coast  marked  with  that  name ; 
but,  beyond  this,  few  opportunities  have  ex- 
isted by  which  an  inquirer  could  make  him- 
self acquainted  with  the  history  and  charac- 
ter of  tne  interesting  colony  so  designated. 

Even  the  encyclopaedias,  where  one  usually 
expects  to  see  everything  discussed,  from  Ihe 
number  of  joints  in  the  vertebra  of  a  pre- 
Adamite  ichthiosaurus,  down  to  the  latest 
improvements  in  the  composition  and  con- 
struction of  a  tobacco-pipe— even  these  yield 
information  on  the  rise  and  progress  of  Li- 
beria, almost  infinitesimal  in  amount.  You 
find  the  article  "  Liberia,"  and  are  referred 
to  "  Colonization  Society ;"  you  find  "  Colo- 
nization Society,"  and  are  requested  to  see 
"Slavery;"  you  find  " Slavery,"  and  begin 


to  think  the  right  track  has  been  dropped 
upon  at  last;  and  just  at  the  moment  when, 
in  the  intensity  of  expectation,  your  eyes 
have  assumed  a  resemblance  to  tea-saucers, 
and  your  mouth  has  become  a  tolerable 
representation  of  a  bottomless  pit,  you  are 
cruelly  balked  by  a  polite  desire  that  you 
would  see  "  Amenca."  Turning  to  "Ameri- 
ca," it  is  see  "  Virginia,"  "  Kentucky,"  <fec., 
and,  seeing  them,  you  find — nothing:  nothing, 
that  is,  of  what  you  are  in  search  for. 

There  is  a  reason  for  this.  Liberia  is  com- 
paratively a  new  settlement ;  and  hence  the 
more  systematic  works  on  geography  have 
hitherto  had  but  few  facts  of  more  than 
transient  interest  which  could  be  embodied 
therein.  There  have  been  the  official  reports 
on  the  colony,  published  at  Washington ;  oc- 
casional scraps  of  information  respecting  it 
in  the  newspapers;  somewhat  more  abun- 
dant fragments  in  the  journals  of  various 
missionary  societies ;  here  and  there  an 
article  in  the  magazines  ;  and  some  allusions 
to  it  in  works  which  treat  of  the  slavery 
question.  To  make  the  matter  worse, 
those  very  books  which  have  been  written 
with  special  reference  to  the  colony,  have 
appeared  under  a  name  that  would  never 
suggest  to  any  one  not  previously  informed 
on  the  subject,  the  idea  that  it  was  the  his- 
tory and  progress  of  Liberia  of  which  they 
treated.  Such,  for  instance,  are  the  works 
entitled,  respectively,  "  Our  New  Republic," 
and  "  Africa  Redeemed."  Indeed,  it  would 
almost  appear,  that  the  name  had  purposely 
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been  kept  in  the  background  for  some 
special  reason,  which,  after  all,  may  not  be 
far  from  the  truth ;  for  it  has  not  been  till 
Tery  lately  that  the  friends  of  Africa  could 
point  to  Liberia  with  any  degree  of  confi* 
dence,  as  an  example  of  what  the  negro  race 
can  become,  inasmuch  as  great  doubts  have 
eusted,  from  time  to  time,  as  to  whether  the 
experiment  would  not  issue  in  failure.  The 
establbhment  of  the  colony,  as  an  independ- 
ent republic,  has  now  set  these  doubts  at 
rest.  What  little  we  pretend  to  know  of 
ibis  subject,  has  been  gathered  from  sources 
similar  to  those  above  alluded  to ;  and  a  di- 
gest of  what  we  have  thus  collected  we  here 
present  to  our  readers,  not  so  much  with  a 
view  to  their  mere  entertainment,  as  to  de- 
monstrate the  reasonableness  of  extending 
to  our  African  brethren  all  the  advantages 
of  civilization  and  freedom  which  we  of  a 
whiter  skin  enjoy,  and  the  probability  of 
their  using  those  advantages  for  their  own 
spiritual  and  moral  elevation. 

Liberia  was  originally  founded  as  an  asy- 
lum for  emancipated  and  recaptured  slaves, 
where  they  might  be  trained  in  the  arts  of 
civilization,  and  be  gradually  prepared  for 
the  enjoyment  of  a  free  government,  that 
government  to  be  by  degrees  surrendered 
to  their  own  hands,  in  proportion  as  they 
showed  themselves  qualified  to  undertake  it. 

The  necessity  for  such  an  asylum  arose 
from  two  widely  different  sources.  In  the  first 
place,  the  northern  states  of  America  had 
made  strenuous  efforts  to  abolish  the  slave- 
trade,  and  had  been  so  far  successful,  as 
that,  towards  the  close  of  the  last  century, 
Ic^lative  measures  were  adopted  in  several 
of  the  states,  having  for  their  object  the 
gradual  extinction  of  slavery  and  its  con- 
comitant evils.  As  a  consequence,  a  great 
number  of  emancipated  slaves  were  to  be 
found  in  most  of  those  states.  These  were 
soon  found  to  be  a  dangerous  and  trouble- 
some class,  not  owing  to  anything  vicious  or 
blamable  in  themselves,  but  owing  to  the 
degrading  position  which  they  held  as  com- 
pared with  that  of  free  white  men.  They  were 
virtually  excluded  from  some  of  the  most 
important  civil  privileges  which  white  men 
of  a  really  inferior  station  were  permitted  to 
enjoy.  They  were  shut  out  from  civil  offices, 
were  excluded  from  all  participation  in  the 
government,  were  taxed  without  their  con- 
sent, were  compelled  to  contribute  to  the 
resources  of  a  country  which  gave  them  no 

Erotection,  were  made  a  separate  class,  and 
ad  every  avenue  of  improvement  effectually 
closed  against  them.    Anecdotes^  too,  abound 


on  this  side  the  Atlantic,  of  the  indigni- 
ties to  which  educated  freemen  have  ^n 
subjected  in  America,  merely  on  account  of 
the  color  of  their  skin.  Standing  thus,  as  a 
middle  class  between  the  black  slave  and 
the  white  freeman — their  condition  an  object 
of  envy  to  the  former,  while  to  the  latter  it 
was  one  of  contempt  —  and  exhibiting,  as 
they  often  did,  such  marks  of  patient  en- 
durance, undaunted  courage,  and  spirited 
enterprise,  they  were  a  cause  of  constant 
apprehension  to  the  slaveholders,  lest  they 
should  foment  insurrections  among  their  1ms 
fortunate  brethren,  and  so  increase  a  class 
already  felt  to  be  troublesome.  Hence  It 
became  a  matter  of  solicitude  among  all 
classes  of  the  white  population,  to  provide  a 
spot  to  which  manumitted  slaves  might  be 
transferred  in  a  manner  consistent  with  those 
principles  which  first  procured  them  their 
freedom.  This  was  one  source.  On  the 
other  hand,  there  was  a  noble  band  of 
Christian  pihlanthropists,  who  saw  and  felt 
the  desirableness  of  doing  something  mora 
than  merely  petting  rid  of  their  "  poor  Afri- 
can brethren,"  and  who  were  anxious  to  pro- 
vide for  them  a  home,  where  they  might  be 
gradually  prepared  to  engage  in  and  enjoy 
all  the  arts  and  privileges  of  civilized  life, 
where  they  might  take  the  same  part  in  the 
affairs  of  their  own  government  that  European 
nations  did  in  theirs.  From  the  fusion  of 
these  two  motives  into  one  common  project, 
resulted  the  establishment  of  the  colony, 
now  the  Republic  of  Liberia. 

But  the  process  was  a  gradual  one.  It 
was  proposed  by  Jefferson,  as  far  back  as  the 
year  1777,  in  the  legislature  of  Virginia,  to 
emancipate  all  slaves  bom  after  that  period, 
to  educate  them,  the  males  to  the  age  of 
twenty-one,  the  females  to  that  of  eighteen, 
and  then  to  transplant  them,  with  their  own 
consent,  to  Africa  or  some  other  suitable 

Slace,  where  they  might  be  trained  to  self- 
ependence  and  self-government.  The  plan 
of  colonization  thus  proposed,  was  subse- 
quently approved  of  by  several  different  states 
— a  vote  of  approbation  costing  very  little 
either  of  care  or  cash.  Nothing  was  done 
by  the  legislature  of  any  of  the  states  be- 
yond this,  till  the  matter  was  taken  up  and 
set  going  by  individuals,  although  it  must  be 
acknowledged,  that  the  forty  years'  discus- 
sion which  preceded  direct  action  had  pre- 
pared the  public  mind  in  a  great  measure  for 
sympathizing  with  the  undertaking. 

The  mitiative  to  the  movement  was  taken 
in  a  spirit  which  boded  well  for  its  ultimate 
success.    On  the  dOth  of  December,  1816^ 
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there  met,  at  tbe  house  of  one  Mr.  Elias  B. 
Caldwell  (a  stannch  and  earnest  friend  of 
the  negro),  certain  other  stannch  and  earnest 
friends  of  that  afflicted  race.  Amongst  them 
were  Messrs.  Robert  Finley,  Samuel  J.  Mills, 
Francis  S.  Key,  and  others  of  like  character. 
No  record  was  kept  of  the  proceedings  of 
that  memorable  evening,  and  all  that  can  be 
said  positively  concerning  it  is,  that  it  was 
an  evening  of  prayer.  They  were  shortly  to 
have  to  do  battle  with  the  physical  elements, 
and  even  with  the  powers  of  darkness  them- 
selves, and  now  they  were  preparing  them- 
selves for  conflict  by  a  little  practice  in 
scaling  the  battlements  of  heaven,  and 
taking  that  kingdom  by  force— of  all  war- 
practice  the  most  commendable.  On  the 
following  day  was  the  great  meeting  to  which 
this  was  introductory. 

On  the  8 1st  of  December,  the  capital  at 
Washington  was  crowded  with  those  who 
longed  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  Afric's  sable 
sons,  or  to  hear  what  probability  there  might 
be  of  doing  so  to  the  negro's  permanent  ad- 
vantage. The  Hon.  H.  Clay  presided  over 
the  meeting,  which  terminated  in  the  forma- 
tion of  the  American  Colonization  Society. 
A  constitution  was  sketched  out,  and  adopted 
unanimously.  It  fixed  the  name  of  the  so- 
ciety ;  provided  for  the  colonizing  of  the  free 
people  of  color  in  the  United  States,  in 
Africa,  or  such  other  place  as  Congress 
should  see  fit ;  also,  that  the  society  should 
act  in  co-operation  with  the  general  govern- 
ment, and  such  of  the  States  as  might  adopt 
regulations  on  the  subject. 

Nearly  a  year  elapsed  before  the  first  ship 
was  sent  out  to  explore  the  coast  of  Africa, 
with  a  view  to  find  a  suitable  spot  for  the  in- 
tended colony.  The  persons  who  set  out  on 
this  arduous  enterprise  were  Mr.  Mills,  be- 
fore named,  and  a  friend  of  his.  Dr.  Burgess. 
With  letters  of  introduction  from  London  to 
the  governor  of  Sierra  Leone  (a  colony  simi- 
lar in  character  to  the  one  they  sought  to  es- 
tablish, and  which  was  under  the  protection 
of  the  British),  they  arrived  safely  on  the 
African  coast,  after  a  somewhat  perilous 
voyage.  According  to  instructions  received 
before  leaving  home,  and  with  the  assistance 
of  friends  from  Sierra  Leone,  they  visit  the 
Island  of  Sherbro,  120  miles  to  the  south  of 
the  Eaglish  colony.  They  hold  a  •*  palaver" 
with  the  King  of  Sherbro,  produce  a  favor- 
able impression  on  him,  obtain  permission  to 
purchase  land  for  a  colony,  and  turn  with 
cheerful  hearts  towards  America,  to  report 
success  ;  but  only  one  of  them  reaches  their 
jonch-bved  land.    Mr.  Mills  took  a  violent 


cold  on  his  way  home,  which  terminated  in 
his  death. 

The  favorable  account,  however,  which 
Mr.  Burgess  gave  of  the  land  he  had  visited, 
and  the  good  disposition  of  the  Sherbro  king 
towards  their  project,  inspired  the  friends  of 
the  Colonization  Society  with  new  hopes. 
There  was  no  want  of  men  and  women  to  set- 
tle in  the  new  colony.  Manumitted  slaves 
were  only  too  glad  of  the  chance  of  rising  to 
the  dignity  of  men,  which  they  saw  they  never 
could  in  America,  however  pious,  intelligent, 
or  rich  they  might  become.  A  sloop•o^war 
and  a  merchantman  were  fitted  up  for  the  use 
of  the  Colonization  Society.  About  thirty 
families,  consisting  of  eighty -nine  persons, 
set  sail  for  the  African  coast,  under  the  care 
of  two  government  agents,  and  one  agent  of 
the  society,  in  January,  1820,  and,  after  a 
short  passage,  entered  the  harbor  of  Sierra 
Leone.  They  immediately  made  for  the 
Sherbro  territory,  and  proceeded  to  stipulate 
for  the  purchase  of  land.  But,  arriving  aa 
they  did  in  the  rainy  season,  fever  and  sick- 
ness assailed  the  crew,  and  all  the  agents 
fell  victims  to  their  malignant  and  fatal 
effects.  The  emigrants  were  removed  to 
Fourra  Bay — a  settlement  under  the  care  of 
the  British  government,  and  near  to  Sierra 
Leone. 

In  this  dark  hour,  Jehovah  was  at  work 
according  to  the  plan  prescribed  in  his  al- 
mighty councils.  This  was  the  discipline  he 
saw  best  adapted  to  strengthen  the  sinews  of 
the  young  colony;  and,  that  the  sufferers 
might  not  be  cast  down  beyond  measure,  he 
immediately  raised  up  other  brave  and  patri- 
otic men  to  fill  the  posts  of  the  fallen  heroes. 
Two  more  agents  were  sent  out  by  the  go- 
vernment, and  two  by  the  society.  On  their 
arrival,  and  after  much  deliberation  with  the 
officers  at  Sierra  Leone,  they  determined  to 
abandon  the  Sherbro  territory,  and  seek  a 
more  elevated  and  healthy  tract  of  land, 
fevers  raging  with  more  virulence  in  the  low 
lands  than  in  the  higher.  Coasting  along 
in  a  south-easterly  direction,  they  came  to  a 
projecting  tongue  of  elevated  land,  about 
three  hundred  miles  from  Sierra  Leone, 
called  Cape  Mesurado.  For  more  than  a  cen- 
tury past,  the  French  and  English  had  been 
making  repeated  offers  to  the  chiefs  occupy- 
ing this  territory,  who  had  resolutely  refused 
to  part  with  even  the  smallest  portion.  A 
chief,  named  King  Peter,  who  carried  on  an 
extensive  traffic  in  slaves,  held  possession  of 
this  part  of  the  country,  and,  as  such,  had 
reason  for  a  determined  hostility  to  the  na- 
tions of  north-western  Europe.    The  new 
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▼isitors,  however,  endeavored  to  obtain  an 
interview  with  him,  but  all  their  efforts 
proved  abortive*  Thev  again  set  sail,  and 
proceeded  still  further  in  a  south-easterly  di- 
rection, and,  at  a  distance  of  about  sixty 
miles  from  Cape  Mesurado,  they  arrived  at 
the  mouth  of  a  river  called  the  Grand  Bassa. 
Here  they  met  with  a  more  welcome  recep- 
tion ;  and,  after  carefully  exploring  the 
country  in  the  neighborhood,  and  acquiring 
favorable  impressions  of  its  climate  and  na- 
tural features,  they  determined,  if  possible, 
to  obtain  a  "  palaver"  with  its  chief,  Jack 
Ben  of  Grand  Bassa.  By  means  of  presents 
(an  mvariable  condition  on  which  a  **  palaver" 
can  be  secured),  they  obtained  access  to  his 
majesty  in  the  palaver-house  of  Jumbo  Town. 
Additional  presents  having  been  laid  at  bis 
feet,  the  king  desired  them  to  make  known 
their  wishes.  The  end  of  the  matter  was, 
that  the  chief  agreed  to  sell  a  piece  of  land 
to  the  applicants,  on  certain  conditions,  which 
were  to  be  written  in  "  book"  (as  the  natives 
denominate  written  documents  of  every  kind), 
and  the  agents  returned  to  Sierra  Leone,  ar- 
riving there  after  an  absence  of  seven  weeks, 
more  than  ever  interested  in  all  that  per- 
tained to  their  enterprise. 

Once  more  the  leaders  fall.  The  agents 
who  conducted  the  last  named  expedition  had 
not  returned  many  days,  before  two  of  them 
entered  into  that  rest  which  remaineth  to  the 
people  of  God  ;  and  one  was  so  disabled  by 
ill  health  as  to  be  compelled  to  return  to 
America — Mr.  Wiltberger,  the  remaining 
agent  of  the  society,  being  left  alone  to  carry 
oo  the  affairs  of  the  settlers.  Behind  this 
dark  cloud,  however,  the  face  of  the  Al- 
mighty was  beaminfit  with  smiles,  and  his 
band  was  already  raising  up  fresh  servants 
for  his  work.  No  sooner  were  the  vacancies 
caused  by  death  and  sickness  made  known 
in  America,  than  another  brave  heart,  in  the 
person  of  Dr.  Eli  Ay  res,  was  enlisted  in  the 
cause.  His  services,  which  were  gladly  ac- 
cepted, he  courageously  offered  to  the  Colo- 
nization Society. 

Shortly  after  his  arrival  at  Sierra  Leone, 
he  was  followed  by  Captain  Stockton,  who 
had  been  sent  by  the  government  of  the 
United  States  to  co-operate  with  the  agents 
of  the  society.  He  and  Dr.  Ayres  soon  de- 
termined to  prosecute  another  exploring 
▼oyage  along  the  African  coast.  Accord- 
ingly, they  committed  the  negroes  to  the  care 
of  Mr.  Wiltberger,  and  left  them  at  Fourra 
Bay,  where  they  had  found  the  means  of  sub- 
sistence ever  since  they  first  left  the  un- 


healthy Sherbro  territory,  shortly  after  their 
arrival  on  the  African  coast. 

On  the  11th  of  December,  1821,  Captain 
Stockton  and  Dr.  Ayres  reach ed< the  oft- covet- 
ed Cape  Mosurado.  Anchoring  in  Mesurado 
Bay,  Captain  Stockton,  in  the  spirit  and  with 
the  knowledge  of  a  man  who  understood  what 
he  really  wanted,  pointed  to  the  noble  pro- 
montory before  them,  and  said,  *'  That  is  the 
spot  we  ought  to  have — that  should  be  the 
site  of  our  colony — no  finer  spot  on  all  the 
coast."  Whereupon  Dr.  Ayres,  with  his 
characteristic  energy,  replied,  "  Then  we 
must  have  it." 

That  part  of  the  business  was  soon  and 
easily  done.  But  then  there  was  the  getting 
of  it  which  remained  to  be  accomplished,  and 
this  was  found  to  be  attended  with  rather 
greater  difficulties. 

We  have  before  intimated,  that  all  nego- 
tiations   set    on   foot — all    offers,   however 
liberal,  that  had  been  made — all  gifts  that 
had  been  forwarded  with  a  view  to  conciliate 
the  chiefs,  and  pave  the  way  for  an  advan- 
tageous   purchase    of   land,    had   signally 
failed.    The    present    applicants   were  not 
to  be  so  easily  repulsed.     Treatment  equal- 
ly   rough    they     at     first    received,    it    is 
true ;    but    they    so    far  succeeded  as  to 
obtain  the  promise  of  a  **  palaver,"  provided 
they    would    dare    to     meet    King    Peter 
in  his  capital.     They  did  dare  ;  and  forward 
they   went.      Through    forests  —  through 
jungles  —  sometimes  up   to  their  necks  in 
water,  at  others  up  to  their  knees  in  mud 
— surrounded   by   savage  beasts,   and   yet 
more  savage  men — unarmed  but  fearless — 
they  sped  their  way  to  the  palaver-hall  of 
the  monarch  of  Mesurado.     Their  reception 
was  anything  but  flattering.  The  king  frowned 
at  them,  and  wanted  to  know  what  business 
they  had  in  his  dominions.     Captain  Stock- 
ton was  recognized  by  some  of  his  majesty's 
attendants  as  one  who  had  often  thwarted 
them  in  their  inhuman  traffic  ;  and  as  he  was 
standing  beside  the  throne,  a  large  band  of 
savages  rushed  forward  with  a  furious  howl 
to  lay  violent  hands  on  him.     The  captain, 
perceiving  his  danger,  drew  forth  a  pocket- 
pistol  which  he  always  carried  with  him,  and 
pointed  it  at  the  head  of  their  chief,  while 
he  extended  the  other  hand  towards  heaven, 
and  sought  protection  from  the  Most  High. 
The  manceuvre  had  its  intended  effect,  and 
the  prayer  received  its  answer.     The  attend- 
ants perceiving  the  danger  of  their  master, 
fell   flat   on   their  faces;   the  king  himself 
quailing  before  the  calm  courage  of  the  white 
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Withdrawing  the  pistol,  Captain 
Stockton  proceeded  to  husiness.  Bat  it  was 
not  till  after  two  or  three  ceremonious  pala- 
vers that  Peter  and  the  neighboring  aings 
consented  to  sell  a  portion  of  their  land  to 
the  colonists ;  and  when  they  did,  they  took 
care  to  have  all  written  in  '*  book/'  to  pre- 
vent any  subsequent  disputes.  The  docu- 
ment containing  the  contract  is  a  very  amus- 
ing one,  which  we  must  copy  entire.  We 
have  sometimes  seen  contracts  drawn  up 
by  English  lawyers,  and  have  tried  more 
than  once  to  get  through  one  of  them, 
but  never  could.  We  have  tried  to  under- 
stand them  ;  that  was  still  more  nearly  ap- 
Sroaching  the  impossible.  But  this  African 
eed  is  quite  within  our  reach,  and  we  earn- 
estly recommend  it  to  the  study  of  attorneys 
and  solicitors  all  the  world  over.  It  runs 
thus : — "  Know  all  men,  that  this  contract, 
made  on  the  16th  day  of  December,  1821, 
between  King  Peter,  King  George,  Kins  To- 
da,  King  Long  Peter,  their  princes  and  head 
men,  on  the  one  part,  and  Captain  Rob- 
ert F.  Stockton,  and  Dr.  Eli  Ay  res  on  the 
other,  witnesseth — that  whereas  certain  per- 
sons, citizens  of  the  United  States  of  Ame- 
rica, are  desirous  of  establishing  themselves 
on  the  western  coast  of  Africa,  and  have  in- 
vested Captain  Robert  F.  Stockton  and  Dr. 
Eli  Ayres  with  full  powers  to  treat  with,  and 
purchase  from  us  (here  follows  a  description 
of  the  land),  we  being  fully  convinced  of  the 
pacific  and  just  views  of  said  citizens,  and  be- 
mg  desirous  to  reciprocate  their  friendship, 
do  hereby,  in  consideration  of  so  much  paid 
in  hand — namely,  6  muskets,  1  box  of  beiEuls, 
2  hogsheads  of  tobacco,  1  cask  of  gunpow- 
der, 6  bars  of  iron,  10  iron  pots,  1  doz.  knives 
and  forks,  1  doz.  spoons,  6  pieces  of  blue 
baft,  4  hats,  3  coats,  8  pairs  of  shoes,  1  box 
pipes,  1  keg  nails,  3  looking-glasses,  3  pieces 
of  kerchiefs,  8  pieces  of  calico,  3  canes,  4  um- 
brellas, 1  box  soap,  1  barrel  rum ;  and  to  be 
Kid  the  following : — 6  bars  of  iron,  1  box 
ads,  50  knives,  20  looking-glasses,  10  iron 
pots,  12  guns,  8  barrels  gunpowder,  1  doz. 
plates,  1  doz.  knives  and  forks,  20  hats,  5 
casks  of  beef,  5  barrels  of  pork,  10  barrels 
of  biscuit,  12  decanters,  12  glass  tumblers, 
and  50  shoes — ^forever  cede  and  relinquish 
the  above-described  lands  to  Robert  F.  Stock- 
ton and  Eli  Ayres,  to  have  and  to  hold  said 
premises  for  the  use  of  said  citizens  of 
America. 

King  Peter  +  his  mark. 

Kbg  Oeorge  -f-  his  mark. 

Eliog  Toda  -f-  his  mark. 

King  Long  Peter  +  his  mark. 


King  Oovemor  -f-  his  mark. 

Ejng  Jimmy  +  his  mark. 

Capt.  R.  F.  StoektM^ 
Eli  Agree,  M.D:* 

Thus,  then,  after  more  than  five  years  of 
distressing  toil — years  laden  with  discour* 
agements  that  would  have  crushed  the  en* 
ergies  of  less  earnest  spirits — ^the  Amerioaa 
flag  is  hoisted  on  African  soil.  And  belter 
still,  the  beacon  of  gospel  truth  and  Euro- 
pean civilization  is  set  up  there  ;  from  which 
shall  radiate  as  from  a  centre  beams  of  light 
and  glory,  till  the  whole  of  that  benighted 
continent  shall  be  filled  with  their  lustre,  and 
all  the  sons  of  Ham  shall  bask  in  their  in* 
vigorating  rays. 

The  poor  negroes  who  had  been  staying 
at  Fourra  Bay  rince  their  removal  from  Sher^ 
bro  Island,  were  now  transported  to  thdr 
new  settlement,  which  was  situated  about 
two  miles  from  the  sea,  and  about  half  a 
mile  south  of  the  Mesurado  River.  And  aa 
freemen  only  can  work,  they  worked  at  the 
heights  of  Mesurado,  till  each  had  provided 
himself  a  habitable  home.  This  took  plaee 
in  April,  1822. 

In  the  following  month,  Captain  Stockton, 
with  the  society's  agents,  Dr.  Ayres  and  Mr. 
Wiltberger,  left  for  the  United  States,  having 
first  committed  the  management  of  affaira  to 
one  of  the  settlers,  named  Elijah  Johnson,  a 
man  of  singular  ability,  as  subsequent  events 
amply  proved.  He  had  served  in  the  last 
war  between  America  and  England ,  and  had 
shown  himself  as  skilful  as  he  was  brave. 
Two  months  after  the  departure  of  the 
agents,  Mr.  Jehudi  Ashmun,  the  new  func- 
tionary from  the  society,  arrived,  bringing 
with  him  thirty* five  more  emigrants  and  va- 
rious stores.  Houses  were  quickly  reared 
for  them;  and  the  work  of  clearing  the 
ground  and  cultivating  the  soil  again  pro- 
ceeded with  vigor. 

And  now  the  hissing  of  the  war-demon 
comes  breaking  in  upon  the  busy  hum  of 
peaceful  industry,  and  the  whoop  of  hostility 
overwhelms  the  merry  clatter  of  the  axe  and 
saw.  Neighboring  chiefs  have  heard  with 
displeasure  of  King  Peter's  treaty  with  the 
new  comers,  knowing,  as  thev  do,  that  the 
accursed  traffic  in  the  blood  of  their  own 
kindred  will  be  rendered  more  difficult  than 
ever.  Tribes  the  most  savage  and  inhuman^ 
incapable  of  cooperation  in  aught  besides, 
now  act  in  concert,  with  the  prospect  before 
them  of  a  revel  in  spoliation  and  death.  Re- 
venge, than  which  no  higher  virtue  they 
know,  inspires  them  with  skill,  and  arms 
them  with  courajge.    In  the  spirit  of  the 
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go«peI  of  peaoc,  the  settlers  seek  to  pacify 
the  tarbnlent  natires  by  presents,  and  to 
purchase  from  them  a  promise  of  peace,  al- 
though Elijah  Johnson  is  quite  sure  from  his 
experience  that  nothing  but  a  fight  will  bring 
them  to  their  senses.  A  bargain  is  neverthe- 
less concluded,  but,  as  Johnson  had  predict- 
ed, without  any  lasting  results.  War  is  ob- 
viously inevitable.  That  point  settled,  war 
must  be  prepared  for. 

In  the  first  place,  the  thickets,  which  come 
up  close  to  the  settlement  and  provide  an 
ambush  for  the  savages,  must  be  cleared. 
The  trees  cut  down  will  then  serve  for  bar- 
ricade. This  done,  the  six  cannon,  all  they 
possess,  must  be  stationed  at  the  most  ad- 
vantageous points.  Two  are  placed  at  the 
eastern  post,  and  the  others  guard  those 
parts  most  open  to  attack.  All  the  posts  are 
connected  by  a  strong  picket  fence ;  ammu- 
nition is  made  up ;  the  men  are  drilled ;  and 
everything  that  the  foresight  of  Mr.  Ash- 
mun  and  the  experience  of  Mr.  Johnson  can 
suggest  to  fortify  themselves  against  an  on- 
set is  diligently  attended  to.  In  the  midst 
of  these  preparations,  Mr.  Ashmun  was  suf- 
fering severely  from  an  attack  of  the  Afri- 
can fever,  generally  so  fatal  to  the  unaccli- 
mated;  and  before  he  had  recovered,  his 
young  wife  became  another  victim  to  its  vir- 
ulence. After  several  weeks  of  hardship 
and  suffering,  she  died. 

In  the  beginning  of  November,  1822,  the 
settlers  are  informed  by  some  of  the  well- 
tffected  natives,  who  had  watched  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  enemy,  and  brought  intelli- 
gence  of  their  war-councils  from  time  to 
tinse,  that  an  assault  will  be  made  within 
four  days.     Mr.  Ashmun,  sick  and  disabled 
48  yet,  examines  the  fortifications,  and  uses 
•very  means  in  his  power  to  make  them  as 
perfect  as  time  will  allow.    He  then  calls  to- 
other those  capable  of  bearing  arms,  only 
thirty-five  in  number,  and  delivers  them  a 
stirring  address.     One  more  day  and  one 
more  night  brought  them  to  the  Sabbath. 
Divine  service  was  devoutly  engaged  in,  and 
Lott  Gary,  a  self-liberated  negro,  and  an  ex- 
perienced preacher,  gave  them  a  most  afiect- 
ing  sermon,  having  reference  to  the  peculi- 
arity and  solemnity  of  the  circumstances  un- 
der which  they  met.     Service  is  scarcely 
over,  when  a  scout  runs  into  the  settlement 
to  inform  them  that    the  enemy  is  cross- 
ing   the  Mesurado    river.      They  encamp 
about  half  a  mile  west  of  the  fortifications. 
Mr.  Ashmun  now  gave  minute  instructions 
to  all  his  men ;  stationed  the  guards  at  their 
rsspective  posts — where  they  were  to  remain 


till  sunrise — and  retired  to  rest.  The  next 
morning,  the  guards  at  the  western  post  left 
it  at  day-datoning,  instead  of  at  Munrisey  as 
the  order  ran,  and  consequently  before  the 
fresh  guards  were  ready  to  take  their  places. 
Of  this  unguarded  moment  the  eagle-eyed 
foe  took  prompt  advantage,  and  making  a 
rush  at  the  post,  took  it.  Notwithstanding 
the  confusion  and  loss  consequent  upon 
this  misapprehension,  the  garrison  were  soon 
in  readiness  to  meet  their  assailants.  Under 
the  direction  of  Ashmun  and  Cary,  two  of 
the  cannon,   double-shotted  with    ball  and 

frape,  are  made  to  bear  upon  the  invaders, 
he  first  round  does  fearful  execution,  and 
the  enemy,  panic- struck,  recoil.  They  re- 
peat it,  and  following  up  their  advantage 
soon  regain  their  lost  post.  Now  directing 
their  cannon  along  the  whole  of  the  enemy's 
line,  every  discharge  boomed  with  the  death- 
knell  of  the  foe.  Elijah  Johnson  at  this  mo- 
ment passes  with  a  few  musketeers  to  the 
enemy's  flank,  and  puts  them  in  complete 
disorder.  Then  such  a  yell,  as  none  but  sav- 
ages can  utter,  resounds  through  the  forest, 
as  the  defeated  fall  back  into  their  impene- 
trable recesses.  The  day  is  won  !  the  action 
having  lasted  only  thirty  minutes,  and  about 
one-half  of  the  thirty- five  men  having  been 
engaged.  At  nine  o'clock,  orders  are  issued 
to  contract  the  lines,  leaving  out  a  fourth 
part  of  the  houses ;  for  it  was  impossible  to 
say  how  soon  they  might  be  called  upon  to 
withstand  another  attack. 

Nearly  a  month  passed  away,  amid  diffi- 
culties and  apprehensions  of  the  most  alarm- 
ing nature.  At  the  end  of  that  time  it  be- 
came evident  that  another  onset  was  about 
to  be  made.  "  We  must  make  God  our 
trust,"  said  Ashmun,  "and  wait  his  deliver- 
ance, or  lay  our  bones  on  Cape  Mesurado." 
The  enemy  was  continually  prowling  in  the 
neighborhood,  and  on  the  2d  of  December 
a  brisk  fire  was  suddenly  opened  on  the 
western  post.  It  was  promptly  returned  by 
the  cannon,  with  terrible  effect.  The  assail- 
ants fell  back.  A  second  attempt  is  made 
to  reach  the  post,  and  again  they  are  repuls- 
ed. And  a  third,  with  Tike  result.  At  the 
eastern  post,  four  similar  assaults  were  made, 
but  the  two-gun  battery,  with  its  rapid  and 
"  pernicious  fire,"  sent  the  invaders  tumbling 
over  their  dead  and  dying,  in  a  precipitate 
retreat.  After  an  hour  and  a  half  of  sharp 
and  determined  battle,  the  savages  proclaim- 
ed their  own  defeat  with  a  furious  yell,  pan- 
ic-struck that  such  a  handful  of  men  should 
overpower  them  who  had  mustered  by  hun- 
dreds and  thousands.    In  this  conflict  oulf 
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one  settler  was  killed,  though  several  were 
wounded. 

The  neighhoring  kings  were  not  lon^  be- 
fore they  heard  of  the  valor  and  skill  of  the 
new  settlers,  and  a  conviction  rapidly  gained 
ground  among  the  natives  that  it  would  be 
to  their  own  interest  to  make  friends  with 
them  as  soon  as  possible.  Accordingly  we 
hear  no  more  of  fighting  in  the  neighborhood 
of  Mesurado  from  that  day  to  this. 

No  more  of  fighting.  On  the  following 
night,  however,  the  guards  thought  they 
heard  a  rustling  among  the  trees,  and  some 
few  random  shots  were  fired,  and  one  cannon 
sent  its  thunder  in  the  direction  of  imagined 
danger.  Happily  it  proved  a  false  alarm. 
But  another  enemy,  and  a  real  one  too,  in 
the  form  of  famine,  had  been  staring  them 
in  the  face  for  some  time.  Ammunition  had 
almost  failed ;  and  it  seemed  a  grievous  thing 
that  any  of  it  should  be  expended  on  phan- 
tom dangers.  Poor  fellows !  they  no  doubt 
said  or  thought  "all  these  things  were  against 
them.*'  There  was  one  of  old  thought  so, 
just  at  the  very  moment  when  the  Almighty 
was  about  to  show  that  all  was  for  him. 

That  midaight  cannon- thunder  echoed  far 
and  wide,  and,  amongst  other  things,  fell  on 
the  ears  of  a  ship's  crew  just  then  passing 
the  Cape.  Lest  it  should  be  a  signal  of  dis- 
tress, the  captain  landed.  Sympathizing 
heartily  with  the  brave  settlers  as  they  nar- 
rated their  adventures,  he  rendered  them 
timely  aid,  and  brought  to  them  Mr.  Laing, 
the  African  traveller,  who  was  then  in  the 
ship.  Mr.  Laing  used  his  influence  with  the 
native  chiefs  to  secure  a  treaty  of  peace,  in- 
to which  by  this  time  they  were  only  too  glad 
to  enter. 

In  the  spring  of  1823,  Dr.  Ayres  returned 
from  the  United  States,  bringing  with  him 
fresh  supplies.  Henceforward,  we  find  the 
colonists  struggling  with  difficulties,  but 
struggling  successfully :  occasionally  engag- 
ed in  skirmishes  with  some  of  the  tribes 
from  the  interior,  or  with  those  with  whom 
they  came  in  contact  as  they  extended  their 
boundaries  along  the  coast,  but  mostly  com- 
ing off  victorious ;  and  gradually  surround- 
ing themselves  with  the  comforts  and  immu- 
nities of  civilized  life. 

The  name  of  Liberia  (the  land  of  the  free) 
was  given  to  the  colony  in  1823  by  the  Sen- 
ate at  Washington,  and  that  of  Monrovia  was 
given  to  the  first  settlement  in  honor  of  the 
president,  Monroe,  who  had  taken  a  warm 
interest  in  the  enterprise  from  the  first 

About  the  year  1839,  the  settlements  had 
10  far  increased  in  number  as  sometimes  to 


occasion  mutual  embarrassments  to  each 
other's  proceedings,  when  it  was  deemed  de- 
sirable to  unite  them  all  under  one  constitu- 
tion, and  so  prepare  the  settlers  still  further 
for  self-government  and  the  duties  of  inde- 
pendent sovereignty.  A  constitution  was 
drawn  up  by  a  committee  consisting  of  four 
individuals,  appointed  by  the  Colonizatioa 
Society.  It  enacted,  among  other  things, 
"  that  the  legislature  should  be  vested  in  a 
governor  and  council  of  Liberia ;  the  council 
consisting  of  representatives  elected  by  the 
different  settlements,  and  ten  others  from  the 
two  counties  into  which  the  colony  was  di- 
vided :  that  there  should  be  no  slavery  in 
the  commonwealth:  that  the  right  of  trial 
by  jury  should  be  inviolate :  that  every  male 
citizen  of  the  age  of  twenty- one  should  have 
the  right  of  suffrage :  and  that  all  elections 
should  be  by  ballot."  This  step  was  an  im- 
portant one  in  the  history  of  Liberia;  it 
conduced  greatly  to  her  immediate  interests, 
and  from  that  time  she  made  rapid  advances, 
till  she  found  herself  in  a  position  to  claim 
her  independence. 

To  seek  an  independent  sovereignty,  the 
Liberians  were  driven  as  much  by  necessity 
as  by  desire.  Disputes  would  frequently, 
arise  between  the  officers  acting  under  the 
Governor  of  Liberia  and  traders  entering  the 
Liberian  ports,  respecting  the  duties  on  goods 
imported  to  the  colony,  and  other  matters  of 
like  nature.  In  the  arbitration  of  such 
questions,  it  was  difficult  to  find  the  ground 
on  which  the  differing  parties  could  meet 
each  other.  The  Colonization  Society  were 
a  company  of  private  individuals,  and,  there- 
fore, it  was  not  competent  for  them  to  enter 
into  negotiations  with  the  British  or  any 
other  government.  The  United  States  could 
not  appeal  on  behalf  of  Liberia,  inasmuch 
as  Liberia  was  not  properly  an  American 
colony.  Nor  could  Liberia  enter  into  diplo- 
matic relations  wiih  established  governments 
on  her  own  behalf,  for  her  sovereignty  was 
not  recognized.  Hence,  the  necessity  of  an- 
other change  in  her  government,  which  was 
ai  length  decided  on. 

That  change,  though  a  highly  important 
one,  was  effected  without  much  difficulty. 
The  colonists  had  none  to  consult  in  the  mat- 
ter but  themselves.  They  probably  knew 
that  the  governments  with  which  they  were 
most  closely  connected  were  favorable  to 
their  independence,  or,  at  least,  would  offer 
no  obstacle  to  their  claiming  it.  Certain  it 
was  that  England  and  America  had  always 
regarded  them  with  emotions  that  might  be 
regarded  as  paternal  rather  than  otherwise. 
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Accordingly,  in  the  year  1847,  tbeir  Decla- 
ration of  Independence  was  published.  It 
was  a  manly  and  digni6ed  production,  and 
was  in  itself  sufficient  to  show  how  thorough- 
ly imbued  its  compilers  were  with  those 
principles  without  whiok  no  people  can  be 
really  free,  but  with  which  any  people  may 
be  safely  made  so.  It  wound  up  with  an 
explicit  statement  of  the  articles  of  the  new 
constitution,  the  fourth  of  which  was,  "  that 
there  shall  be  no  slavery  in  this  republic ; 
nor  shall  any  citizen  or  any  person  resident 
therein  deal  in  slaves,  either  within  or  with- 
oat  its  bounds,"  thus  rising  superior  in  one 
point  at  least  to  its  parent  model. 

As  it  was  owing,  in  a  sreat  measure,  to 
the  abilities  of  Qovernor  Hoberts  that  the 
republic  was  thus  successfully  established, 
he  was  elected  its  first  president;  shortly 
after  which  election*  he  visited  America, 
England,  France,  and  Belgium,  in  order  to 
obtain  from  their  respective  governments  an 
acknowledgment  of  the  independence  and 
sovereignty  of  Liberia.  He  was  courteously 
received  in  all  these  places,  and,  after  a  little 
hesitation  on  the  part  of  England  and  Ameri- 
ca, Liberia  was  recognized  by  them  as  an  in- 
dependent republic. 

Thus,  then,  we  have  traced  the  progress 
of  Liberia  from  its  first  small  beginnings  to 
the  proud  position  which  it  now  occupies 
among  the  nations.  We  will  conclude  this 
article  by  briefly  summing  up  its  present 
physical  and  political  characteristics. 

rhysically,  its  advantages  are  very  great. 
It  possesses  a  coast  line  nearly  500  miles  in 
extent;  reaching  from  the  Sherbro  River  on 
.  the  north-west,  to  Cape  Palmas  on  the  south- 
east. From  the  coast  towards  the  interior 
the  land  gradually  rises,  thus  aflfordinfir  every 
ficility  for  effective  drainage  and  irrigation. 
Several  rivers,  but  none  very  large,  run 
through  the  territory,  and  empty  themselves 
into  the  Atlantic ;  the  Sherbar,  Pissou,  St. 
Paul's,  Mesurado,  St.  John's,  and  the  Sesters 
are  amongst  the  principal.  A  little  below 
tbe  mouth  of  St.  John's  is  a  beautiful  "  cove/' 


to  which  the  attention  of  seamen  has  recently 
been  called  by  an  article  in  the  "  Nautical 
Magazine,"  which  states  that  "  it  b  one  of 
the  very  best  harbors  on  that  long  line  of 
coast."  It  is  called  Bassa  Cove,  ^e  deep 
surface  soil  of  Liberia  is  rich  and  fertile  in 
the  extreme  ;  producing,  naturally,  palm  oil, 
dye-woods,  gums  and  spices ;  while  it  is  ca- 
pable of  being  easily  cultivated  so  as  to  yield 
sugar,  cotton,  coffee,  and  almost  every  other 
kind  of  vegetable  usually  found  either  in 
temperate  or  torrid  zones.  Ivory,  gold-dust, 
and  timber-trees  abound. 

Politically,  its  prosperity  is  astonishing. 
No  less  than  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  peo- 
ple are  now  enjoying  all  the  advantages  of  a 
regular  government :  not  above  six  or  seven 
thousand  of  which  are  of  American  origin, 
the  rest  consisting  of  the  population  of  neigh- 
boring states,  whose  cniefs  have  requested 
that  their  territories  might  be  incorporated 
with  those  of  the  new  republic  ;  so  obvious, 
even  to  savages,  are  the  benefits  of  a  wise 
constitution.  But,  better  than  all,  it  is  the 
attractiveness  of  the  Christian  religion  which 
forms  the  chief  ground  on  which  these  hea- 
then tribes  seek  the  friendship  of  their  more 
enlifliitened  neighbors.  Several  towns  and 
settlements  have  sprung  up  in  a  very  short 
space  of  time.  Among  them  may  be  men- 
tioned, Monrovia,  Millsburgh,  Edina,  Port 
Cresson,  Caldwell,  New  Qeorgia,  Hedington, 
Robertsville,  Bexley,  Bassa  Cove,  <&c.,  most 
of  which  have  been  named  in  honor  of  some 
of  the  more  eminent  friends  and  patrons  of 
the  republic.  Places  of  worship,  mission 
stations,  shools  and  other  educational  estab- 
lishments, are  rapidly  increasing  both  in 
number  and  efficiency;  so  that,  whatever 
may  have  been  the  doubts  and  misgivings  of 
the  friends  of  Liberia  in  former  days,  the  time 
has  now  arrived  when  the  promoters  of  free- 
dom and  progress  may  look  with  confidence 
to  this  country  for  an  exemplification  of  what 
the  negro  can  become,  and  of  the  safety  with 
which  he  can  be  intrusted  with  the  manage- 
ment of  his  own  affairs. 
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Some  people  are  led  to  suppose,  that  the 
long  line  of  bards  who  have  cast  a  1  ustre  on 
the  world's  course  will  soon  become  extinct : 
that  the  genius  of  poetry  is  about  to  plume 
his  golden  wings,  and  leave  us  for  a  brighter 
sphere.  They  think  that  the  divine  art  rose 
in  those  magnificent  productions,  fragments 
of  which  have  come  down  to  us,  snatched 
from  the  spoils  of  time ;  that  it  continued 
until  it  had  reached  its  meridian  splendor ; 
that  the  galaxy  of  poets  of  the  last  age  was 
the  purple  pomp  of  its  departing  glory  ;  and 
that  the  sons  of  song  who  adorn  the  present 
day  are  but  the  rainbow  hues  which  hover 
for  awhile  above  the  sunken  luminary,  and 
then  fade  away  into  the  dusky  twilight.  But 
we  feel  assured  that,  while  there  is  a  rainbow 
in  the  cloud,  a  star  in  the  sky,  or  a  blade  of 
grass  on  the  everlasting  hills,  there  will  be  a 
poet  to  hold  mysterious  commune  with  cre- 
ation, and  to  point  from  **  Nature  up  to  Na- 
ture's God  :"  that  while  in  this  yiotld  of  ours 
there  is  a  smile  of  joy  or  a  tear  of  woe,  a  holy 
love  or  a  heavenward  aspiration,  a  shattered 
hope  or  a  buried  flower,  there  will  be  a  poet 
to  encourage  suffering  virtue,  to  fire  flagging 
zeal,  to  denounce  the  proud  oppressor,  to  as- 
sist the  trampled  slave,  and  to  hymn  in  pro- 
phetic strains  the  paean  of  a  renovated  earth. 

We  have  been  led  to  make  these  prelimi- 
nary remarks  by  the  book  which  is  the  prin- 
cipal subject  of  our  present  paper :  and  we 
conceive  "  Festus"  to  be,  not  only  a  trium- 
phant vindication  of  the  permanence  of 
poetry,  but  also  essentially  the  poem  of  the 
age.  The  author  is  eminently  catholic  in  his 
spirit :  he  stands,  as  it  were,  "  in  the  sun,  and 
with  no  partial  gaze  views  all  creation."  The 
rolling  world,  with  all  its  varied  features,  its 
mighty  mountains  and  frowning  forests,  its 
verdant  vales  and  sunny  slopes,  the  melody 
of  its  woods,  and  winds,  and  waters,  and  the 
ten  thousand  diversities  of  loveliness  which 
flash  from  its  every  recess,  all  minister  to  him. 
Lightning  and  tempest,  hurricane  and  whirl- 
wind, earthquake  and  volcano,  war,  famine, 
and  wind- walking  pestilence  are  obedient  to 
%y.    The  powers,  passions,  prejudices 


of  mankind ;  love,  hope,  madness,  exultation, 
despair  ;  the  past,  the  present,  the  future; 
Paradise  and  Pandemonium  are  subject  to 
his  scrutiny ;  he  "  exhausts  old  worlds,  and 
then  imagines  new :" — 

"  Existence  sees  him  spam  her  bounded  reign. 
And  panting  time  toils  after  him  in  vain." .  *^^ 

We  feel,  while  reading  this  book,  like  a  mn 
gazing  upon  the  midnight  heavens,  or  wa^i^ 
dering  in  a  wilderness  of  sweets — scarce 
knowing  where  to  begin,  or  how  to  analyze ; 
our  remarks,  therefore,  must  be,  like  the  flight 
of  the  draffon  fly>  somewhat  discursive. 

"Festus  '  is  essentially  a  true  and  an  ear- 
nest book:  the  author's  existence  has  not 
passed  like  a  summer  zephyr,  fitted  merely  to 
''float  among  the  lily  bells,  and  ruffle  the 
rose :"— life,  in  all  its  awful  reality,  in  all  its 
labyrinthine  mazes,  in  all  its  ebb  and  flow  of 
passion,  in  all  its  hidden  meaning,  has  been 
written  on  his  heart  in  characters  of  fire.  He 
speaks  of  **  youth  as  passionate  genius,  with 
all  its  flights  and  follies ;"  he  unfolds  for  ua 
the  human  soul,  "  the  sphinx-like  heart  con- 
sistent in  its  inconsistency  — the  powers  thera- 
in  contending  for  mastery — the  world  witch- 
ing, the  flesh  fascinating,  the  devil  dazzling 
but  to  destroy — now  high  up  in  its  aspira- 
tions after  the  Eternal ;  now  back  again  to 
earth,  basking  in  the  beauty  of  her  smile,  and 
caring  naught  for  fate  or  for  the  futui^. 
Festus  is  a  type  of  mankind,  but  he  is  no  or- 
dinary mortal:  vulgar  temptations  have  no 
power  upon  him ;  the  lures  which  suffice  to 
lead  off  secondary  natures  are  as  feeble  to 
fetter  him  as  the  green  withes  to  Sampson ; 
but  love  is  the  master- passion  of  his  soul — a 
potent  spirit  which  he  cannot  baffle ;  and 
when  she  flings  her  chains  of  flowers  about 
him,  he  cannot  choose  but  follow.  The  love 
of  Festus  is  not  that  phase  of  the  passion 
which  we  find  possessed  by  those  individuals 
who  can  sit  down  calmly  and  state  the  mat- 
ter to  themselves,  balancing  each  considera- 
tion pro.  and  con.  with  the  niceness  of  a 
banker  or  a  bullion  merchant,  and  letting 
their  decision  be  regulated  by  the  turning  of 
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•  seale.  Neitber  is  it  tbe  gbastly  phantom 
which  personates  God's  image,  and  leads  its 
TOtaries  on  to  death  and  madness.  No — 
it  is  a  pare  and  spiritual  passion,  reared  like 
the  rainbow  pnrtlv  in  hea?en  and  partly  on 
earth,  and  sabsistmg  as  a  conoecting  link  be- 
tween the  two :  it  is  that  intense  perception 
of  the  loveliness  of  woman  which  none  but  a 
poetical  imagination  can  conceive ;  it  is  the 
rejoicing  of  me  nature  when  "  something  in 
OS  says.  Come  let  us  worship  beauty !" — it  is 
the  enthusiastic  pilgrimage  of  the  devotee  to 
the  shrine  where  he  fondly  deems  he  shall 
meet  with  a  divinity,  and  where  he  hopes  to 
shadow  himself,  although  it  be  all  silently  as 
sits  the  brooding  dove.  It  is  a  passion  which 
now  "  tears  the  sea-like  soul  up  by  the  roots, 
and  lashes  it  in  scorn  a^nst  the  skies ;"  and 
now  passes  off  as  gently  as  the  last  lines  of 
sunset  or  the  lingering  close  of  a  lovely 
melodv.  It  is  of  necessity  imperfect,  che- 
quered like  the  greensward  with  sunbeams 
and  shadows  of  the  clouds ;  overshootinc^  its 
mark  by  the  headlong  haste  with  which  it 
draws  the  bow ;  forgetful  of  the  past  and  fu- 
ture— conscious  only  of  the  present ;  prompt- 
ing in  its  fiery  flight,  acts,  words,  and  feelings 
which  the  Tempter  brings  up  like  grim  phan- 
toms when  the  spent  soul  pauses  to  reflect.  A 
passion  like  the  ^reat  heaven  overhead,  which, 
however  dimmed  by  clouds  and  fired  by  light- 
ning, retains  in  storm  and  calm  its  own  pure 
atainless  majesty,  and  shines  out  clear  at  last. 

Our  author  does  not  create  for  his  readers 
an  Arcadian  scene  of  delicious  sights  and 
sounds,  where  time  is  counted  by  golden 
sands,  and  the  days  pass  off  to  the  sound  of 
moonlight  music.     He  looks  upon  the  world 
as  it  is,  and  presents  it  to  us  in  its  veritable 
aspect :  he  sees  the  good  within  it,  and  loves 
it  though  the  brand  of  sin  be  on  its  brow. 
He  would  not  have  earth's  terrible  magnifi- 
cence and  rugffed  grandeur  melted  down  into 
forms  of  the  fairest  fashioning  and  most  sym- 
metrical proportions.     He  would  not  have 
the  ocean  ever  calm,  the  skies  ever  blue,  and 
the  hills  and  valleys  ever  steeped  in  sunlight : 
for  to  him  "terror  hath  a  beauty  even  as 
mildness ;"  and  he  loves  to  walk  abroad  when 
the  spirit  of  the  storm  is  aroused,  and  "  vol- 
leys all  his  arrows  off  at  once ;"  when  the 
thunder  booms  heavily  along  the  arch  of 
heaven ;  and  the  stem  strife  and  wild  warfare 
of  the  elements  reveal  to  him  Nature  in  all 
her  g^ndeur  and  sublimity.     And  as  in  the 
physical,  so  in  the  spiritual  universe.     He 
finds  matter  for  elevation  and  improvement 
in  the  ebb  and  flow  of  tempestuous  passions, 
when  sorrow  sweeps  across  the  soul,  and 
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crests  its  every  wave  with  foam ;  when  love 
and  woe  are  "ravelled  and  twined  together  into 
madness ;"  in  blighted  hopes  and  severed  af- 
fections, and  heart-breaking  farewells ;  in  the 
voices  of  the  distant  and  the  dead;  and  in  the 
memory  of  seasons  of  happiness  which  are 
gone,  not  forgotten — past,  not  lost.  He  does 
not  ignore  the  existence  of  sin,  and  vice,  and 
crime,  but  he  seeks  to  show  their  meaning 
and  their  mission,  their  cause  and  conse- 
quence. He  discerns  the  Deity  not  only  in 
the  fountains  and  the  flowers,  the  woods,  the 
waters,  the  nodding  pines,  and  the  still  stars 
of  heaven ;  but  also  in  the  revolutions  of  hu- 
manitVy  the  varied  aspects  of  mankind,  where- 
ever  found.  He  deems  religion  to  bo  faith 
in  .God  and  a  noble  life,  a  high  intent,  a  firm 
resolve,  a  calm  reliance  on  the  Universal  King ; 
a  love  serene  and  holy,  rufiled  not  in  weal  or 
woe ;  undaunted  and  undazzled  alike  in  storm 
and  calm,  in  life  and  death.  He  sees,  and 
strives  to  help,  the  feeble  ray  of  light  which 
glances  with  a  fitful  and  inconstant  flame 
among  the  ruins  of  the  sin-bound  soul ;  deems 
that  every  aspiration,  every  struggle  of  the 
spirit,  every  attempt,  however  abortive,  after 
excellence,  is  the  divinity  in  man,  which,  spite 
of  opposing  elements,  shall  burn  up  all  its 
foes,  and  stand  revealed  at  last,  pure  and 
high.  He  bids  us  "  think  on  noble  deeds 
and  thoughts  ever,  count  o'er  the  rosary  of 
truth,  and  practise  precepts  which  are  proven 
wise."  He  admires  the  beautiful,  wherever 
found,  and  bids  us  look  through  all  to  God  ; 
and  blesses  him  who  gave  the  soul  such 
boundless  powers,  and  winged  it  for  such  a 
flight.  He  reverences  great  men  of  every 
clime  and  creed,  and  asks  not  so  much  what 
they  believed,  as  what  they  did.  He  teaches 
us  that  truth  shall  live  and  be  triumphant 
thouffh  the  world  withstand ;  that  empires 
and  dynasties  arise  and  fall  as  they  are  needed 
or  their  mission  done ;  and  that  the  world 
rolls  onward  to  its  final  goal  in  blood  and 
darkness,  and  in  calm  and  peace — growing 
wiser  by  every  circuit  round  the  sun. 

The  book  has  no  regular  plot,  but  ranges 
life-like  over  a  wide  surface,  and  presents 
situations  of  the  most  striking  contrast.  We 
have  scenes  in  heaven  followed  by  scenes  on 
earth,  in  the  air,  in  the  planets,  in  pandemo- 
nium ;  scenes  of  passionate  love  side  by  side 
with  those  of  spiritual  worship  and  of  solitary 
meditation^  Noble  resolutions  and  stern  con- 
temnings  of  the  vanities  of  life  are  succeeded 
by  feasts  and  follies,  and  the  careless  g  liety 
of  one  who  seems  resolved  to  sound  the 
depths  of  pleasure,  and  if  life  be  a  burden, 
*'  to  do  his  best  to  make  ti  but  the  burd 
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a  song/'  We  have  sublime  discoursings, 
elaborate  arguments,  descriptions  of  external 
nature  and  internal  passion,  instinct  witb  tbe 
divinest  poetry  ;  and  as  foils  to  tbese  we  find 
*' quips  and  quiddities/'  verses  irresistibly 
comic,  pages  garlanded  with  the  gayest 
wreaths  that  ever  decorated  joyous  festival, 
bursting  around  us  like  a  shower  of  fire- 
works>  and  sometimes  passing  off  into  abso- 
lute absurdity. 

We  are  very  much  struck  with  our  author's 
conception  of  Lucifer ;  it  is  the  finest  imper- 
sonation of  evil  with  which  we  are  acquainted. 
He  is  represented  as  adapting  himself  to  all 
classes  of  society,  and  as  being  present,  how- 
ever well  disguised,  in  every  phase  of  life. 
He  muses  with  the  meditative  soul  over 
tombstones  and  ruined  temples ;  he  unfolds 
for  those  who  thirst  after  knowledge,  the  re- 
cords of  antiquity,  and  the  mysteries  of  sci- 
ence ;  with  the  gay  he  his  a  dashing,  sparkling, 
boon- companion,  and  his  presence  irradiates 
the  festive  circle  as  a  fire-fly  the  eastern 
heaven ;  with  those  "  whose  bliss,  whose  woe, 
whose  life,  whose  all  is  love,"  he  is  the  im- 
passioned admirer,  whose  words  are  dipped 
in  honey  dew,  and  feathered  with  celestial 
fancies.  And  then  the  work  complete,  the 
soul  seduced  and  standing  on  the  portals  of 
eternity,  the  tempter  drops  his  mask,  and 
with  a  bitter  lau^h  taunts  his  poor  victim, 
declares  he  shall  be  damned,  "  and  has  but 
served  the  purpose  of  the  fiend."  He  knows 
his  mission,  and  steadily  he  works  it  out, 
though  like  the  lightning  it  be  "  but  to  blind 
and  slay."  He  feels  himself,  with  all  his 
power,  only  a  permission  of  the  Infinite,  a 
thread  in  the  loom  of  destiny ;  and  so  he 
carries  on  his  schemes,  conscious  that  he 
strives  against  Omnipotence,  and  that  his  orbit 
is  as  fixed  and  fated  as  the  everlasting  stars. 

The  sole  aim  of  the  book  is  God  the  Father's 
glory,  and  an  attempt  to  justify  his  ways  to 
man.  Whether  our  author's  theory  be  cor- 
rect or  not,  we  shall  not  here  pronounce,  but 
we  must  admit  that  he  has  shadowed  forth 
the  perfections  of  the  Deity  as  completely  as 
the  nature  of  the  subject  will  admit.  The 
love  to  God  is  brought  out  in  vivid  contrast 
with  the  love  of  man : — the  latter  flashing  out 
by  fits,  rapid,  irregular,  of  the  earth  earthy ; 
the  former  ever  resting  high  and  calm  above 
it,  ''as  the  stars  o'er  thunder:"  the  latter 
heaven-bom  and  heaven- bound,  but  sheathed 
like  the  lightning  in  a  cloud,  having  to  strug- 
gle upward,  losing  itself  in  many  a  devious 
wandering,  and  dimming  its  lustre  by  many  a 
dark  descent ;  the  former  boundless  and  ex- 
haustless,  bending  compassionately  over  its 


feeble  offspring,  and  ever  lifting  and  allying 
them  with  itself. 

Respecting  the  poetry  of  "Festos"  we 
cannot  speak  too  hiffhly — the  magic  of 
Bailey's  verse  is  perfectly  astonishing.  We 
find  frequently  long  sweeping  passages  which 
carry  the  reader  out  of  nimself,  as  it  were 
on  the  wings  of  a  whirlwind;  wave  suc- 
ceeding wave  with  marvellous  rapidity,  and 
still  the  climax  is  deferred,  still  the  poet 
pauses  not,  and  flags  not  to  the  final  close, 
then  leaves  behind  "  a  rocking  and  a  ringing, 
glorious  and  momentary  madness,  might  it 
last,  and  close  the  soul  with  heaven  as  with 
a  seal." 

Images  gathered  from  the  four  winda, 
from  every  science  physical  and  psychical, 
are  flung  down  as  lavishly  as  sunbeams  at 
the  opening  morn,  or  fire-hued  leaves  when 
Autumn  sweeps  across  the  trees.  Here  is 
no  hoarding  of  wealth,  no  dexterous  ar- 
rangement of  similes  to  the  best  advantage ; 
but  every  turn  reminds  us  of  the  lavish 
pomp  and  princely  splendor  which  adorned 
the  golden  prime  of  good  Haroun  Alraschid. 
And  there  are  little  quiet  home  scenes  and 
home  feelings  springing  up  ever  and  anon,  as 
it  were  by  the  way,  like  wild  violets,  doubly 
sweet  on  account  of  their  unexpected  ap- 
pearance and  retiring  beauty.  And  there 
are  powerful  appeals,  soul-stirring  senti- 
ments, wisdom  of  world-wide  significance^ 
condensed  like  the  thunderbolt  into  the 
smallest  possible  compass,  and  left  to  make 
their  way  and  produce  their  impression  by 
their  own  intrinsic  power. 

**  Festus"  is  a  book  of  too  high  an  order 
to  be  popular  with  the  masses ;  too  ethereal 
to  find  favor  with  the  votaries  of  sense ;  but 
it  commends  itself  to  those  to  whom  it  has 
been  given  to  read  the  mystic  meaning  of  ibe 
universe  and  the  ''  star-written  prophecies 
of  heaven."  It  numbers  those  among  its 
followers  who,  in  an  age  of  mammon-worship, 
have  not  bowed  the  knee  to  Baal,  those  who 
will  not  join  in  celebrating  the  sacrifice  of  all 
things  pure  and  holy  to  the  idol  self.  Its 
friends  are  the  ardent,  the  generous,  the  en- 
thusiastic ;  the  souls  that  feed  on  beauty,  as 
the  flowers  on  dew  ;  the  hearts  that  hallow 
themselves  by  intercourse  with  nature ;  the 
minds  that  struggle  upward,  and  for  ever 
seek  to  sun  themselves  at  the  Fount  of 
light. 

Reader!  has  the  world  ever  seemed  to 
thee  but  a  waste  wilderness  of  woe  and  sin  ? 
hast  thou  been  gifted  with  a  poetical  imagi- 
nation, and  forced  by  circumstances  to  take 
an  active  part  in  the  stern  battle  of  life? 
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bast  thou  felt  sick  at  heart,  perceiving  that 
thy  path  was  uncongenial,  thy  companions 
unsympathizing,  thy  strength  unequal  to  the 
strife  ?  Hast  thou  been  tempted  to  fling 
away  ihy  high  resolves,  thy  finer  feelings;  to 
"shed  thy  shining  wings/'  and  to  become 
an  earthlin^  ?  Look  up  and  hope,  our  poet 
tells  thee ;  Keep  true  to  the  dream  of  thy 
youth ;  gladden  thyself  with  the  \  right  spots 
of  humanity  glinting  out  like  glow-worms 
ever  and  anon  ;  let  thy  **  soul  have  a  look 
toathward,  and  be  open  to  the  whole  noon 
of  nature ;"  use  the  talent  that  is  given  thee  ; 
do  thy  best  to  elevate  thy  fellow-men,  and 
raise  their  spirits  skyward ;  and  in  so  doing 
thou  shalt  be  blest. 

Hast  thou  been  doomed  to  stand  with  all 
thy  household  gods  shivered  around  thee — 
to  see  thy  brilliant  prospects  fade  away  like 
fire-flies,  and  the  gray  dawn  rise  upon  thee 
cold  and  comfortless?    Does  the   funeral- 
bell  strike  up  a  mournful  echo  in  thy  soul, 
telling  thee  in  slow,  sad  murmurs   of  the 
loved  and  lost?     Does  the' eventide  awaken 
wildering  recollections  of  the  past,  when  the 
flush  of  morning  was  upon  thee,  and  a  guid- 
ing star  beaconed  thee  to  a  brilliant  future — 
a  star  that  died  upon  the  blue  of  heaven,  a 
future  that  shall  never  come  ?    Look  up  and 
hope,  our  poet  tells  thee ;  the  world  of  spirit 
hovers  round  the  world  of  sense,  the  nery 
ordeal  was  sent  to  serve  a  purpose,  the  burn- 
ing baptism  shall  be  a  blessing,  and  shall 
bnng  thee,  if  not  now,  yet  certainly  here- 
after, peace.    Art  thou  troubled  that  the 
still  firmament  of  faith  in  which  thou  wast 
wont  to  move  is  dimmed  ?    because    thy 
spiritual   vision  is  not  as  it  was ;   because 
thou  canst  only  now  and  then  catch  a  glimpse 
of  glory,  which   renders  doubly  dark  the 

gloom  which  surrounds  it?    Look  up  and 
ope,  our  poet  bids  thee  : — 

^  Time  tells  his  tale  by  shadows,  and  by  clouds 
The  wind  records  its  progress,  by  dark  doubts 
The  spirit  swiftening  on  its  heavenward  course." 

Seep  thine  eye  upward,  thy  path  onward, 
and  thou  shalt  yet 


"  Re-rise  from  ruin, 
High,  holy,  happy,  stainless  as  a'star. 
Imperishable  as  eternity." 

But  we  must  hasten  forward,  and  give  but 
one  glance  in  passing  to  the  "  Angel  World," 
our  author's  second  work,  which,   though 
different  in  style  and  expression  from  the 
first,  is  still  stamped  with  the  features  of  the 
same  mind  that  moulded  "Festus."    The 
one  reminds  us  of  the  sun  donning  his  crown 
of  light,  marching  in  majesty  through  the 
heavens,  illuminating  the  universe  with  the 
sparkles  of  his  eye,  and  setting  amid  the 
clouds  which  .have  been  accompaniments  of 
his  course,  and  are   the  ornaments  of  his 
close;   the  other  is  like  "a  night  of 'stars, 
wherein   the    memory  of    the    day   seems 
trembling  through  the  meditative  air."     The 
one  is  an  JSolian  harp,  wide  as  the  wel- 
kin, where  the   winds  come  and  go,  and 
make  wild   music;    the   other  is  a  silver 
symphony,  a  seraph  song,  a  moonlight  me- 
lody of  breeze  and  billow.    The  one  is  the 
battle  of  good  and  evil  related  by  an  actor  in 
the  drama,  who  has  come  off  from  the  contest 
with  scars  of  many  wounds  upon  him ;  the 
other  is  the  same  scene  described  by  the  shin- 
ing ones  that  walk  upon  the  golden  battle- 
ments, that  aid   the  wounded  warrior,  and 
crown  the  conqueror  with  wreaths  that  never 
fade. 

And  now  we  must  conclude  our  paper; 
pleasantly  have  we  sheltered  ourselves  awhile 
among  the  bowers  of  song,  and  refreshed  our 
spirits  by  this  temporary  sojourn  under  the 

{)alm- trees  in  the  desert.  We  love  dream- 
and  and  cloud-land,  which  are  the  true  and 
inner  life,  the  heaven  that  never  dims  the 
lustre  of  its  eye  ;  the  fount  that  never  fails  ; 
but  we  are  reminded  that  we  must  be  up, 
and  take  a  part  once  more  in  the  battle  and 
the  march.  We  go  with  a  heart  all  the 
stronger  and  a  courage  all  the  higher  for  our 
discourse  with  thee  of  Festus  and  his  wonder- 
world  of  song. 
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Thb  oracle  of   the  beautiful  sequestered 
little  hamlet  of  Ambermead,  was  an  old  gen- 
tleman of  unobtrusive  and  orderly  habits, 
whose  peculiar  taciturnity  had  obtained  for 
him  the  familiar  cognomen  of  Two  Words. 
Mr.  Canute,  alias  Two  Words,  dwelt  on  the 
outskirts  of  the  village,  tended  by  an  ancient 
housekeeper,  almost  as  chary  of  speech  as 
her  worthy  master.     It  was  surmised  that 
Mr.  Canute  had  seen  better  days  ;  but  though 
his  means  were  straitened,   his  heart  was 
large,  and  his  countenance  expressed  great 
benevolence.      Notwithstanding    the    brief 
mode  of  speech  which  characterized  him  on 
all  occasions,  the  advice  of  Mr.  Canute  was 
eagerly  sought  on  every  subject  whereon  it 
was  presumed   advice  could  be  pro6table; 
and  the  simple  rustics  of  Ambermead  per- 
haps valued  it  the  more,  because,  though 
delivered  without  -a  particle  of  pomposity, 
the  terseness  and  decision  of  the  words  ex- 
pen  ded,  left  an  indelible  impression,  which 
long  sermons  often  failed  to  convey.    Mr. 
Canute  lived  on  terms  of  intimacy  with  the 
family  at  the  old  Hall — an  intimacy  cement- 
ed by  early  association,  for  Mr.  Harwell  and 
Mr.  Canute  had  been  school-fellows ;  and 
when  a  painful  and  lingering  illness  attacked 
the  squire,  his  ancient  friend  and  crony  felt 
deep  anxiety  as  to  the  ultimate  fate  of  Mr. 
Harweirs  only  child,  the  good  and  lovely 
Clara  Harwell.     The  disease  was  an  incura- 
ble one  ;  though  the  suffering  might  be  pro- 
tracted, there  was  no  hope  of  ultimate  re- 
covery, and  an  air  of  gloom  reigned  over  the 
village  of  Ambermead,  where  once  the  sweet 
spring  and  summer  tide  brought  only  sport 
and  glee.     Ambermead  was  noted  for  a  pro- 
fusion of  rich  red  roses,  exhaling  delicious 
frasrrance ;  and  for  the  song  of  innumerable 
nightingales,  whose  harmonious  concerts  re- 
sounded amid  the  umbrageous  groves,  shel- 
tering the  hamlet  on  ev<*ry  side,  and  extend- 
ing beyond   the  old   Hall   of  Ambermead. 
But  now,  although   the  roses  bloomed  and 
the  birds  sang,  serious  faces  looked  from  the 
cottage  doors ;  and   while  the  younger  vil- 
lagers forgot  their  usual  pastimes,  the  elders 


conversed  apart  in  whispers/  always  direct- 
ing their  glances  towards  the  Hall,  as  if  the 
sufferer  within  those  thick  walls  could  be 
disturbed  by  their  conversation.    This  sym- 
pathy was  called  forth,  not  only  by  the  cir- 
cumstance of  Mr.  Harwell  being  their  an- 
cestral landlord,  the  last  of  an  impoverish- 
ed race,  but  from  his  always  having  lived 
among  them  as  a  friend  and  neighbor — ^re- 
spected as  a  superior,   and  beloved  as  an 
equal.    Their  knowledge  also  of  the  squire's 
decayed  fortunes ;  and  that,  on  his   death, 
the  fine  old  place  must  become  the  property 
of  a  stranger,  whom  rumor  did  not  report 
favorably  of — greatly  enhanced  the  concern 
of  these  hereditary  cultivators  of  the  soil ; 
and  many  bright  eyes  grew  dim  thinking  of 
poor  Miss  Clara,  who  would  so  soon  be  fa- 
therless, and  almost  penniless.     The  estate 
of  Ambermead  was  strictly  entailed  in  the 
male  line,  and  the  next  heir  was  of  distant 
kin  to  the  Har wells.     A  combination  of  mis- 
fortunes, and  no  doubt  an  imprudence  -  m 
years  long  by-gone,  had  reduced  the  present 
proprietor  to  the  verge  of  ruin,  from  which 
he  was  to  find  refuge  only  in  the  grave.     The 
Harwell  family  had  lived  for  centuries  in  Am- 
bermead.    They  seemed  so  much  to  belong 
to  their  poor  neighbors,  who  always  sym- 
pathized most  fully  in  all  the  joys  and  sor* 
rows  of  the  "Hall  folk,"  that  now,  when 
there  was  a  certain  prospect  of  losing  them 
for  ever  as  it  seemed,  the  parting  became 
more  than  a  common  one  between  landlord 
and  tenant,  between  rich  and  poor — ^it  was 
the  parting  of  endeared  friends. 

They  watched  and  waited  for  Mr.  Canute 
passing  to  and  fro,  as  he  did  every  day,  and 
more  than  once  a  day ;  and  on  his  two 
words  they  hung,  as  if  life  or  death  were  in- 
volved in  that  short  bulletin. 

"  How  is  the  squire  to-day  ?"  said  one. 

"  No  better,"  replied  Mr.  Canute  mildly, 
without  stopping. 

"  And  how's  Miss  Clara  ?"  inquired  an- 
other with  deep  pity  in  his  looks. 

"Very  patient,  responded  the  old  man,  still 
movbg  slowly  on  with  the  aid  of  his  stout  staff  . 
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'*  Patient  1"  repeated  seyeral  voices  when 
he  was  out  of  hearing.  "  Yes,  yes,  patient 
enough ;  and  Master  Canute  means  a  deal 
when  he  says  patient.  Bless  her  young 
sweet  face!  there's  patience  in  it  if  ever 
there  was  in  mortal's. 

Mr.  Canute's  patience  was  sorely  taxed 
hy  questioning  at  all  hours  ;  he  was  waylaid 
first  by  one,  then  by  another,  on  his  way 
from  bis  own  cottage  to  the  Hall,  but  with 
unfailing  good-nature  and  promptitude,  he 
hiFariaUy  satisfied  the  aflfectionate  solicitude 
of  his  humble  neighbors — in  hb  own  quaint 
way,  certainly — never  wasting  words,  yet 
perfectly  understood. 

The  summer-tide  was  waning  into  autumn, 
and  the  squire  of  Ambermead  faded  more 
gradually  than  autumn  leaves,  when  late  one 
evening  a  wayfarer  stopped  at  Mr.  Canute's 
cottage,  which  was  on  the  roadside,  and  re- 
quested permission  to  rest,  asking  for  a 
oraught  of  water  from  the  well  before  the 
porch. 

"  Most  welcome,'*  said  Two  Words,  scan- 
ning the  stranger,  and  pleased  with  his  ap- 
pearance, for  youth  and  an  agreeable  coun- 
tenance are  sure  passports;  perhaps,  too, 
Mr.  Canute  discerned  gentle  breeding  in  his 
gnest,  despite  travel-soiled  habiliments,  and 
a  dash  of  habitual  recklessness  in  his  air. 
At  any  rate,  the  welcome  was  heartily  given, 
and  as  heartily  responded  to;  and  when 
Kr.  Canute  left  his  dwelling,  in  order  to  pay 
lin  usual  evening  visit  at  the  Hall,  he  mere- 
ly aaid,  addressing  his  young  visitor :  "  Soon 
Mck ;"  and  turning  to  Martha,  the  careful 
housekeeper,  added:  <' Get  supper ;"  while 
on  stepping  over  the  threshold,  second 
thoughts  urged  him  to  return  and  say  to 
the  young  man :  "  Don't  go." 

"No,  that  I  won't,"  replied  he  frankly, 
"  for  I  like  my  quarters  too  well.  I'll  wait 
till  you  come  back,  governor ;  and  I  hope 
yon  won't  be  long,  for  my  mouth  waters  for 
the  supper  you  spoke  of. ' 

Mr.  Canute  smiled,  and  walked  away 
more  briskly  than  usual;  and  after  sitting 
for  some  time  beside  the  sick  man's  bed,  and 
bidding  "good  night"  and  "bless  you"  to 
sweet  Clara  Harwell,  he  retraced  his  steps 
homewards,  and  found  supper  ready,  and 
the  handsome  stranger  so  obviously  ready 
to  do  justice  to  the  frugal  fare,  that  Mr. 
Canute  jocularly  remarked :  "  Keen  air ;"  to 
which  the  stranger  replied  in  the  same 
strain :  "  Fine  scenery ;'  on  which  the  host 
added :  "An  artist  ?"  when  the  youth,  laugh- 
ing outright,  said  :  "  An  indiflferent  one  in- 
dSdd."    After  a  pause,  and  sufifering  his 


mirth  to  subside^  he  continued:  "Are  you 
always  so  economical  in  words,  sir?  Don't 
you  sometimes  find  it  difficult  to  carry  on 
conversation  in  this  strain  ?" 

"  Tou  don't,"  replied  Mr.  Canute  smilmg, 
and  imperturbably  ffood-natured. 

"  Not  I,"  cried  the  youth :  "  and  I  want 
to  ask  you  half  a  hundred  questions.  Will 
you  answer  me  ?" 

"  I'll  try,"  replied  Mr.  Canute. 

"  I've  not  long  to  stay,  for  I'm  on  a  walk- 
ing tour  with  a  friend ;  but  I  diverged  to 
Ambermead,  as  I  was  anxious  to  see  it.  I've 
had  a  curiosity  to  see  it  for  a  long  while ; 
but  my  friend  is  waiting  for  me  at  the  mar- 
ket-town, eight  miles  off,  I  think,  and  I  shall 
strike  across  the  country  when  the  moon  is 
up,  if  you'll  give  me  a  rest  till  then." 

"  Most  welcome,"  said  Mr.  Canute  court- 
eously. 

"  Ah  ha !"  quoUi  the  stranger,  "  if  that's 
the  way  you  pursue  your  discourse,  I  don't 
think  I  shall  learn  much  from  you.  I  hope, 
however,  that  I  may  get  a  wife  who  will  fol- 
low your  example — a  woman  of  two  words, 
in  short ;  she'll  be  a  rare  specimen  of  her 
sex !" 

"  Ah  ha  1"  ejaculated  Mr.  Canute. 

"But  come,  tell  m^  for  time  presses," 
said  the  young  man,  suddenly  becoming 
grave — "  tell  me  all  about  Ambermead,  and 
the  squire — how  long  he  is  likely  to  last. 
For,  in  fact,  the  friend  I  mentioned,  who  is 
with  me  during  this  walking  tour,  is  vastly 
interested  in  all  that  concerns  the  place  and 
property." 

"  The  heir  ?"  whispered  Mr.  Canute  mys- 
teriously. 

"  Well,  well,  suppose  we  say  he  is  ;  he's 
not  altogether  a  bad  fellow,  though  he  is 
considered  a  bit  reckless  and  wild.  But  he 
has  heard  of  Clara  Harwell's  beauty  and 
goodness  from  his  cousin,  Lady  Ponsonby 
(she's  Clara's  cousin  top,  you  know) ;  and  he 
is  really  quite  sorry  to  think  that  such  a 
lovely  creature  should  be  turned  out  of  the 
old  Hall  to  make  room  for  him.  He  wants 
to  know  what  will  become  of  her  when  old 
Harwell  dies,  for  all  the  world  knows  he's 
ruined.  It's  a  pretty  place  this  old  Amber- 
mead— a  paradise,  I  should  say.  I  know 
what  I'd  do,  if  I  was  ever  lucky  enough 
to  call  it  mine."  The  vouth  rubbed  his 
hands  gleefully.  "  I  should  be  a  happy  dog 
then !" 

And  then  ?"  said  Mr.  Canute  smiling. 
Why,  then,  I'd  pull  down  the  rickety 
old  house  up  there,  and  build  a  palace  fit  for 
a  prince ;  I  d  keep  nothing  but  the  old  wme ; 
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I'd  have  lots  of  prime  fellows  to  staj  with 
me  ;  and  I  should  sport  the  finest  horses  and 
dogs  in  the  country."  The  speaker  paused, 
out  of  hreath. 

"And  then?"  said  Mr.  Canute  quietly. 

<*Why,  then,  I'd  hunt,  and  shoot,  and 
ride,  and  drink,  and  smoke,  and  dance,  and 
keep  open  house,  and  enjoy  life  to  the  full — 
feasting  from  year's  end  to  year's  end — the 
feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul,  you 
know,  in  old  Ambermead !" 

"  And  then  ?" 

« Why,  then,  I  suppose  that  jn  time  I 
should  grow  old,  like  other  people,  and  cease 
to  care  for  all  these  things,  so  much  as  I  did 
when  strength  and  youth  were  mine." 

*'And  then?"  said  Mr.  Canute  more 
slowly. 

"Why,  then," — and  the  stranger  hesi- 
tated— "  then,  I  suppose,  like  other  people, 
in  the  course  of  nature,  I  should  have  to 
leave  all  the  pleasures  of  this  life,  and,  like 
other  p€ople---die." 

"  And  then  ?"  said  Mr.  Canute,  fixing  his 
eyes,  glittering  like  diamonds,  on  the  young 
roan's  face,  which  flushed  up,  as  he  exclaim- 
ed with  some  irritation : — 

"  Oh,  hang  your  *  and  thens  1'    But  the 
moon  is  well  up,  I  s^e,  so  I'm  ofif.     Good- 
night, and  thank  you."    And  without  fur- 
ther parley,  he  started  off  on  his  walk  over 
the   hills ;  and  Mr.  Canute  silently  watched 
his  guest's  retreating  figure  till,  in  the  deep 
shadows  of  the  surrounding  groves,  he  was 
lost  to  view.     In  the  moonlight,  in  the  dark- 
ness, in  the  valley,  and  on  the  hillside,  these 
words  haunted  the  wayfarer,  and  he  kept  re- 
peating to  himself,  "  And  then  ?"    Thoughts 
took  possession  of  his  mind  that  never  before 
had  gained  entrance  there,  or  at  least  they 
arranged  themselves  in  a  sequence  which 
gave  them  quite  a  new  significance.     His 
past  life  presented  itself  to  him  for  the  first 
time  as  a  coherent  chain  of  events,  exempli- 
fying cause  and  effect ;  and  if  his  plans  for 
the  future  did  not  at  that  moment  receive 
any  determinate  change,  he  still  kept  repeat- 
ing, anxiously  and  inquiringly,  as  he  wander- 
ed on  in  the  moonlight,  the  two  strangely 
suggestive  words,  "  And  then  ?"     It  proved 
a  long  and  a  toilsome  night's  journey  for  that 
belated  traveller ;  for  he  had  left  Mr.  Canute's 
cottage  so  hastily,  that  he  had  omitted  to  ask 
for  certain  landmarks  on  the  hills  leading  to 
the  place  whither  he  was  bound.     In  conse- 
quence, the  stars  faded  in  the  sky,  and  the 
rosy  morn  broke  through  the  eastern  mists, 
ere  the  weary  man,  from  the  summit  of  a  high 
hill  which  he  had  tortuously  ascended,  1^- 


held  afar  off,  down  in  the  valley,  the  shiohiff 
river,  the  bridge,  and  the  church-tower  m 
the  town  where  his  friend,  in  some  anxiety, 
awaited  his  reappearance. 

During  all  his  after-life,  that  young  man 
never  forgot  the  solitary  night-walk  when  he 
lost  his  way  beneath  a  beautiful  spangled 
summer  sky :  the  stars  seemed  to  form  the 
letters,  "  And  then  ?"  the  soft  night  breese 
seemed  to  whisper  in  his  ear :  "  And  then  ?" 

It  is  true  he  had  not  gained  the  intelli- 
gence he  sought  respecting  the  inmates  of 
Ambermead  Hall ;  but  he  had  laid  bare  h» 
own  folly  for  the  inspection  of  Mr.  Canute  ; 
and  in  return,  he  had  listened  to  no  reproof 
— no  tiresome  lecture  vouchsafed  from  prosy 
age  to  ardent  youth,  but  simply  two  words 
had  penetrated  his  heart,  and  set  him  a 
thinking  seriously.  Mystic  little  words! 
"  And  then  ?" 

For  nearly  three  years  after  Mr.  Harwell's 
decease,  the  old  Hall,  contrary  to  general 
anticipation,  remained  untenanted,  save  by 
domestics  left  in  charge.  Miss  Clara  had 
found  shelter  with  her  relative.  Lady  Pon- 
sonby,  though  her  memory  was  still  fresh 
and  warmly  cherished  among  the  humble 
friends  in  her  beautiful  native  village.  Mr. 
Canute,  if  possible,  more  silent  than  ever, 
still  remained  the  village  oracle;  perhaps 
more  cherished  than  of  yore,  inasmuch  as  he 
was  the  only  memento  remaining  of  the  be- 
loved Harwells — the  old  familiar  faces  now 
seen  no  more.  Be  would  listen,  and  they 
would  talk,  of  days  gone  by ;  he  felt  the  loss 
even  more  than  others,  for  he  mourned  a 
companion  and  friend  in  Mr.  Harwell,  and 
Clara  had  been  to  the  good  Two  Words  as 
an  adopted  daughter.  At  length  it  was 
rumored  that  Mr.  Selby,  the  new  pro- 
prietor, was  soon  expected  to  take 
possession  of  his  property  in  due  form; 
moreover,  as  he  was  on  the  point  of  mar- 
riage, and  that  his  young  bride  would  ac- 
company him.  Ill  reports  fly  quickly ;  and 
it  had  been  circulated  in  former  times  that 
Mr.  Selby  was  wild  and  extravagant,  care- 
less of  others,  selfish  and  profligate.  Indeed, 
Mr.  Canute  had  not  contradicted  such  re- 
ports, so  it  was  generally  opined  that  they 
were  too  true,  and  had  a  legal  foundation. 
With  heavy  hearts,  the  inhabitants  of  Am- 
bermead  commenced  their  rural  preparations 
for  the  reception  of  the  squire  and  his  bride ; 
green  arches  were  erected,  and  wreaths 
of  flowers  were  hung  on  the  spreading 
branches  beneath  which  the  travellers'  road 
lay.    It  was  the  season  of  roses  and  night- 
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ingales,  when  Ambermead  was  in  its  glory ; 
and  never  had  the  rich  red  roses  bloomed  so 
profusely,  and  never  had  the  chorus  of  the 

SOTes  been  more  fall  and  enchanting,  than  on 
e  summer  evening  when  the  old  and  young 
of  the  hamlet,  arrayed  in  their  holiday  attire, 
waited  to  greet  the  new-comers. 

Mr.  Canute  stood  at  his  cottage  door ;  the 
brid^  just  beyond,  over  which  the  route 
oonoucted  to  the  Hall  through  avenues  of 
menerie,  was  festooned  with  roses ;  and  a 
band  of  maidens  in  white,  lined  the  pictur- 
esque approach.    The  sun  was  setting,  when 
a  carriage  drove  quickly  up,  slackening  its 
pace  as  it  crossed  the  bridge,  and  stopping 
at  Mr.  Canute's  humble  gate.     Two  Words 
himself,  bareheaded,  stepped   forwards   on 
seeing  a  lady  alight,  who  in  another  moment 
threw   herself   into  his    arms,  exclaiming: 
**Our  first  greeting  must  be  from  you,  dear, 
dear  Mr.  Canute!     I  need   not  introduce 
Mr.  Selby — he  is  known  to  you  already." 
Speechless  from  astonishment  and  emotion, 
the  old  man  could  only  say :  **  Miss  Clara  V* 
— as  he  gazed  from  one  to  another,  recog- 
nizing in  the  gentleman  the  wayfarinc;  guest 
mrho  had  departed  so  abruptly  on  his  walk- 
ing expedition  over  the  moonlight  hills,  more 
than  three  years  previously.      Seizing  the 
liand  which  Mr.  Canute  silently  extended, 
Mr.  Selby  said  with  deep  feeling :  — 

"  It  is  to  your  instrumentality  that  I  owe 
my  present  happiness.*'  4- 

"  How  80  ?"  was  Mr.  Canute's  reply,  look- 
ing with  pleased  surprise  into  the  open  face, 
which,  on  a  former  occasion,  had  won  his 
confidence  and  admiration. 

*'  Two  words,  spoken  in  season,  wrought  a 
chancy  in  me,  which  all  the  preaching  of 
friends  and  guardians  had  failed  to  effect," 


returned  Mr.  Selby,  "and  without  which 
Clara  never  would  have  blessed  me  with  her 
hand.  These  years  of  probation  have  proved 
my  sincerity ;  and  Lady  Ponsonby  (a  severe 
and  scrutinizing  judge)  pronounced  my  re- 
formation complete  ere  she  permitted  me  to 
address  Clara.  Those  two  little  words, 
'And  then?*  enigmatical  to  the  uninitiated, 
convey  a  deep  and  mystical  meaning  to  my 
heart ;  and  they  are  of  such  significant  im- 
port, that  by  inserting  them  whenever  I 
paint  the  future,  I  trust  to  become  a  wiser 
and  a  better  man." 

Clara  gazed  proudly  and  confidingly  on 
her  husband ;  and  the  news  of  her  arrival 
having  spread  through  the  village,  a  crowd 
collected,  whose  joy  and  surprise  found  vent 
in  tears  and  blessings,  to  say  nothing  of  nu- 
merous asidea,  purporting  that  Miss  Clara 
never  would  have  espoused  a  bad  man ;  ergo, 
Mr.  Selby  must  be  a  worthy  successor  of  the 
ancient  race ! 

The  prognostication  proved  correct;  and 
the  pathway,  strewn  with  bright  summer 
roses,  over  which  Clara  trod  in  bridal  pomp 
on  her  way  to  the  ancestral  home  where  she 
was  bom,  was  indeed  emblematical  of  the 
flowery  path  which  marked  her  future 
destiny. 

The  old  Hall  of  Ambermead  is  still  extant 
— a  fine  specimen  of  venerable  decay,  sur- 
rounded by  ancestral  groves,  still  famed  for 
sheltering  innumerable  nightingales  when  the 
Ambermead  roses  exhale  their  delicious  fra- 
grance. In  the  old  church-yard  on  the  green 
hill-side,  a  white  monument  gleams  in  the 
sunshine,  whereon  may  be  tr^cd  the  name 
of  John  Canute,  specifying  the  date  of  his 
happy  death,  while  below  is  engraven  this 
inscription  of  two  words — "  And  then  P 
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From  Punch. 


A  PAIR  UNDERSTANDING 


In  the  columns  of  Punch  there  has  lately 
appeared  a  series  of  honey-moon  scenes 
between  a  romantic  young  bride  and  a  quiz- 
acal  good  fellow  of  a  bridegroom.  Here  is 
a  bit  ^om  the  hist  portion  of  it.  The  fond 
couple  are  beginning  to  tire  of  the  monotony 
of  an  English  watering  place  on  the  South- 1 


em  Coast.  The  lady  is  the  narrator;  and 
thus  proceeds  with  a  dialogue  respecting  their 
future  movement.  The  husband  loquitur,^ 
•  «  •  ♦  <«  Or,  to  make  it  shorter,  there 
is  a  globe  in  the  drawing-room,  and  well  give 
it  a  turn  or  two,  and  with  our  eyes  shut,  so 
choose.      Or,  what  is  better  stul,  well  go 
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A  PAIR  UNDEBSTANDINO. 


LMay. 


straight  over  the  way/'  and  Fred  pointed  to 
the  coast  of  France  that,  in  the  clearness  of 
the  day,  is  quite  distant  and  bright. 

"  That  will  be  beautiful,"  said  I.  "  France ! 
Well,  that  will  be  a  surpnse  to  Mamma,  and 
Mary,  and  Margaret ;  and  I'll  bring  'em  all 
back  a  beautiful — " 

"My  love,"  said  Fred;  "my  ever  dear 
Lotty ;"  and  he  placed  his  arm  around  my 
waist  aud  drew  me  close  to  him,  rumpling  all 
my  curls  about  his  shoulder,  "  my  rose,  my 
pigeon,  and  my  pearl," — (what  vhu  he  going 
to  say?) — "in  taking  you  from  your  native 
British  Isle  to  introduce  you  to  our  natural 
enemies,  you  must  not  forget  your  duties 
and  your  rights  as  an  English  matron." 

"  Well,  Fred,"  said  I,  "  I  hope  I  know  ray 
duties ;  but " — and  I  did  laugh — "  what  are 
my  rights?" 

"  Bone  of  my  bone — "  replied  Fred,  very 
gravely — "  don't  be  impatient.  Learn  and 
practise  your  duties ;  and  as  for  your  rights, 
why,  leave  them  to  come  as  best  they  may. 
Right,  my  love,  is  a  plant  of  slow  growth. 
You  can't  tell  how  long  Justice  herself  was 
a  baby  at  the  breast  of  Truth,  before  justice 
could  run  alone.  Asfor  women's  rights,  my  for- 
lorn one,  they  were  sent  into  the  world  some- 
where, but  certain  philosophers  believe — and 
I  confess  myself  one  of  them — believe  that 
women's  rights  have  been  frozen  in  the  North- 
West  passage.  Who  knows  ?  they  may  drift 
back  again  at  the  great  thaw." 

I  didn't  understand  a  word ;  and  so  I  nod- 
ded. ''But  then,"  said  I;  "about  France 
and—" 

"  And  that  brings  me  back  to  my  exhor- 
tation.    Swe^est  daughter  of  Eve — " 

"  Don't  be  foolish,  Fred,"  said  I. 

"  Bud  of  Eden  and  chosen  flower  for  my 
button-hole—" 

It  was  of  no  use  to  interrupt — so  I  let  him 
go  on. 

"  Before  we  quit  our  beloved  Albion,  it  is 
necessary — it  is  most  essential,  my  darling, 
to  our  future  peace,  and  the  perennial  growth 
of  our  fireside  flowers — (and  without  thorn 
the  rose) — that  we  should  come  to  a  serious 
^  understanding ;  should  ratify  a  solemn  com- 
pact between  us." 

"  What ! — another !"  said  I,  and  I  know  I 
laughed. 


"  Another.    Being  man  and  wife — " 

"  I  should  think  that  sufficient,"  was  my 
very  courageous  remark. 

"Being  man  and  wife»  we  should  have 
nothing  hidden  from  each  other — " 

"  I  hope  not ;  indeed,  Frederick,  I  am  sure 
not     One  soul !"  was  my  exclamation. 

"  Very  true ;  one  soul  in  two  dwellings. 
Because  where  there  is  secresy  in  married 
life,  especially  when  visiting  France — " 
"  But  why,  visiting  France  above  all  places?" 
I  asked. 

"  Or  rather,  when  leaving  France,"  con- 
tinued Fred,  looking  at  me  veiy  earnestly ; 
"  the  result  may  to  the  feelings  of  a  husband 
be  most  distressing.  Imagine,  my  beloved 
Lotty,  what  would  be  my  emotions  as  your 
husband  if — ^if  the  wife  of  my  bosom  were 
found  out." 

"  Found  out !  my  dear ;"  and  I  toa$  mya- 
tified. 

"  Found  out,  my  love :  for  I  know  too  well 
— it  is  impossible  it  should  be  otherwise — 
the  guilty  thought  that  possessed  you.  I 
saw  it  tinging  your  cheek,  lightening  in  your 
eye — " 

"  Guilty  thought!"  and  I  was  fast  becom- 
ing serious — angry. 

"Put  it  from  you — crush  it — annihilate 
it—" 

"  Now,  Frederick,"  said  I,  and  I  drew  my- 
self with  a  sudden  twitch  from  him,  *  ' 
have  no  more  of  this :  I  won't  listen  to  ano- 
ther wordy  until  you  tell  me  what  you  mean. 
Found  out !  Guilty  thought !  I  aak 
what  you  mean  ?"  and  I  threw  myself 
back  in  a  chair,  and  was  ready  to  cry,  bat 
wouldn't. 

**  I  mean  this,  my  dear.     You  allow  with 
me  that  there  should  be  nothing  secret  be- 
tween man  and  wife  ?" 
Most  certamly." 
That  there  should  be  nothing  hidden  ?" 

"  No— to  be  sure  not :  of  course  not." 

"  Very  well,  love  ;  on  that  understanding 
I  will  take  you  to  France." 

"  But  why  on  that  understanding  ?" 

"  Because,  when  we  leave  it — strong  in 
your  principles — you  will  scorn  smuggling." 

Now,  I  don't  think  'twould  ever  have  en- 
tered my  head,  if  he  hadn't  named  it. 
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LITEEASY    MISCELLANIES. 


Tb(  pringipal  new  pabU«>tIoiu  uid  »imoiuiiMiiuDU 
totnadb;*)"  1^™!^°°  Lllvnry  Jonnkli  during  Uw 
|ut  maaib,  mn  H  tollowi  :— 

Among  D«v  worki  to  b«  ■horti)' [nib[iib«d,  Arthur 
H»ll,  Virtoa  ud  Co.  »nnoniioe  m  liistorioal  roloms  by 
Km  Jana  StrioklAod.  auMr  of  tha  aathor  of  the 
"  ^  '"•••*  "Kome,  R«gal  ind  Repuhli- 


tnnsluian  otFsli« 

Frenoe  ;  ■  Church  Hiitoiy  in .        .  „ ... 

DMB,  lat«.otC«nbridgti'atid  k  Bislorj  of  Liitia  Chii*- 


lof  D.M 


nto  th»  Heron 


it]<.t 


tkurj. 

ChMoun  lui  nnHi  important  eommcroUl  uid  edaoa- 
Hnnal  wAT^B  in  thAnf*iHi.  (wTMilaLlir  a  TolomAon  *^  Tha 


m  tha  Swsdlah  of  Dr.  P.  A.  SlUiittam,  bj 

K  Kovan. 

LoDgman  and  Co.  annansoa  two  mol«  Tolumei  of  tha 
**  Memoua  and  CormpondaDca  or  Tbamaa  Moon,  by 
Laid  John  Kniaell,"  next  weak.  The  fourth  TOlnma  of 
Colooal  Mon'i  "  Critioal  Hlatory  of  the  LangaaRa  and 
'  Idtaratnra  of  Anelent  Ureeoe  "  it  ready.  Sir  Jamei  P. 
Km  ShntClowortb'a  book  on  "  Eduoatioo.aiaffeotad  by 
^HioDta*  of  Privy  Conooil,  from  IHW  to  i8Sl^  with 
nHtiealBnggUtioiu  for  Future  I'olicj,"  will  ba  ao- 
v^iable  in  the  praatnt  itatc  of  public  fMliug  on  (b« 
qnanion. 

The  eonelnding  rolume  of  Dr.  Ueile  D'Aublgne'a 
"  Hiitory  of  tha  Kcltormatioa  "  U  u  length  promiaed  by 
CHiT*T  ud  Boyd  of  Edinhnigb,  a  thick  volnma  of  T2il 


naing  at  the  and  of  this  ni< 


Bnille^  ai 


iDonncei  important  worki  on  India  and  In- 
ioDluding  Mr  Kaje'i  Tolume  "  Da  the  Ad- 

of  thBiSwt  IndiaCom[«ay."»nd»"Hi»- 

toiy  of  tha  GaTemon-treDeral  of  India,    by  tha  aame 


__    i  by  Hnnt   and  Blaokett, 
on  the   Gold-CoaM  of  AtliM,"  by 

;,  Eeq.,  Hember  ot  the  LagiilatiTe 

CoHoeil,  Capa  Coait  Caatle,  will  b«  an  aaeaptaSla  work 
to  all  intM»aled  in  A&ioan  oiTJliaatioo  and  r"™ ™ 


"  Eight 
Bni£e( 


Murray  announOM  Dr.  J.  D.  Hooker'i  "Himalayan 
Jonraala ;"  Mr.  F.  Galton'j  •■  Traieli  in  Booth  Africa  j" 
IheelereothTolnmaofMr.  Grota'»"Hi»torTorOre«co;" 
thaeonoladingTolameaof  the  "Diary  of  George  Gren- 


aUe,  iooloding  Unpnbliibed  Latten  of  junioa, 

eloa  t>  the  Anttaonhip i"  •  translation  of 

Bpaniah  BaUadi,  by  Lioouart ;  a  itprint  of  Laid  Camp. 


bsU'f  Lift  of  Baeon. 

A  poatbomoos  rolome  by  Edward  Qullllnan,  tha 
(OD-in-law  of  Wordaworth,  la  al«o  announced  ;  an  in- 
(talmant  of  an  Englfih  yaralon  of  Camoena'  Lniiad,  by 
Um  nme ;  Patrick  Scott'a  Thomu  k  Beokelt. 

TIm  Kght  Hon.  George  Bankes  ii  to  edit  the  Sioryof 
Corfa  Uaeila  and  of  Penon»  who  haTB  lived  ther-  " 
Coding  tlw  Prirate  Memoira  of  a  Pamil;  In  tha  t 
the Cirli  Wan ;  Mr.  Braoe,  the  traamrerof  the Ci  .... 
Boeiaty,  nndertakca  the  aame  taik  for  The  Veraey  Pa- 
Mn,  a  Selection  from  tba  Correapondenoe  of  the  Vemjy 
Family  during  the  Raign  of  Chartaa  I.  to  tha  year  1630; 
■   -leRet.  T.  T.  Lewia  haa  in '---'  '^'-  " 


nude  a  bishop. 

Another  inatalount  of  Maoaulay'a  Uiitory  la  one* 
more  poaitiTely  i^miaedj  and  the  right  honorable  een- 
tleman  is  to  aontribute  an  artiele  on  "  Atlerbnry  to 
the  new  edition  of  The  EncyclopHidia  Brllannioa,  for 
whioh  are  destined  papen  on  j^.gohylna,  by  ProfeuoT 
lackie,  and  on  Addiaon,  by  Profeieor  t>palding. 
Croker't  long  promised  Works,  Prose  and  Verse,  and 
CorTaHpoodanca  of  Pope,  is  again  annoonced  as  foith- 
ooming. 

Peter  Cunningham  promiaea  a  oareFOlly  laTlsed  and 
.  motated  edition  of  Joluuon'a  Llvea  of  the  Ecglidi 
PoeU. 

NarratiTeofaUiaaloD  to  Central  Africa,  in  the  Yean 
18S0-SI,  nnder  tha  Urdars  and  at  tba  Expense  of  Hw 
H^jeely'a  C^veromaat,  by  tha  lata  James  Kkhardaon. 
Mr.  Klobardson  penetrated  far  beyond  tbeliinitofformn 
Uen,  and  aompoeed  doriUK  the  year  that  was  apared 
ma  record  of  hie  adrentores  in  eight  email  oloselj- 
en  volumea.  bcpides  dlspatobea  and  seattered  mem- 
la,  whloh  are  here  arranged  by  Mr.  Bayle  St.  John 


I  of  Man 


—   irdaoo  atarCed 

Tripoli,  and  on  the  Jtb  ofMarflb,  IBBl,  at  a  plaoa 

sailed  UDgarature.lSODm 

loompanioD,  that 
I,  Dra.  Barth  and  Over- 
of  tbia  posthumoos  na^ 
niiva  i>«  KiDuiiiiD  ^uHKcn,  and  intelligenoe  of  the 
death  of  the  latter  haa  reaahed  ua.  Tba  work  bai  ■ 
great  eolentiflc  value. 

t.  by  Count  F.  De  Caatellue. 
II  subject,  does  not  satisfy  Iha 
oniios.  ine  ±.urTiiry  Gasitttii,ji : — "  It  by  nomeam 
aatisSas  an  ideal  of  what  an  aeeoont  of  Algeria  and  Iti 
wars  might  be.  It  belosga  to  s  olais  daily  besoming 
more  and  more  common  in  this  age  of  book-makLig — 
works  in  which  theaathor  takaa  no  troubletolsyoatnii 
enbject  eyatematically ,  so  ae  to  give  the  reader  the  reqnl- 

along  by 

before  UB  we  bare  ikelohei  of  military  adrenturei, 
abort  historical  ntroipeots.  aceounii  of  conversatloni. 


a  ofthe  theatre  of  _   , 

ion'   (as  the  French  eay),  before  leading  hi 
string  of  mere  peraonal  a  '  r     .,. 


rplions  of  soenery,  andglimpsee  of  Arab  mannen, 
beliefa  and  onatoms,— but  alTso  loosely  strung  together, 
that,  though  wo  have  a  general  notion  of  beinK  m  Al- 
geria, we  bare  nut  tha  ilighteat  idea  in  the  end  how 
wo  found  matters  going  un  there  when  we  entered  tba 
oouDlry,  and  how  we  left  them  going  on  when  we  quit- 
ted it.* 

Notwitbatanding  all  thla,  ibe  book,  being  written  In 
agay,  lively  Fienob  spirit,  and  aonlaining  a  great  nom- 
'\mt  at  miaoellanaouB  aorape  of  Information,  maybe  read 
irith  pleasure,  both  by  those  who  have  already  a  com- 
plete picture  of  Algeria  and  Its  condition  before  theb 
eyea,   and  by  those  who  are  content  to  ha  without  anch 

TheGreat  Cities  ofthe  Middle  Agei,  or  the  Land- 
muks  of  European  Civiliuitlon,  by  Theodore  Alola 
Buckley,  B.A  Notieaa  of  Bagdad  and  the  prineipal 
oitiea  ofEoTope  ;  alightly  topographical,  but  pnncipuly 
used  as  a  means  of  introduoinK  hiBtorieal  iketchet. 
Thus,  the  leading  feature  Of  Aix  k  Cbapelle  ii  the  obw- 


UTERABT  umOELLANIES. 


[M.r. 


■otec  and  eiploiU  of  Clurlem*SiM ;  at  Upeala  uid 
Stockholm,  Ihc  CKtlj  himory  of  bwcdcn  ia  presenlcd. 
atill  pmbuiiied  in  biographicul  noliee*  ot  Ibo  tmineDt 


B«arie  i«  adinirtblj  Dtl.d  to  discourso  on  the  Bonii 
Ebcnoicr  lllliotl.     His  lulod  id  ioarcbiug  ■nd  aua 


ilyli- 
csl,  and  tali  ttjrie  oi  oomposiiion  iikc  w,  perpviuui  mm- 
mor.  full  of  melody  nnd  loTcly  toloM.  HiHinK  had 
maoy  opportuuitiea  ot  Boundiug  tbo  turbulent  ilvptb), 
moral  and  jwlitical,  of  tbc  M»brou)ili  jk.cI,  wliom  be 
admired  and  lured,  bs  baa  given  the  rrniU  of  liia  in- 
veKintiosa  vith  unn^ual  impartiality.  Wo  do  not 
tbink  that  there  is  much  oev  ligbt  thrumi  un  tho  sbar 
aeter  of  I'lllioti'i  genius  ;  but  this  is  no  ij  iiparagoment 
to  Mr.  ::^arle,  for  ICLIiott  wa*  a  man  who  wroW,  and  In 
tho  act  hia  entire  buing  was  trar.sfuiod  into  words— hli 
poema  were  his  blood,  heart  nnd  brain.  Every  thing, 
however,  which  relatm  to  his  private  life,— to  big  friend- 
Mr,  Searle  haa  added  lo  this  iniereat.  Probably  tbe 
toltera  at  tho  end  of  the  volume  are  the  aurail  mcdiom 
ot  ahowiog  tbe  deUila  of  the  poct'»  mind. 

The  Lilerarv  Work!  ot  Sir  Josboa  Reynolds,  with 
a  Memoir,  by  William  Bcecby.  Tho  IMfary  Gazrilt 
nye;  "  Wo  are  glad  that  a  modem  pnbliahsr  pio- 
ient«d  an  excellent  and  commodioo!  edition  uf  tbe 
wiitingi  of  OPB  who  did  so  much  tor  fclugliah  paintora, 
both  by  hia  pencil  and  pen.  To  tbe  works  ot  Sir  Joahua 
U  preBied  a  Memoir  of  bis  Lite,  by  lleory  William 
Beechy,  wllh  remarks  on  hia  proteaiional  cbaraclcr,  il- 
iQStratite  ot  his  principlea  and  praotii-a,  Thie  meruoir, 
like  all  IboM  (jfevioualy  given  by  attiiU,  >u  NorCUeote, 
Farringlon,  &!.,  must  be  highly  iutcrtoting  lo  those 
who  atudy  tbe  theory,  tho  poneiples,  tht  biolory,  and 
tbe  progreaa  of  paintiog  ;  but  to  the  general  reader  tbe 

painter  of  bia  age  and  aountry,  the  pbiloaopicul  ex- 
poander  of  the  nilee  of  beauty,  aad  the  originator  of 
the  Royal  Academy,  but  aa  the  amiable  and  aooom- 
pliahed  gentleman,  tbe  founder  of  tbe  LiteruTy  Club, 
the  friend  and  asaooiata  of  Durke  and  Johnson  and 
Goldamith,  and  of  all  who  ware  moat  eminent  for  lite- 
rature, taste  and  genius,  daring  the  middle  of  tbeeigb- 
[«ntb  century. 

Hictory  of  tbo  Charcb  of  France  during  tho  Uerolu- 
tlon,  by  the  Ahhfe  Jagor.  "  The  aubjeot  of  this  work," 
aaya  the  jttheitaum,  "  would  demand  for  its  adequate 

kunent  pbiloaophical  graap  and  ai-ademic  elegance, 

,,.-h  neither ottheaeialbecoinnilpr  "     -  -  "■  ■  ■ 
ialittlemore)endowed,  Ulatl 


be  expeoted,  bo  treata  the  whole  queacion  from  tbe  sac 
erdotal  point  of  view  :— and  be  falls   into  tbe  error  o 


iQ  la  to  be  supei^oial  and  inco 

The  Intellectual  and  Uorsl  Development  ot  the  Pre- 
■ent  Age,  by  Samuel  Warren,  t',I{.ti.,  ia  the  title  of  a 
lecture  delivered  bclore  the  Lilerary  and  PbUoeophlcal 
Boolety  of  Hnll,  of  which  town  the  learned  coDasellor  ia 
the  Recorder.  The  lecture  raugei  over  a  vast  vviety 
of  topics  without  mu«h  connection  or  purpose,  but  pre- 
senting as  he  proceeds  all  manner  of  facts  aud  upinlooa, 
literary,  acientilic,  social  and  religious,  in  a  mrjnnec 
that  must  have  sustained  the  attentive  curiwdty  of  his 
original  audience,  and  that  now  all'orda  amusing  and  in- 
■traetlve  matter  fur  an  hour's  reading. 


ter  ignoranM  of  the  Brse  iangnag«,  his  f^iflcationa  of 
Iriah  history,  and  bia  Impudent  plaglarlama  from  tba 
barda  ol  Ivna, 

Mr.  Mariotte'a  new  work,  Pra  Dolcino,  U  well  reoelved. 
Tbe^fKwfu'n,  atthe  cloee  of  the  moat  TflncUnt  notice 
wc  have  ncen,  saya  ot  it;  "  Aa  io  episode  in  Italian  hia- 
lory— an  episode  full  of  romaaoei  with  onsiderahle 
novelty  of  scene  and  character,  and  lighted  throaghool 
by  a  high  moral  Interest — we  are  neverthple>M  glad  lo 
receive  this  book.  There  In  much  information  in  it  about 
Italy  in  tormer  times,— and  not  unirequenlly  there  an 
auggestive  bints  as  to  present  and  future.  " 


any  month  of  flowers  or  harveata  a 


,t  tbe  caooidcal 


since  it  may  be  read  and  remembered  by  poets  and  th« 
children  nf^poeta  long  after  this  busy  year  and  its  bo^ 
people  shall  have  been  gathered  to  uielr  bthera." 


.  31  Maopherson  lo  the  aathonhlp 

of  Oaslan,   Dr.  Drummondentarslnto-'-' 

with  the  ardor  pecnllai  to  hi*  conntry, 


prinUd  in  -ne  BuHJcr.-it  Journal  cunduolad  b^  Ur. 

aayi  of  it :  "  The  author  calls  bis  book,  A  Handbook  of 
Architecture  for  the  unlearned  ;  and,  in  many  reapecta,  it 
iiaworkweltanaweringtolhatintention.— while,  in  oth- 
era,  it  will,  in  the  language  of  an  old  quotation,  amaaa 
tho  unlearned  and  moke  the  learned  stoile.  Mr,  Godwin 
tri pa  agreeably  over  hia  groond  ;  hie  range  ofiUuatratiaa 
reaching  fr«m  Cain  tu  t^ir  Chnrlcs  Barry,  fiom  the  Plole 
mica  to  Mr.  Pugin  and  llr.  rennetboroe,  Itisperhapaa 
li-.tle  tcominu'e  at  the  beglDDlng  and  too  slight  towards 
thceudufhiaUbcn.  llutyot.llko  rhillia  iu  tbe  aoDg. 
■  ho  never  fails  to  plea,-e'— relicviog  the  severity  otlmUi 
and  the  uee  of  archiiecrural  terms  by  agreeable  aneo- 
dotea,  peppered  and  sweetened  for  the  nonce.'  " 


_ „.._.l(ookoriheFHri_,   

thinks  Mr,  M'lnloah  ia  now  doing  for  the  Horticulturiit 
in  bis  proportionately  great  Uook  of  the  Uarden.  "  The 
Bnt  volume  only  is  now  Issued,  eoutaining  nearly  eigiit 
hundred  pagea,  exalusive  of  a  good  body  of  plalea.  The 
work  ia  well  wrilten  aud  amply  iUuttrated  ;  and  bare- 


10  can  affura  to  b* 
letive  in  hia  garden,  will  be  anwiac,  we  tbiok,  if 
unence  upcraiiuna  withuat  having  consulted  tha 
ilnme  of  ii'lntosb," 

siCAM  HonxB.- The  jilhrnirum,  noticing  a  nvr 
I  of  tbe  Poetical  Works  of  James  Kuaacll  l,owelI, 
his  passing  tribulc  lo  thia  poet :  ••  In  his  OWB 
y,  Mr.  Lowell  ranks  high  among  Ihe  younger 
who  are  to  aasist  in  the  poeLical  awakening  which 
hahly  at  hand.  He  hoa  many  of  the  qualiciea  for 
ak— an  camcat  ipitit  of  love  and  a  paaaionala 
Df  wronR,  He  haa  the  genina  of  bis  office,- i» 
of  hand,— but  deSeientln  tone." 

e  in  Amaiiok,    By  Uaii- 
Irrcirv  Gazittl,  In  reviewbig  thll 
nuin,  ujs,       J  lie  iipening  chapter  oitbia  volume  doea 
not  present  a  very  favorable  impression  of  the  author- 

nnreminineboldne'^,sXcientaT^m°e"  I^»is^ablnsli, 
and  hardly  to  be  regarded  us  the  type  of  t  well-bred 

of  wit,  immodesty,  and  fccbleoeK*.  w'itb  sume  clever 
snatches  of  observation  tbe  reflections  and  comments 
are  too  often  light,  pnerile,  orunsouad,  and,  as  we  shall 
presently  show,  there  is  an  iuSnile  deal  of  nonaanN 
about  tbe  science  of  society  and  the  rights  of  womma. 
Krom  its  inlonae  interest,  however,  on  thia  point  tor  tbe 
Boftar  KX  the  book  will  Sad  many  light  readors." 


1W«.] 


LITBBART  HISCELLANOa 


tj  Ik*  .JttcMMM  u  a  "  doenmMt  to  be  nad  with  Inttt- 


Tb*  JUhnmn,  BOUolnr  the  dellghtfol 
bj  the  lata  Mr*.  PnC  VMm,  of  Andoier, 
Ttll-Tale,  nakm  tlu  kfamcdramsrk 


r,  entitled  the 

for  HI  to  tell  wtutber  or  not  Che  grealerpart  of  tag  miil^ 
Mr  formlDS  thi*  little  rolnnia  hu  Blreod;  been  preaeol- 
«d  te  the  boglUh  mdet ;  to  BctiTClT  carried  on  at  pre- 
nm  ii  the  republiustian  of  Amerioau  buoka,  aad  >o  lit- 
tle agreed  ameng  ttaenuelTea  appear  to  be  the  repub- 

A  leiviiit  of  Mr.  WaUii'a  Spaia  a&d  bar  Inttitatiaoi, 

PolitiDi,  aod  Public  Mea,  uliciU  from  the  fjsniwr  the 
bUowing  DOtioe  :  "  It  handleii  the  mbjcct  with  the 
greater  eixa  nod  knowledge  of  ■  nma  who  hu  becooie 
more  thoniagblj  ramiliar  with  it.  It  in  b;r  f&r  the  moit 
brorable  uaount  we  have  had  of  the  eiiitioj;  coDdilion 
of  Spain— of  the  people,  aa  well  ae  of  the  cunolry.  ffe 
IbiDJt  it  amiming  throughout,  aiwu^ii  obaerrant  and 
■hnwd,  aodwehuve  reud  withgreHt  interest  the  notioea 
Which  aregiTeabjllr.  WalliH  of  the  leading  puliticiani 
and  men  oT  lettcre  in  Madrid,  llie  book  will  corrMt, 
indeed,  much  prevailiug  miiapprebeoeion  on  the  rail- 
Mu  matters  of  whieh  it  tieati. 

Pniaikj'i  White,  Ked,  1 

by  BiDi'iKT.n,  and  reprinl*       , 

taTorablj  noticed     The  Crilir  ciowi 
thoa:  -Bot"      "    "        "       " 
their  opinioi 

tioDi,  and  the  mannen  aoa  niL, 
thty  apeak  out  plain);  enough  n 
it.  Judging  frotn  the  toao  uf 
ahaold  suipect  that,  upon  the  i 
dit^ipolDCed  with  their  nceplip 
jl  was  at  flitt,  and  regiJcclful  all 


informaUoa  a 
alio  bj  the  C< 

The  Goepet  Glara,  a  n 
marrowy  religiona  treatin 
—a  work  not  unworthy  of 
Baiter,  Uwen  and  Fiavel. 
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of  admirable  fMling.   Pabliah«d 


e  TolnmM, 


The  Letlera  and  Diorics  of  Philip  Saphlr,  a  oonTort- 
edJewof  Peath,  iu  Hnngaiy,  auppliet  a  great  deal  otrare 
information,  and  eiemnliSea  a  uorel  tjpeof  rcligloiu 
eiperience.    {Cahtihs  ) 

Mr.KKO , 

a  tcanilatioQ  of  Ulcbi_. 

Crniadea,— a  work  of  rare  merit  and  abilitf,  a 

pjing  a  place  nhich  no  other  work  flllu.     U  la  hlghl; 

"'■  " .        .  ..  .         the  whole, 

Bubject  not 


MemoInofthoCooDt  of  Stnienieehavea  vivid  inte- 
roat,  and  not  a  little  ratuo  aa  a  biatorical  nlotore.  (Boa- 
ton  :  J.  P.  Jtwrn-  k  Uo.) 

The  llietorical  a 
(^uinucj  hate  been 


gimphio  and  hrlUlaoC  In  demriptioo, 
lair  and  philoupbical  in  it>  treatnu 
Withont  ila  dlffiaultiet. 


!.;«.    Thie 


Ifck;  Snds 


me  of , 

little  poBitiie  fuult 
iiMB  Ireelj,  praiaea 


and,  though  Sladain  1' 
and  indulgeein  Du  sat 
eoldl;  attimei,  and  ev j__ 

book-clnb  and  libruj,  and  daubilew  it  wiJ  bo  lk< 
at  UavBli  tar  ^n  »unn.  for  it  ia  very  amuainj 
from  Cbe  apecial  intere 


The  Diplomacy  of  the  ilerol 

"--•-  ^JW.H.  ■'•-- ------ 


Itodj.b 
f  doi, 

Mr.  TreKot  h 
information, — 


HlHorlcal 
li  obaracleriiod  by  the  Ultra- 
1  well-written  precu  ol  tbo  ne- 
ce  in  connection  with  the  War 


d  it  ia  lo  aome  extent  unlucky  for  the 
>ok  that  it  ia  rather  a  didactic  liedtiae 
inana  narrative.  Mr.  Trescot  has  the  merit,  howoier, 
eTnot  writing  at  too  great  length,  and  of  writing  with 
modosty  and  good  aeUMi." 

The  fine  edition  of  Coleridge'a  Complete  Worke,  edit- 
ed by  Pnrf.  S»iedd,li  continued  by-'--" ■=■ — 

*"'         ■    .   ■        g  lolnmes  oft 


oftheprojei 


of  the  edilloD  haTO  ap- 


The  njSotofkjot  Spirit-ItappingB,  by  E.  C.  Ko- 
gen,  an  attempt  to  expl^n,  on  •cienliGe  gronoda,  thia 
nhanomenon,  Eaabeen  publiihed  by  John  P.  Jewitt 
k  Co.,  i3oitMi. 

HeuiB.  K.  Cabteb  k  BftOTHEBS  hare  pnbliafacd, 
during  the  month,  a  new  volume  of  Dr.  Kello'i  erudlls 
■nd  admirable  aeriea  of  Ulble  lUuetrationa.  It  ia  the 
third  of  what  ia  termed  the  li)Tariing  Heriea,  and  em- 
bneea  bialorical  and  critical  annotationa  on  the  Life  of 
car  Lord.  Theea  werka  diiplay  learning,  taate,  and 
matAeled  piety. 

A  fine  apeeinenafMigiionary  biography  ia  afforded 
in  the  life  of  Kev.  W.  A.  B.  Johnaon,  who  waa  one  of 
tie  earlier  mlulonariei  of  the  CharchMlsaiosary  8oole- 

..  ji__j._      .  < 1. ._;.  .1,  „,peou.    L(,rn- 

ia  uVe  abound)  In 


egnn  by  the 

npliabedp-     ■ 
CoUege, 
i,  ISoaion. 


of  Thackeray'a 


>r]y  ntirioal 


Literature  and  Etbioa  I 
ifliev.  Dr.  White,  Presidei 
uia,  haa  been  publiabed  by  t: 


ume  eontaiua  the  Laya  ot  Ancient  Kome.  A  frew^ 
tranalntioa  ef  .Mr.  Maoanlay'a  Hiatory  o(li)ngland  ban 
juat  been  publiebed  by  ISaion  I'eyronnet. 

An  important  claaoical  work  ii  abont  U)  be  iamad 
from  the  Cambridge  L'nirertity  Preai,  the  Orationa  of 
llyiieridei  for  Lycophron  and  tor  Euienippne,  now  SrM 
printed  in  lac-eimile  from  the  manuicrlpt  obtained  M 
tVeitern  Thebea  in  ItMT,  with  an  aosoont  of  Ita  diiooT- 
ery,  by  Joaepb  Ardee,  Lsq.  F.  &.  A. 


ian,  Kus. 


nelated 


Mr.Ti 


■  almoat  aa  popular  aa  a  novel.    It 

Qto  IJutob,  IJaniah,  Swedlah,  Ital- 

ssian,  anu  I'oliah;  twice  into  toe  frenob  Un- 

ind  four  timea  into  F.ngllah.    The  fborth  volume 

idmirable  work  baa  jutt  appeared. 

raluable 


te  work  on  Spanlih  literature 

, , bed  in  aSpaniih  tranilation,  by 

tiyangoa  and  Vidal. 

A  meieberofthe  Civil  Service  of  the  H.  E.  L  Com- 
pany, on  the  Bengal  eatabliehment,  haa  offered  the  aom 
ofXIUIV. fertile  berteaaay  in  tbe  lilogliab  langnage  in 
refulatlun  of  the  enora  of  Uindn  philoeophy,  according 
to  the  Vedante ,  Nyaya,  and  Saukhya  ayatema. 
A  comnlete.  minute,  and  exact  map  of  France  il 
after  thirty-five  Teara'  iaceaaaot 
le  of  nearly  400  ODUJ.  It  ia  the 
ad  ever  undertaken. 


labor,  and  ai 

Prof.  Aytoo,  oftbe  Univenity  of  Edinburgh, 
thorof  ["he  I.aya  of  the  ScottiabCavaltera.and  ki 


le  Nat 


ID  with  Black  wood' 
e.  Forma,  and  Dei 


knawn;to 


Mr.  Cbarlei  Uillward,  Picildent  of  the  Liverpool 
Literary  and  Dramatis  Society,  haa  been  leotoring  with 
oonaidorable  aucctan  on ' '  Tbe  Life  and  Writing!  of  Tho- 
maa  Hood." 
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LITERARY  laSOELLAKIBa 


plaj,  1858.] 


On  Tuesday  week,  that  day  beinc  the  oentenaiy  of  i 
the  birth  of  the  elder  Hoseoe,  a  poDlIo  breakfut  was  I 
given  in  Liyerpool  in  oelebration  of  the  event. 

A  pension  of  100^  a  vear  has  been  granted  to  Mr. 
Jerdui,  editor  of  the  Literary  Qcutttt  from  its  com- 
menoement  in  1817  to  the  close  of  1860,  in  consideration 
of  his  literary  labors. 

At  the  last  meeting  of  the  Rojral  Geonaphical  Sooie- 
t  y,  sJir  ii.  1.  Mnrohison  eommonieated  the  £Mt  that  a 
pension  had  been  obtained  by  Lord  Palmerston  for  the 
widow  of  Mr.  Richardson,  the  lamented  fellow-traTeller 
in  Africa  of  Dr.  Barth,  and  of  the  equally-lamented  Dr. 
Orerweg. 

M.  Philarete  Chasles.  of  the  Biblioth^ue  Matarine, 
relates  in  the  "  Journal  des  Debats,"  that  to  his  ffreat 
delight,  a  few  days  ago,  he  found  amongst  a  box  of  ne- 
glected manuscripts  in  that  library,  the  copy  of  an  un- 
published and  unknown  letter  of  Madame  de  Serigne, 
**  fall  of  the  sap  and  verdure  of  early  youth,"  in  prose 
and  verse,  of*'  oecoming  playfulness,  of  marvellous  emo- 
tion, and  of  the  stvle  which  is  not  a  style,  but  life  itself, 
the  movement  and  the  essence  of  thought." 

The  library  of  Christian  and  Clement  Brentano,  bro- 
thers of  Bettine  von  Amim  of  Cologne,  is  to  be  sold  by 
auction  on  the  5th  of  April.  The  library  is  not  a  large 
one,  the  whole  number  of  lots  not  exceeding  3660,  but 
there  is  a  good  collection  of  autographs,  some  valuable 
works  oa  old  church  history,  and  rare  treatisee  of  magic 
and  witchcraft. 

The  French  Academy  of  Sciences  have  elected  Mar- 
shal VaiUant,  by  a  minority  of  lifty-four  to  eight,  in  the 
room  of  the  late  M.  Heron  de  Yillefoese. 

M.  Guizot  will  be  called  to  the  senate  as  representa- 
tive of  the  interests  of  the  Protestants,  and  will,  with 
consent  of  the  Protestant  body,  take  his  seat  as  the 
avowed  organ  of  their  sentiments. 

M.  Albert  Gandry,  attached  to  the  Museum  of  Natu- 
ral History,  has  just  been  charged  with  a  scientific  mis- 
sion in  the  Island  of  Cyprus  and  on  the  coasts  of  the  Le- 
vant, the  natiural  history  and  geology  of  which  he  is  to 
study. 

Napoleon  lU.  has  given  to  M.  Hue,  one  of  the  Catho- 
lic missionaries,  whose  travels  in  Thibet  and  Tartary 
were  recently  published  in  France  and  this  country,  toe 
cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor. 

A  very  general  movement  has  been  commenced  for 
the  purpooe  of  establishing  a  university  m  Wales,  and  a 
petition  was  drawn  up  to  that  effect  at  the  last  annual 
meeting  of  the  Anglo- Welch  clergy  on  St  David's-day. 

The  Norwegian  Government  has  npontaneously  credit- 
ed the  Etlmological  Department  of  the  Crvstal  Palace 
with  a  certi^  sum,  to  be  expended  for  such  articles  as 
oan.be  best  orocored  in  Scandinavia,  «nL<the  understand- 
ing that  Buon  other  articles  as  can  be  best  procured  in 
Great  Britain  shall  be  forwarded  to  the  Museum  of  the 
University  of  Christiana,  in  the  way  of  exchange  or 

Ciyment  in  kind.    The  Directors  of  the  Ethnological 
useum  of  Copenhagen  have  also  expressed  tneir  leadi- 
ness  to  effect  exchanges. 

The  London  Art  Union  has  just  celebrated  its  anni- 
versary, when  some  interesting  details  as  to  its  financial 
progress  were  pointed  out.  The  first  years'  subscrip- 
tion amounted  only  to  500^,  the  second  750/.,  the  third 
1,300/.,  the  fourth  2,200/.,  the  fifth  6,500/.,  the  sixth 
13,000/.  The  amount  of  subecriptiona  had  culminated 
at  17,800/..  and  then  subsided  into  a  settled  average  in- 
come of  12,000/.  The  Association  had  already  spent  at 
least  170,000/.  for  the  encouragement  of  art.  The  prize- 
holders  had  expended  about  90,000/.  in  the  purchase  of 
pictures,  and  the  Council  about  60,000/.  on  these  and 
other  works  of  ait.  For  pictures  purchased  ftrom  the 
Royal  A(»demy  alone ,  34 ,291/.  had  been  paid.  Engrav- 
ers had  received  16,000/. 

Among  recent  literary  deaths,  the  most  prominent  are 


thoae  of  Mr.  BonrHnif,  our  late  Iflnister  in  BnudI,  and 
the  Rev.  T.  Kxrchkvui  Arnold,  the  Rector  of  Lyn- 
don. Mr.  SouTHKRN  was  once  well  known  in  London 
periodical  literature,  most  notably  as  the  Joint  e^lor, 
with  Dr.  BowBiNO,  of  the  Wutmmtitr  Review ^  when 
first  founded  by  Jbremt  BEifTHAM.  Mr.  Asmold  was 
everywhere  known  in  scholastio  and  educational  drolas 
as  tne  editor  of  a  long  and  most  successful  series  of 
school-books;  and  just  before  he  died  he  had  brought 
out  a  defence  of  those  publications  against  an  attack 
which  appeared  in  a  recent  number  of  Fraaer't  Magor 
2ine. 

The  correspondence  between  Bei\)amin  Constant,  the 
well-known  newspaper  writer,  parliaments^  orator,  and 
litteralewt  and  the  equally  well-known  Madame  de 
Recamler,  will  shortiy  be  given  to  the  worid.  It  it 
chi  efly  of  a  sentimental  character,  but  is  represented  to 
be  peculiarly  interesting.  Some  years  ago  a  literary 
lady,  to  whom  it  was  confided  by  Madame  Recamler, 
proposed  to  publish  it;  but  on  the  application  of  the 
lamilies  of  the  two  correspondents,  sne  was  prevented 
from  doing  so  by  a  positive  prohibition  of  one  of  the 
Law  Courts. 

The  Critic f  speaking  of  some  recent  American  works* 
thus  notices  the  appreciation  which  English  writera 
here  receive : "  In  England/' Coleridge  used  to  say,"  lam 
a  poor  poet,  but  a  great  philosopher  beyond  the  Atlan- 
tic. Carlyle's  earlier  works  fell  flat  on  his  own  eoun* 
try  men,  nurtured  in  the  literary  traditions  of  the  eigh- 
teenth century,  but  they  produced  an  immense  commo- 
tion in  the  intellect  of  Young  America;  and  the  Ameri- 
can literary  journals  are  now  advertising  a  fourth  edi- 
tion of  a  translation  of  such  a  work  as  Novalis's  Hein' 
rich  von  Ofterdingen^  of  which  no  version  has  yet  ap- 
pjeared  in  England.  John  Sterlino's  scattered  wri- 
tings were  collected  in  America  before  Arcbdbacoii 
Harb  edited  them  here ;  and  the  veteran  Dx  Quincet 
has  just  acknowledged  the  penetration  and  competency 
with  which  American  editors  are  conducting  the  co^ 
lective  re-issue  of  his  multifarious  and  widely-disperBed 
writings,  which  his  own  country  is  only  now  beginning 
to  hope  for  from  himself." 

The  Oiomale  di  Roma  of  the  21st  ult.  contains  a  com- 
parative table  of  the  population  of  Rome  in  1851  and 
1852,  flnom  which  it  appears  that  the  population,  whieh 
in  1851  amounted  to  172,382,  is  now  175,838,  being  an 
increase  of  3456.  The  proportion  of  births  to  the  entire 
population  is  as  1  to  33;  of  deaths,  as  1  to  36;  the  aver- 
age number  of  births  per  month  is  469,  per  day  15.  The 
average  number  of  deaths  per  month  is  422,  per  day  li. 
The  proportion  of  marriages  to  births  is  as  1  to  4;  the 
number  of  the  former  amounted  in  1852  to  1470.  For 
the  last  ten  years  the  total  increase  of  population  «t 
Rome  is  13/182. 

The  sale  of  the  gallery  of  the  Prince  of  Canino  took 
place  recentiy.  These  pictures,  as  it  is  well  known,  were, 
with  the  exception  of  four  works,  reserved  at  the  sale  oc 
the  celebrated  gallery  of  the  late  Cardinal  Fesch,  by  hia 
grandnephew,  tne  Prince.  The  collection  was  not  ex- 
tensive m  point  of  numbers,  consisting  altogether  of 
47  subjects,  only  two  of  which  fetched  high  prices.  One 
of  these,  which  was  the  last  sold,  obtained  the  sum  of 
1,200/.  It  is  by  Rubens,  entitied  The  Adoration  of  tht 
Magi. 

The  following  description  of  a  sitting  of  the  House  of 
Commons  is  ffiven  in  a  recent  feuilleton  by  Meiy,  one  of 
tiie  most  celebratedpoets  and  one  of  the  most  amusing 
writers  of  modem  France:—"  Speeches  are  delivered  in 
a  psalm-singing  tone;  members  sleep  here  and  there, 
and  everybody  yawns;  the  speaker  does  not  use  a  bell, 
and  no  one  is  ever  called  to  order ;  there  is  never  any 
agitation  on  any  of  the  benches;  ennui  rains  in  tor* 
rents;  Whigs  and  Tories  share  amongst  themselves 
badly-baked  biscuits:  a  good  deal  of  Barclay  and  Per- 
kins's porter  is  drank;  members  go  out  every  moment 
to  swallow  a  basin  of  turtie  soup;  on  their  return  they 
turn  over  collections  of  caricatures;  ministers  play  9t 
short  whist  in  a  comer;  those  who  are  not  asleep  read 
a  romance  of  Dickens;  speakers  seem  not  to  care  about 
being  listened  to.^' 
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When  thU  v us  written,  Mr.  Thackeray  was  gaid   and  written  upon   these   points;  but 

not  the  popular  favorite  he  has  bince  become,  among  a  large  section  of  his  readers  it  has 
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Firs  years  ^o,  in  dedicating  the  aecood 
edition  of  "Jane  Eyre"  to  the  autltor  of 
"Vanity  Fair,"  Correr  Bell  Bpohe  of  him 
thus  : — "  Why  have  I  alluded  to  thU  man  ? 
I  hare  Bllqded  to  him,  reader,  because  I 
think  I  see  in  him  an  intellect  profounder  and 
more  unique  than  fais  contemporaries  hare 
yet  recognized  ;  because  I  regard  him  as  the 
tint  social  regenerator  of  the  day — as  the 
very  master  ofthal  working  corps  who  irould 
restore  to  rectitude  the  warped  system  of 
things ;  because,  I  think  no  commentator  on 
bis  writings  has  yet  found  the  comparison 
that  suits  bim,  the  terms  which  rightly  char- 
acterize his  talent.  They  say  he  is  like 
Fielding ;  they  talk  of  his  wit,  humor,  comic 
powers.  He  resembles  Fielding  as  an  eagle 
does  a  vallure;  Fielding  could  stoop  on  car- 
rion, but  Thackeray  never  does.  His  wit  is 
bright,  hia  humor  attractive,  but  both  bear 
ihc  same  rtlauun  to  his  serious  genius,  that 
the  mere  lambent  sheet-lightning,  playing  un- 
der the  edge  of  the  summer-cloud,  does  to 
the  electric  death-spark  hid  in  its  womb," 
When  this  was  written,  Mr.  Thackeray  was 
not  the  popular  favorite  he  has  since  become. 
He  counts  readers  now  by  hundreds,  where 
TOL.  TT"»     VO.  U. 


then  he  only  counted  tens.  In  those  days, 
Currer  Bell  s  panegyric  was  pronounced  ex- 
travsgant  by  many  who  now,  if  they  do  not 
echo,  will  at  least  scarcely  venture  to  dispute 
it ;  but  it  may  be  doubted  whether,  up  to 
the  present  time,  full  justice  baa  been  done 
by  say  of  Mr.  Thackeray's  critics  to  the  pe- 
culiar genius  of  the  man,  or  to  the  purpose 
with  which  his  later  hooka  have  been  written. 
It  is  not,  indeed,  to  the  Press  that  he  owes 
the  appreciation  which  it  is  probable  he 
values  most.  Its  praise  has  generally  been 
coupled  with  censure  for  what  has  occnpied 
bis  most  deliberate  thought,  and  been  con- 
ceived with  the  most  earnest  purpose.  While 
it  has  extolled  bis  wit,  his  keen  eye,  hit 
graphic  style,  his  trenchant  sarcasm,  hm 
power  of  exposing  caut  and  Pharisaism  in  all 
Its  phases,  it  has,  at  the  same  time,  besB 
loud  in  its  outcry  against  the  writer's  eynio- 
ism  and  want  of  faith,  the  absence  of  heroism 
and  elevaUon  in  his  characters — the  foibles 
of  all  hia  women,  the  vices  of  all  his  men. 
Enough,  and  more  than  enough,  has  been 
said  and  written  upon  these  points;  but 
among  a  large  section  of  his  readers  it  has 
long  beeo  felt,  that  it  may  not  have  been 
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without  a  parpose  that  Mr.  Thackeray  has 
never  endowed  his  characters  with  ostenta- 
tious heroic  virtues,  or  dwelt  much  on  the 
brighter  aspects  of  humanity ;  that  his  most 
unsparing  ridicule,  and  his  most  pungent  de- 
lineations of  human  folly  or  vice,  are  not 
tinged  by  the  sour  humors  of  the  cynic  or 
mi.santhrope,  but  that,  through  his  harshest 
tones,  there  may  be  heard  the  sweet  under- 
notes  of  a  nature  kindly  and  loving,  and  a 
heart  warm  and  unspoiled,  full  of  sympathy 
for  goodness  and  all  simple  worth,  and  of  re- 
verence for  all  unaffected  greatness. 

Not  many  years  ago,  when  reputations 
which  are  now  effete  were  at  their  zenith, 
a  pen  was  busy  in  our  periodical  literature, 
in  which  the  presence  of  a  power  was  felt  by 
those  who  watched  that  literature,  which 
seemed  only  to  want  happier  circumstances 
to  develop  into  forms  worthy  of  a  per- 
manent place  amonff  English  classics.  Un- 
der many  patronymics,  its  graphic  sketches 
and  original  views  were  ushered  into  the 
world.  The  immortal  Yellowplush,  the  James 
de-la-Pluche  of  a  later  date,  the  vivacious 
George  Fitzboodle,  the  versatile  Michael 
Angelo  Titmarsh,  were  names  well-known 
and  prized  within  a  limited  circle.  In  Mr. 
Thackeray's  lucubrations  under  all  these 
pseudonyms,  there  was  a  freshness  and  force, 
a  truthfulness  of  touch,  a  shrewdness  of  per- 
ception, and  a  freedom  from  conventionahsm, 
whether  in  thought  or  expression,  which  ar- 
gued in  their  originator  something  more  akin 
to  genius  than  to  mere  talent.  Here  was  a 
man  who  looked  below  the  surface  of  things, 
taking  nothing  for  granted,  and  shrinking 
from  no  scrutiny  of  human  motives,  how- 
ever painful;  who  saw  clearly  and  felt  deeply, 
and  who  spoke  out  his  thought  manfully  and 
well.  In  an  age  of  pretence,  he  had  the 
courage  to  be  simple.  To  strip  sentimen- 
talism  of  its  frippery,  pretension  of  its  tinsel, 
vanity  of  its  masks,  and  humbug,  literary 
and  social,  of  its  disguises,  appeared  to  be 
the  vocation  of  this  graphic  satirist.  The 
time  gave  him  work  to  do  in  abundance,  and 
mani^stly  neither  skill  nor  will  were  wanting 
in  him  for  the  task.  Best  of  all,  he  did  not 
look  down  upon  his  fellow-men  from  those 
heights  of  contempt  and  scorn,  which  make 
satirists  commonly  the  most  hateful  as  well 
as  the  most  profitless  of  writers.  The  hand 
that  was  mailed  to  smite  had  an  inward  side 
soft  to  caress.  He  claimed  no  superiority, 
arrogated  for  himself  no  peculiar  exemption 
from  the  vices  and  follies  he  satirized ;  he 
had  his  own  mind  to  clear  of  cant  as  well  as 
bk  aeigbborB\  ani  profesiei  to  know  their 


weak  side  only  through  a  consciousness  of 
his  own.  Just  as  he  proclaimed  himself  as 
Mr.  Snob,  par  exeellenee,  when  writing  of 
the  universal  snobbishness  of  society  at  a 
later  date,  so  in  the  "  Confessions  of  Fitz- 
boodle," or  "  The  Yellowplush  Papers,"  he 
made  no  parade  of  being  one  whit  wiser, 
purer,  or  more  disinterested  than  other 
people.  Relentless  to  fobbery,  falsehood, 
and  rascality,  however  ingeniously  smoothed 
over  or  concealed,  he  was  not  prone  to  sneer 
at  frailty,  where  it  laid  no  claim  to  strength, 
or  folly  where  it  made  no  pretence  of  wis- 
dom. The  vices  of  our  modem  social  life 
were  the  standing  marks  for  the  shafts  of 
his  ridicule,  but  here  and  there,  across  his 
pages,  there  shot  gleams  of  a  more  pleasing 
light,  which  showed  how  eagerly  the  lynx- 
eyed  observer  hailed  the  presence  of  good- 
ness, and  candor,  and  generosity,  whenever 
they  crossed  his  path. 

That  he  may,  in  those  days,  have  thought 
them  rarer  than  his  subsequent  experience 
has  proved,  is  more  than  probable;  and, 
indeed,  this  circumstance  gave  to  many  of 
his  earlier  sketches  a  depth  of  shade,  which 
leaves  an  impression  on  the  mind  all  the 
more  painful,  from  the  terrible  force  with 
which  the  tints  are  dashed  in.  No  man  ever 
sketched  the  varieties  of  scoundrelism  or 
folly  with  more  force  than  Yellowplush  or 
Fitzboodle,  but  we  cannot  move  long  among 
fools  and  scoundrels  without  disgust.  In 
these  sketches,  the  shadows  of  life  are  too 
little  relieved  for  them  to  be  either  altogether 
true  to  nature,  or  tolerable  as  works  of  art. 
We  use  them  as  studies  of  chliracter,  but, 
this  purpose  served,  are  fain  to  put  them 
aside  for  ever  after.  Hence,  no  doubt,  it 
was  that  these  vigorous  sketches,  at  the  time 
they  appeared,  missed  the  popularity  which 
was  being  won  by  far  inferior  works;  and 
hence,  too,  they  will  never  become  popular 
even  among  those  whom  Mr.  Thackeray's 
subsequent  writings  have  made  his  warmest 
admirers.  Bring  them  to  the  touchstone, 
whose  test  all  delineations  of  life  must  bear, 
to  be  worthy  of  lasting  repute, — the  ap* 
proval  of  a  woman's  mind  and  taste, — aed 
they  are  at  once  found  to  fail.  Men  will 
read  them,  and  smile  or  ponder  as  thej 
read,  and,  it  may  be,  reap  lessons  useful  for 
after  needs;  but  a  woman  lays  down  the 
book,  feeling  that  it  deals  with  characters 
and  situations,  real  perhaps,  but  which  she 
can  gain  nothing  by  contemplating.  No 
word,  image,  or  suggestion,  indeed,  is  there 
to  offend  her  modestv — for,  in  this  respect, 
Mr.  Thackeray  in  all  his  writings  has  shown 


185S.] 


THAOEERAT. 


143 


that  reverence  for  womanhood  and  youth, 
which  satirists  have  not  often  maintained  ; — 
bat  just  as  there  are  many  things  in  life 
which  it  u  best  not  to  know,  so  in  these  pic- 
tares  of  tainted  humanity  there  is  much  to 
startle  the  faith,  and  to  disquiet  the  fancy, 
without  being  atoned  for  by  any  commensu- 
rate advantage.   With  what  admirable  force, 
for  example,  are  all  the  characters  etched  in 
Tellowplttsh's  "Amours  of  Mr.  Deuceace!" 
The  Hon.  Alflremon  Percy  Deuceace  himself, 
his  amiable  uther,  the  Earl  of  Crabs, — Mr. 
Blewitt, — where  in  literature  shall  we  find 
such  a  trio  of  scoundrels,  so  distinct  in  their 
outlines,  so  unmistakably  true  in  all  their 
tmts  ?     How  perfect,  too,  as  portraits,  are 
Dawkins,  the  pigeon,  of  whom  Deuceace 
and  Blewitt,  well-trained  hawks,  make   so 
summary  a  meal,  and  Lady  Griffin,  the  younff 
widow  of  Sir  George  Griffin,  K.C.B.,  and 
her  ugly  step-daughter,  Matilda  I  -  No  one 
can  question  the  probability  of  all  the  inci- 
dents of  the  story.   Such  things  are  happen- 
bff  every  day.     Younjr  fools  like  Dawkins 
fall  among  thieves  like  Deuceace  and  Blewitt, 
and  the  same  ffame  of  matrimonial  specula- 
tion is  being  ]nayed  daily,  which  is  played 
with  such  notable  results  by  Deuceace  and 
Miss   Matilda  Griffin.      The    accomplished 
swindler  is  ever  and  anon  caught  like  him, 
the  fond  silly  woman  as  constantly  awakened, 
like  her,  out  of  an  insane  dream,  to  find  her- 
self the  slave  of  cowardice  and  brutality. 
Vlllany  so  cold,  so  polished,  so  armed  at  all 
points,  as  that  of  the  Earl  of  Crabs,  is  more 
rare,  but  men  learn  by  bitter  experience, 
that  there  are  in  society   rascals  equally 
agreeable  and  equally  unredeemed.     There 
is  no  vulgar  daubing  m  the  portraiture  of  all 
these   worthies; — the  lines  are  all  true  as 
life  itself,  and  bitten  into  the  page  as  it  were 
with  vintol.     Every  touch  bears  the  traces 
of  a  master's  hand,  and  yet  what  man  ever 
eared   to  return  to  the  book,  what  woman 
ever  eot  through  it  without  a  sensation  of 
kamiliation  and  disgust  ?     Both  would  wish 
to  believe  the  writer  untrue  to  nature,  if  they 
«mld ;  both  would  willingly  forego  the  exhi- 
bition of  what,  under  the  aspect  in  which  it 
is  here  shown,  is  truly  "  that  hideous  sight, 
a  naked  human  heart." 

Of  all  Mr.  Thackeray's  books,  this  is,  per- 
haps, the  most  open  to  the  charge  of  sneer- 
ing cynicism,  ana  yet,  even  here,  glimpses  of 
that  stem  but  deep  pathos  are  to  be  found, 
of  which  Mr.  Thackeray  has  since  proved 
himself  so  great  a  master.  We  can  even  now 
remember  the  mingled  sensation  of  shudder- 
ing pity  and  horror,  mth,  which  the  conclu- 


sion of  this  story  years  ago  impressed  us. 
Deuceace,  expecting  an  immense  fortune 
with  Miss  Matilda  Griffin,  who,  on  her  part, 
believes  him  to  be  in  possession  of  a  fine  in- 
come, marries  her;  the  marriage  having 
been  managed  by  his  father,  the  Earl  of 
Crabs,  in  order  that  he  may  secure  Lady 
Griffin  for  himself,  with  all  Miss  Griffin  s 
fortune,  which  falls  to  her  ladyship,  in  the 
event  of  Matilda  marrying  without  her  con- 
sent. Lady  Griffin  has  previously  revenged 
herself  for  the  Honorable  Algernon's  slight 
of  her  own  attachment  to  him,  by  involving 
him  in  a  duel  with  a  Frenchman,  in  which 
he  loses  his  right  hand.  The  marriage  once 
concluded,  Deuceace  and  his  wife  find  their 
mutual  mistake,  and  the  penniless  pair,  on 
appealing  for  aid  to  the  Earl  of  Crabs  and 
his  new-made  wife,  are  spumed  with  re- 
morseless contempt  What  ensues,  let  Mr. 
Yellowplush  tell  in  his  own  peculiar  style : — 

**  Abont  three  months  after,  when  the  season 
was  beginning  at  Paris,  and  the  autamn  leafs  was 
on  the  groano,  my  lord,  my  lady,  me  and  Mortimer, 
were  taking  a  stroal  on  the  Boddy  Balonff,  the 
carridffe  driving  on  slowly  a  head,  and  us  as  nappy 
as  posDill,  admiring  the  pleasnt  woods,  and  the 
golden  sunset. 

^  My  lord  was  expavshating  to  my  lady  upon 
the  exquizet  beauty  of  the  sean,  and  pouring  forth 
a  host  of  butifle  and  virtuous  sentament  sootable 
to  the  hour.  It  was  dalitefle  to  hear  him.  *  Ah !' 
said  he,  *  black  must  be  the  heart,  my  love,  which 
does  not  feel  the  influence  of  a  scene  like  this ; 
^therinff,  as  it  were,  from  those  sunlit  skies  a  por- 
tion of  their  celestial  gold,  and  gaining  somewhat 
of  heaven  with  each  pure  draught  of  this  delicious 
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**  Lady  Crabs  did  pot  speak,  bat  prest  his  arm, 
and  looked  upwards.  Mortimer  and  I,  too,^felt  some 
of  the  infliwentsof  the  sean,  and  lent  on  our  goold 
sticks  in  silence.  The  carriage  drew  up  close  to 
us,  and  my  lord  and  my  lady  sauntered  slowly  lords 
it 

**  Jest  at  the  place  was  a  bench  and  on  the 
bench  sate  a  poorly  drest  woman,  and  by  her,  lean- 
ing against  a  tree,  was  a  man  whom  I  thought  Td 
sean  oefor.  He  was  drest  in  a  shabby  blew  coat, 
with  white  seems  and  copper  buttons ;  a  torn  hat 
was  on  his  head,  and  great  quantaties  of  matted 
hair  and  whiskers  disfiggared  his  countnints.  He 
was  not  shaved  and  as  pale  as  stone. 

**My  lord  and  lady  didn  take  the  slightest 
notice  of  him,  but  past  on  to  the  carridge.  Me 
and  Mortimer  lickwise  took  ovr  places.  As  we 
past,  the  man  had  got  a  grip  of  the  woman's 
shoulder,  who  was  holding  down  her  head,  sobbiag 
bitterly. 

"  No  sooner  were  my  lord  and  lady  seated,  than 
they  both,  with  iffstrame  dellixy  and  eood  natur, 
bust  into  a  ror  oflafter,  peal  upon  peal,  whooping 

[and  screaching,  enough  to  frighten  th<"  - 
silents. 
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"  Denceice  turned  round.  I  «ee  bii  face  nov 
—the  face  of  ft  devrle  of  hell !  Fast,  he  lookt 
towards  the  orridee,  and  pointed  to  it  witli  his 
maimed  arm  ;  then  ne  mlwd  the  other,  and  struck 
the  lODman  hy  hit  tide.     She  fell  screaming. 

"  Poor  thing  !  Poor  thing  !" 

There  U  a  frightful  truthfulneu  in  thiH  pic- 
ture that  makes  the  heart  sick.  We  turn 
from  it,  ns  ne  do  from  the  hideouB  realities 
of  an  old  Flemisli  paint«r,  or  from  some  dis- 
mal revelation  ia  a  police  report.  Still,  the 
author's  power  burns  into  the  memory  the 
image  of  that  miserable  woman,  and  his  sim- 
ple exclaraalioQ  at  the  close  tells  of  a  heart 
that  has  bled  at  the  monstrous  brutalities  to 
the  sex,  of  which  the  Mcret  records  are 
awfully  prolific,  but  which  the  romance  wri- 
ter rarely  ventures  to  approach.  If  we  have 
smiled  at  the  miserable  vanity  and  weakness 
of  poor  Matilda  Griffin  before,  we  remem- 
ber them  no  more  after  that  woeful  scene. 

"The  Lack  of  Barry  Lyndon,"  which  fol- 
lowed soon  after  the  appearance  of  "The 
Yellowplush  Papers,"  was  a  little  relieved  by 
brighter  aspects  of  humanity,  but  so  little, 
that  it  can  never  be  referred  to  with  pleasure, 
despite  the  sparkliDg  brilli>tQcy  of  the  narra- 
tive, and  abundaol  traces  of  the  most  delight- 
ful humor.  How  completely,  in  a  sentence, 
does  Barry  convey  to  us  a  picture  of  his 
mother ! 

"Often  and  often  has  she  talked  to  me  and  the 
neighbara  regardins  her  own  humility  and  piety, 
pointing  them  out  m  such  a  way,  that  I  would 
defy  tho  most  olMiinaie  to  disbelieve  her." 

The  same  vein  of  delicate  sarcasm  mns 
throughout  the  tale,  where  every  page  is 
fflark^  by  that  matchless  expressiveness  and 
ease  of  style  (or  which  Mr.  Thackery  is  the 
envy  of  his  contemporaries.  The  hero  is  as 
worthless  a  scoundrel  as  ever  swiadled  at 
tcarlf,  or  earthed  bis  man  in  a  duel.  He 
narrates  his  own  adventures  and  rascalities 
with  the  artless  naiveliot  a  man  troubled  by 
no  scruples  of  consience  or  misgivitigs  of  the 
moral  sense, — a  conception  as  daring  as  the 
execution  is  admirable.  For  a  time  the  read- 
er is  carried  along,  with  a  smiling  admiration 
of  the  author's  humor,  and  t^uiet  way  of 
bringing  into  view  the  seamy  side  of  a  num- 
ber of  respectable  shams  ;  but  when  he  finds 
that  he  is  passed  along  from  rake  to  swind- 
ler, from  gambler  to  ruffian, — that  the  men 
lie,  cheat,  and  cog  the  dice,  and  that  the 
women  intrigue,  or  drink  brandy  in  their  tea, 
ot  are  fatuous  fools,  the  atmosphere  becomes 
oppressive,  and  even  the  brilliancy  of  the 
wit  begins  to  pall.  Yet  there  are  passages 
ia  thig  Btor/,   wd  aketche*  of  character. 
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wkicb  Mr.  Thackeray  has  never  sarpasaed. 
Had  these  been  only  mingled  with  some 
pictures  of  people  not  eitber  hateful  for 
wickedness  or  despicable  for  weakness,  and 
in  whom  we  could  have  felt  a  cordial  inter- 
est, the  tale  might  have  won  for  its  author 
much  of  the  popularity  which  be  must  hare 
seen,  with  no  small  chagrin,  carried  off  by 
men  altogether  unfit  to  cope  with  bim  is 
ominalily  or  power. 

There  ia  always  apparent  in  Mr.  Thackeray's 
works,  BO  much  natural  kindliness,  so  true  a 
sympathy  with  goodness,  that  only  some  bit- 
ter and  unfortunate  experiences  can  explain, 
as  it  seems  to  ns,  the  tendency  of  his  mind 
at  this  period  to  present  human  nature  in  ita 
least  ennobling  aspects.  Whenever  the  man 
himself  spealu  out  ia  the  first  person,  as  in 
his  pleasant  books  of  travel, — his  "  Iriah 
Sketch  Book,"  and  bis  "Journey  from  Corn- 
bill  to  Cairo," — he  shows  so  little  of  the  ey- 
nic,  or  the  melancholy  Jaques  —  finds  ao 
hearty  a  delight  in  the  contemplation  of  all 
simple  pleasures,  and  so  cordially  recognizes 
all  social  worth  and  all  elevation  of  character, 
OS  to  create  surprise  that  be  should  have 
taken  so  little  pains  in  his  fictions  to  delineate 
good  or  lofty  natures.  That  this  ara*e  from 
no  vrant  of  love  for  his  fellow-men,  or  of  ad- 
miration for  the  power  wbich,  by  depicting 
goodness,  self-sacrifice,  and  greatness,  in- 
spires men  with  something  of  these  qualities, 
is  obvious, — for  even  at  the  time  when  he 
was  writing  those  sketches  to  which  we  haiv 
adverted,  Mr.  Thackeray's  pen  was  recordiiw, 
with  delightful  cordiality,  the  praises  of  hia 
great  rival,  Dickens,  for  these  very  excellen- 
ces the  absence  of  which  in  his  own  writing* 
is  their  greatest  drawback.  It  is  thus  be 
wrote  in  February,  1S44,  of  Dickens's 
"  Christmas  Carol."  We  quote  from  "Fra> 
ser's  Magazine." 

"  And  now  there  is  but  one  book  left  in  the  box, 
ihe  smallest  one,  but  oh  !  how  much  the  best  of 
■II.  It  is  the  work  of  the  mimer  of  all  ihe  Ens- 
libh  hnmorists  now  alive ;  the  young  man  who 
came  and  took  his  place  calmly  at  the  head  of  the 
whole  tribe,  and  who  has  kept  it.  Think  of  all 
we  owe  Mr.  Dickens  since  tho«e  half  dozen  year«, 
the  Blore  of  happy  huur^  that  he  lias  made  us  pass, 
the  kindly  and  pleasant  companions  whom  he  baa 
introduced  to  us )  the  harmless  laughter,  the  gene- 
rous wit,  the  frank,  manly,  human  love  which  he 
has  taught  us  to  feel!  Every  month  of  those 
years  has  brought  ns  some  kind  token  from  this 
delightful  genius.  His  books  may  have  lost  fa 
art,  perhsps,  but  conid  we  afiiird  to  wail  ?  Since 
the  aays  when  the  Specialor  was  produced  by  a 
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bold  of  the  EDglish  public  as  these  ?  They  have 
made  millions  of  rich  and  poor  happy ;  they 
might  have  been  locked  np  for  nine  years,  doubt- 
less, and  pruned  hero  and  there,  and  improved 
(which  I  Goubt),  but  where  would  have  been  the 
reader's  benefit  all  this  time,  while  the  author  was 
elaborating  his  performance  7  Would  the  com- 
munion between  the  writer  and  the  public  have 
been  what  it  is  now, — something  continual,  con- 
fidential, something  like  personal  affection  7  .  .  . 
*' Who  can  listen  to  objections  regarding  such 
a  book  as  this  7  It  seems  to  me  a  national  bene- 
fit, and  to  every  roan  or  woman  who  reads  it  a 
personal  kindness.  The  last  two  people  I  heard 
speak  of  it  were  women  ;  neither  knows  the  other 
or  the  author,  and  both  said,  by  way  of  criticism, 

•  God  bless  him  !' As  for  Tiny  Tim, 

there  is  a  certain  passage  in  the  book  regarding 
that  young  gentleman  aoout  which  a  man  should 
hardly  venture  to  speak  in  print  or  in  public,  any 
more  than  he  would  of  any  other  afiTections  of  his 

Srivate  heart.  There  is  not  a  reader  in  England 
ut  that  little  creature  will  be  a  bond  of  union  be- 
tween the  author  and  him ;  and  he  will  say  of 
Charles  Dickens,  as  the  woman  just  now,  '  God 
bless  him  !'  What  a  feeling  is  this  for  a  writer  to 
be  able  to  inspire,  and  what  a  reward  to  reap  !*' 

In  a  writer  who  felt  and  wrote  thus,  it 
was  most  strange  to  find  no  effort  made  to 
link  himself  to  the  affections  of  his  readers 
by  some  portraiture,  calculated  to  take  hold 
of  their  hearts,  and  to  be  remembered  with 
a  feeling  of  gratitude  and  love  !  Whatever 
Mr.  Thackeray's  previous  experiences  may 
have  been,  however  his  faith  in  human  good- 
ness may  have  been  shaken,  the  very  mflu- 
ences  which  he  here  recognizes  of  such  a 
writer  as  Dickens  must  have  taught  him  how 
much  there  is  in  his  fellow-men  that  is  nei- 
ther weak  nor  wicked,  and  how  many  sunny 
and  hopeful  aspects  our  common  life  presents 
to  lighten  even  the  saddest  heart. 

The  salutary  influence  of  Dickens's  spirit 
may,  indeed,  be  traced  in  the  writings  of  Mr. 
Thackeray  about  this  period,  tempering  the 
bitterness  of  his  sarcasm,  and  suggesting 
more  pleasing  views  of  human  nature.  The 
genius  of  the  men  is,  however,  as  diverse  as 
can  well  be  conceived.  The  mind  of  the  one 
is  as  hopeful  as  it  is  loving.  That  of  the 
other,  not  less  loving,  though  less  expan- 
sive in  its  love,  is  constitutionally  unhopeful. 
We  smile  at  folly  with  the  one ;  the  other 
makes  us  smile,  indeed,  but  he  makes  us 
think  too.  The  one  sketches  humors  and  ec- 
centricities which  are  the  casualties  of  char- 
acter; the  other  paints  characters  in  their 
essence,  and  with  a  living  truth  which  will 
be  recognized  a  hundred  years  hence  as  much 
as  now.  Dickens's  serious  characters,  for  the 
most  part,  relish  of  meio-dramatic  extrava- 


gance ;  there  is  no  mistake  about  Thacke- 
ray's being  from  the  life.  Dickens's  senti- 
ment, which,  when  good,  is  good  in  the  first 
class,  is  frequently  far-fetched  and  pitched 
in  an  unnatural  key — his  pathos  elaborated 
by  the  artifices  of  the  practised  writer. 
Thackeray's  sentiment,  rarely  indulged,  is 
never  otherwise  than  genuine  ;  his  pathos  is 
unforced,  and  goes  to  the  roots  of  the  heart. 
The  style  of  Dickens,  originally  lucid,  and 
departing  from  directness  and  simplicity  only 
to  be  amusingly  quaint,  soon  became  vicious, 
affected,  and  obscure :  that  of  Thackeray  has 
always  been  manly  and  transparent,  present- 
ing his  idea  in  the  very  fittest  garb.  Dick- 
ens's excellence  springs  from  his  heart,  to 
whose  promptings  he  trusts  himself  with  an 
unshrinking  faith  that  kindles  a  reciprocal 
enthusiasm  in  his  readers  :  there  is  no  want 
of  heart  in  Thackeray,  but  its  utterances  are 
timorous  and  few,  and  held  in  check  by  the 
predominance  of  intellectual  energy  and  the 
habit  of  reflection.  Thackeray  keeps  the  re- 
alities of  life  always  before  his  eyes  :  Dick- 
ens wanders  frequently  into  the  realms  of 
imagination,  and,  if  at  times  he  only  brings 
back,  especially  of  late,  fantastic  and  unna- 
tural beings,  we  must  not  forget,  that  lie  has 
added  to  literature  some  of  its  most  beauti- 
ful ideals.  When  he  moves  us  to  laughter, 
the  laughter  is  broad  and  joyous ;  when  he 
bathes  the  cheek  in  tears,  be  leaves  in  the 
heart  the  sunshine  of  a  bright  after-hope. 
The  mirth  which  Thackeray  moves  rarely 
passes  beyond  a  smile,  and  his  pathos,  while 
It  leaves  the  eye  unmoistened,  too  often 
makes  the  heart  sad  to  the  core,  and  leaves 
it  so.  Both  are  satirists  of  the  vices  of  the 
social  system ;  but  the  one  would  rally  us 
into  amendment,  the  other  takes  us  straight 
up  to  the  flaw,  and  compels  us  to  admit  it. 
Our  fancy  merely  is  amused  by  Dickens,  and 
this  often  when  he  means  to  satirize  some 
grave  vice  Of  character  or  the  defects  of  a 
tyrannous  system.  It  is  never  so  with 
Thackeray :  he  forces  the  mind  to  acknow- 
ledge the  truth  of  his  picture,  and  to  take 
the  lesson  home.  Dickens  seeks  to  amend 
the  heart  by  depicting  virtue ;  Thackeray 
seeks  to  achieve  the  same  end  by  exposing 
vice.  Both  are  great  moralists  ;  but  it  is  ab- 
surd to  class  them  as  belonging  to  one 
school.  In  matter  and  in  manner  they  are  so 
thoroughly  unlike,  that  when  we  find  this 
done,  as  by  Sir  Archibald  Alison,  in  the  re- 
view of  the  hterature  of  the  present  century 
in  his  "  History  of  Europe,"  we  can  only  at- 
tribute the  mistake  to  a  linfited  acquaintance 
with  their  works.    Of  Dickens,  Sir  Arohi- 
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bald  apparently  knows  something,  but  he 
can  know  little  of  Mr.  Thackeray's  writings, 
to  limit  his  merits,  as  he  does,  to  "  talent 
and  graphic   powers,"  and  the  ridicule  of 
ephemera]  vices.     On  the  contrary,  the  very 
qualities  are  to  be  found  in  them  which  in 
the  same  paragraph  he  defines  as  essential 
to  the  writer  for  lasting  fame — "  profound 
insight  into  the  human  heart,   condensed 
power  of  expression," — the  power  of  **  divine 
deep  into  the  inmost  recesses  of  the  souf, 
and  reaching  failings  universal  in  mankind," 
like  Juvenal,  Cervantes,  Le  Sage,  or  Moliere. 
Sir  Archibald  comes  nearer  to  the  truth 
when  he  ascribes  to  Mr.  Thackeray  the  want 
of  imaginative  power  and  elevation  of  thought. 
But  what  right  have  we  to  expect  to  find  the 
qualities  of  a  Raphael  in  a  Hogarth,  or  of  a 
Milton  in  a  Fielding?    If  genius  exercises 
its  peculiar  gifts  to  pure  ends,  we  are  surely 
not  entitled  to  ask  for  more,  or  to  measure  it 
by  an  inapplicable  standard.     It  cannot  be 
denied  that  Mr.  Thackeray's  ideas  of  excel- 
lence, as  they  appear  in  his  books,  are  low, 
and  that  there  is  little  in  them  to  elevate  the 
imagination,  or  to  fire  the  heart  with  noble 
impulses.     His  vocation  does  not  lie  pecu- 
liarly in  this  direction ;  and  he  would  have 
been  false  to  himself  had  he  simulated  an 
exaltation  of  sentiment  which  was  foreign 
to  his  nature.     It  has  always  seemed  to  us, 
however,  that  he  has  scarcely  done  himself 
justice  in  this  particular.     Traces  may  be 
seen  in  his  writings  of  a  latent  enthusiasm, 
and   a   fervent  admiration   for  beauty  and 
worth,  overlaid  by  a  crust  of  cold  distrust- 
fulness,  which  we  hope  to  see  give  way  be- 
fore happier  experiences,  and  a  more  extend- 
ed range  of  observation.    To  find  the  good 
and  true  in  life,  one  must  believe  heartily  in 
both.    Men  who  shut  up  their  own  hearts  in 
skepticism   are   apt  to  freeze  the  fountains 
of  human  love  and  generosity  in  others.   Mr. 
Thackeray  must,  ere  now,  have  learned,  by 
the  most  pleasing  of  all  proofs,  that  there  is 
a  world  of  nobleness,  loving- kindness,  purity, 
and  self-denial  in  daily  exercise  under  the 
surface  of  that  society  whose  distempers  he 
has  so  skilfully  probed.    The  best   move- 
ments of  his  own  nature,  in  his  works,  have 
brought  back  to  him,  we  doubt  not,  many  a 
cordial  response,  calculated  to  inspire  him 
with  a  more  cheerful  hope,  and  a  warmer 
faith  in  our  common  humanity.     Indeed,  his 
writings  already  bear  the  marks  of  this  salu- 
tary influence ;  and  it  is  not  always  in  depict- 
ing wickedness  or  weakness  that  he  has  lat- 
terly shown  his  greatest  power. 
The  unpretepding  character  of  Mr.  Thack- 
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eray's  fictions  has  no  doubt  arisen  in  a  great 

degree  from  a  desire  to  avoid  the  vices  into 

which  the  great  throng  of  recent  novelists 

had  fallen.    While  proressbg  to  depict  the 
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show  in  their^uc  cuiors  the  class  of  rogruesy 
ruffians,  and  demireps,  towards  whom  the 
sympathies  of  the  public  had  been  directed 
by  Bulwer,  Ains worth  and  Dickens.  Mr. 
Thackeray  felt  deeply  the  injury  to  public 
morals,  and  the  disgrace  to  literature,  inflict- 
ed by  the  perverted  exercise  of  these  writers' 
powers  upon  subjects  which  had  hitherto 
been  wisely  confined  to  such  recondite  chro- 
nicles as  "  The  Terrific  Register,"  and  the 
"  Newgate  Calendar."  Never  was  antidote 
more  required;  and  the  instinct  of  truth, 
which   uniformly  guides    Mr.  Thackeray's 
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pen,  stamped  his  pictures  with  the  hues  of  a 
l^bastly  reality.  Fublio  taste,  however,  re- 
jected the  grenuine  article,  and  rejoiced  in 
the  counterfeit.  The  philosophical  cut-throat, 
or  the  sentimental  Magdalene,  were  more 
jnquant  than  the  low-browed  ruffian  of  the 
condemned  cell,  or  the  vulgar  Circe  of  Shire- 
lane  ;  and  until  the  mad  fit  had  spent  itself 
in  the  exhaustion  of  a  false  excitement,  the 
public  ear  was  deaf  to  the  remonstrances  of 
Its  caustic  monitor. 

Nor  was  it  only  in  the  literature  of  New- 
gate, as  it  was  well  named,  that  he  found 
matter  for  reproof  and  reformation.  He  had 
looked  too  earnestly  and  closely  at  life,  and 
its  issues,  not  to  see  that  the  old  and  easy 
manner  of  the  novelist  in  distributing  what 
is  called  poetical  justice,  and  lodging  his  fa- 
vorites in  a  haven  of  common-place  comfort 
at  the  close  of  some  improbable  game  of 
cross- purposes,  had  little  in  common  with  the 
actual  course  of  things  in  the  world,  and 
could  convey  little  either  to  instruct  the  un- 
derstanding, to  school  the  affections,  or  to 
strengthen  the  will.  At  the  close  of  his 
"  Barry  Lyndon,"  we  find  his  views  on  this 
matter  expressed  in  the  following  words : — 

"  There  is  something  naive  and  simple  in  that 
time-honored  style  of  novel  writing,  by  which 
Prince  Prettyman,  at  the  end  of  his  adventures, 
is  pot  in  possession  of  every  worldly  prosperity, 
as  he  has  been  endowed  with  every  mental  and 
bodily  excellence  previously.  The  novelist  thinks 
that  he  can  do  no  more  for  his  darling  hero  than 
to  make  him  a  lord.  Is  it  not  a  poor  standard 
that  of  the  summum  bonum  7  The  greatest  jirood 
in  life  is  not  to  be  a  lord,  tterhaps  not  even  to  be 
happv.  Poverty,  illness,  a  numpback,  may  be  re- 
wards and  conditions  of  good,  as  well  as  that  bo- 
dily prosperity  which  all  of  us  onconsciously  set 
ap  for  worship." 

With  these  views,  it  was  natural  that  in 
his  first  work  of  magnitude,  **  Vanity  Fair," 
Mr.  Thackeray  should  strike  out  a  course 
which  might  well  startle  those  who  had  been 
accustomed  to  the  old  routine  of  caterers  for 
the  circulating  libraries.  The  press  had  al- 
ready teemed  with  so  many  heroes  of  unex- 
ceptionable attractions,  personal  and  mental, 
— so  many  heroines,  in  whom  the  existence 
of  human  frailty  had  been  altogether  ignored ; 
we  had  been  so  drenched  with  fine  writing 
and  poetical  sensibility,  that  he  probably 
thought  a  little  wholesome  abstinence  in  all 
these  respects  might  not  be  unpro6tabIe.  He 
plainly  had  no  ambition  to  go  on  feeding  the 
public  complacency  with  pictures  of  life, 
from  which  nothing  was  to  be  learned, — 
which  merely  amused  the  fancy,  or  inflated 
the  mind  with  windy  aspirations^  and  false 


conceptions  of  human  destiny  and  duty.    To 
place  before  us  the  men  and  women  who 
compose  the  sum  of  that  life  in  the  midst  of 
which  we  are  moving, — to  show  them  to  us 
in  such  situations  as  we  might  see  them  in 
any  day  of  our  lives, — to  probe  the  princi- 
ples upon  which  the  framework  of  society  in    ^ 
the  nineteenth  century  is  based, — to  bring 
his  characters  to  the  test  of  trial  and  temp- 
tation, such  as  all  may  experience, — to  force 
OS  to  recognize  goodness  and  worth,  however 
unattractive  the  guise  in  which  they  may  ap- 
pear,— in  a  word,  to  paint  life  as  it  is,  colored 
as  little  as  may  be  with  the  hues  of  the  ima« 
gination,  and  to  teach  wholesome  truths  for 
every-day  necessities,  was  the  higher  task  to 
which  Mr.  Thackeray  now  addressed  himself. 
He  could  not  carry  out  this  purpose  without 
disappointing  those  who  think  a  novel  flat 
which  does  not  centre  its  interest  on  a  hand- 
some and  faultless  hero,  with  a  comfortable 
balance  at  his  banker's,  or  a  heroine  of  good 
family  and  high  imaginative  qualities.     Life 
does  not  abound  in  such.    Its  greatest  vir- 
tues are  most  frequently  hid  in  the  humblest 
and  least  attractive  shapes ;  its  greatest  vices 
most  commonly  veiled  under  a  fascinating 
exterior,  and  a  carriage  of  unquestionable  re- 
spectability.    It  would  have  cost  a  writer  of 
Mr.  Thackeray's  practised  skill  little  effort  to 
have  thrown  into  his  picture  figures  which 
would  have  satisfied  the  demands  of  those 
who  insist  upon  delineations  of  ideal  excel- 
lence in  works  of  fiction ;  but,  we  apprehend* 
these  would  not  have  been  consistent  with 
his  design  of  holding  up,  as  in  a  mirror,  the 
strange  chaos  of  that  "Vanity  Fair,"  on 
which  his  own  meditative  eye  had  so  ear- 
nestly rested. 

That  Mr.  Thackeray  may  have  pushed  his 
views  to  excess,  we  do  not  deny.  He  might, 
we  think,  have  accomplished  his  object  quite 
as  effectually  by  letting  in  a  little  more  sun- 
shine on  hb  picture,  and  by  lightening  the 
shadows  in  some  of  his  characters.  Without 
any  compromise  of  truth,  he  miffht  have 
given  us  somebody  to  admire  and  esteem, 
without  qualifications  or  humiliating  reserves. 
That  no  human  being  is  exempt  from  frail- 
ties, we  need  not  be  reminded.  The  "divine 
Imogen"  herself,  we  daresay,  had  her  faults, 
if  the  whole  truth  were  told ;  and  we  will 
not  undertake  to  say,  that  Juliet  may  not 
have  cost  old  Capulet  a  good  deal  of  excusa- 
ble anxiety.  But  why  dash  our  admiration 
by  needlessly  reminding  us  of  such  facts  ? 
There  is  a  wantonness  in  fixing  the  eye  upon 
some  merely  casual  flaw,  after  you  have 
filled  the  heart  and  imagination  wiw  ~ 
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tiful  image.  It  is  a  aorry  morality  which 
evermore  places  the  death's-head  among  the 
flowers  and  fi^arlands  of  the  banquet.  In 
"Vanity  Fair,^'  Mr.  Thackeray  has  frequently 
fallen  into  this  error ;  and  he  has  further 
marred  it  by  wilfully  injuring  our  interest  in 
the  only  characters  which  he  puts  forward 
for  our  regard.     Anxious  to  avoid  the  pro- 

gensity  of  novelists  to  make  A  polios  of  their 
eroes,  and  paragons  of  their  heroines,  he 
has  run  into  the  opposite  extreme  and  made 
Dobbin, — the  only  thoroughly  excellent  and 
lovable  character  in  the  book, — ^so  ungainly 
as  to  be  all  but  objectionable,  and  his  pet 
heroine,  Amelia,  so  foolishly  weak  as  to  wear 
out  our  patience. 

This  is  all  the  more  vexatious,  seeing  that 
the  love  of  Dobbin  for  Amelia  is  the  finest 
delineation  of  pure  and  unselfish  devotion 
within  the  whole  range  of  fiction.    Such  love 
in  woman  has  often  been  depicted,  but  Mr. 
Thackeray  is  the  first  who  has  had  the  cour- 
age to  essay,  and  the  delicacy  of  touch  to 
perfect,  a  portraiture  of  this  lifelong  devotion 
in  the  opposite  sex.    It  is  a  favorite  theory 
of  his,  thiat  men  who  love  best  are  prone  to 
be  most  mistaken  in  their  choice.    We  doubt 
the  truth  of  the  position ;  and  we  question 
the  accuracy  of  the  illustration  in  Dobbin. 
He  would  have  got  ofif  his  knees,  we  think, 
and  gone  away  long  before  he  did ;  at  all 
events,  having  once  gone,  the  very  strength 
of  character  which  attached  him  to  Amelia 
so  long  would  have  kept  him  away.     Why 
come  back  to  mate  with  one  whom  he  had 
proved  unable  to  reach  to  the  height  of  the 
attachment  which  he  bore  her?     Admirable 
as  are  the  concluding  scenes  between  Amelia 
and  the  Major,  we  wish  Mr.  Thackeray  could 
have  wound  up  his  story  in  some  other  way, 
for  nothing  b,  to  our  minds,  sadder  among 
the  grave  impressions  left  by  this  saddening 
book,  than  the  thought  that  even  Dobbin 
has  found  his  ennobUng  dream  of  devotion 
to  be  a  weariness  and  a  vanity.     It  is  as 
though  one  had   ruthlessly  trodden  down 
some  single  solitary  flower  in  a  desert  place. 
Mr.  Thackeray  has  inflicted  a  similar  shock 
upon  his  readers'  feelings  in  handing  over 
Laura  Bell,  with  her  fresh,  frank  heart,  and 
fine   understanding,   to  Arthur  Pendennis, 
that  aged  youth,  who  is  just  as  unworthy  of 
her  as  Amelia  is  of  Dobbin.     If  such  things 
do  occur  in  life — and  who  has  been  so  for- 
tunate in  his  experiences  as  to  say  they  do 
not! — ^is  the  novelist,  whose  vocation  it  is  to 
cheer  as  well  as  to  instruct,  only  to  give  us 
the  unhappy  issues  of  feelings  the  highest 
and  purest,  and  never  to  gladden  us  with 


the  hope  that  all  is  not  disappointment,  and 
our  utmost  bliss  not  merely  a  putting  np 
with  something  which  might  have  been 
worse?  With  all  the  latitude  of  life  to 
choose  from,  why  be  evermore  reminding  na 
of  the  limitations  of  our  happiness,— the 
compromise  of  our  fairest  hopes  ?  It  was  a 
poor  and  false  conception  of  human  happi- 
ness which  placed  it  always  in  worldly  pros- 
perity ;  but  is  it  not  also  wide  of  truth,  to 
make  the  good  and  noble  always  suffer,  and 
to  teach  that  all  high  desires  are  vain — ^that 
they  must  either  be  baflSed,  or,  if  achieved, 
dissolve  in  disappointment  ?  This  is  a  cheer- 
less creed,  and  false  as  cheerless ;  and  it  ia 
by  bringing  it  too  prominently  forward,  that 
Mr.  Thackeray  has  exposed  himself  to  a 
charge  of  cynicism  and  want  of  heart. 

Of  these  defects,  however,  no  thoughtful 
reader  will  accuse  him.  His  writings  abound 
in  passages  of  tenderness,  which  bespeak  a 
heart  gentle  as  a  woman's,  a  sensitiveness 
only  less  fine ; — a  depth  of  pity  and  charity, 
which  writers  of  more  pretence  to  these 
qualities  never  approach.  "  The  still,  sad 
music  of  humanity"  reverberates  through  all 
his  writings.  He  has  painted  so  much  oC 
the  bad  qualities  of  mankind,  and  painted 
them  80  well,  that  this  power  has  been  very 
generally  mistaken  for  that  delight  in  the 
contemplation  of  wickedness  or  frailty,  and 
that  distrust  of  human  goodness,  which  con- 
stitute the  cynic.  But  this  is  to  judge  him 
unfairly.  If  his  pen  be  most  graphic  in  such 
characters  as  Becky  Sharp,  the  Marquis  of 
Steyne,  Miss  Crawley,  or  Major  Pendennis, 
it  is  so  because  such  characters  present 
stronger  lines  than  the  quiet  charities  or 
homely  chivalry  in  which  alone  it  is  possible 
for  excellence  to  express  itself  in  the  kind  of 
life  with  which  his  writings  deal.  Such  men 
and  women  strike  the  eye  more  than  the 
Dobbins,  the  Helen  Pendennises,  and  War- 
ringtons  of  society.  These  must  be  followed 
with  a  loving  heart  and  open  understanding, 
before  their  worth  will  blossom  into  view ; 
and  it  is,  to  our  mind,  one  of  Mr.  Thackeray's 
finest  characteristics,  that  he  makes  person- 
ages of  this  class  so  subordinate  as  be  does 
to  the  wickedly  amusing  and  amusingly 
wicked  characters  which  crowd  his  pages. 
This,  indeed,  is  one  of  those  features  which 
help  to  give  to  his  pictures  the  air  of  reality 
in  which  lies  their  peculiar  charm,  and  make 
us  feel  while  we  read  them  as  though  we 
were  moving  among  the  experiences  of  our 
own  very  life.  Here  and  there  amid  the 
struggle,  and  swagger,  and  hypocrisy,  and 
time-serving,  and  vanity,  and  falsehood  oi  the 
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world,  we  come  upon  some  true  soul,  some 
trait  of  shriuking  goodness,  of  brave  endur- 
ance, of  noble  sacrifice.  So  is  it  in  Mr. 
Thackeray's  books.  In  the  midst  of  his 
moat  brilliant  satire,  or  his  most  crowded 
teenea,  some  simple  suggestion  of  love  and 
ffoodness  occurs,  some  sweet  touch  of  pathos, 
Uiat  reveals  to  us  how  kind  is  the  nature, 
how  loving  and  simple  the  soul,  from  which 
thej  spring. 

It  is  not  cynicism,  we  believe,  but  a  con- 
Hitntional  proneness  to  a  melancholy  view 
of  life,  which  gives  that  un pleasing  color  to 
many  of  Mr.  Thackeray's  books  which  most 
readers  resent.     He  will  not  let  his  eye  rest 

Son  a  fair  face,  without  thinking  of  the  ugly 
all  beneath,  and  reminding  himself  and  us 
^  that  beauty  cannot  keep  her  lustrous  eyes." 
In  his  heartiest  mirth  he  seems  to  have  in 
Tiew  the  headache,  or  the  labors  of  to-mor- 
row. Because  all  humanity  is  frail,  and  all 
joys  are  fleeting,  he  will  not  hope  the  best 
01  the  one,  nor  permit  us  to  taste  heartily  of 
the  other.  He  insists  on  dashing  his  bright- 
eat  fancies  with  needless  shadows,  and  will 
not  let  us  be  comfortable,  after  he  has  done 
his  best  to  make  us  so.  There  is  a  perversity 
m  this,  which  Mr.  Thackeray,  in  justice  to 
himself  and  kindness  to  his  readers,  should 
subdue.  Let  him  not  diminish  his  efibrts  to 
make  them  honester,  and  simpler,  and  wiser; 
hot  let  him  feed  them  more  with  cheerful 
images,  and  the  contemplation  of  beauty 
without  its  flaws  and  worth  without  its 
drawbacks.  No  writer  of  the  day  has  the 
same  power  of  doing  this,  if  he  pleases. 
We  could  cite  many  passages  in  proof  of 
thia,  but  can  it  be  doubted  by  any  one  who 
reads  the  following  essay,  from  the  series 
which  appeared  in  Punch  some  years  ago, 
as  from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Solomon,Pacifico  ? 

ON   A  GOOD-LOOKINO  YOTJHO  LADT. 

**  Some  time  ago  T  had  the  fortune  to  witness 
at  the  hoose  of  Lrminia*8  brother  a  rather  pretty 
tad  afl*ecting  scene :  whereupon,  as  my  custom 
is,  I  would  like  to  make  a  few  moral  remarks.  I 
most  premise  that  I  knew  Erminia's  family  long 
before  the  young  lady  was  bom.  Victorina  her 
mother,  Boa  her  aunt.  Chinchilla  her  grandmoth- 
er—I have  been  intimate  with  every  one  of  these 
ladies :  and  at  the  table  of  Sabilla,  her  married 
sister,  with  whom  £rminia  lives,  have  a  cover 
kid  for  me  whenever  I  choose  to  ask  for  it. 

**  Every  body  who  has  once  seen  Erminia  re- 
members her.  Fate  is  beneficent  to  a  man  before 
whose  eyes  at  the  parks,  or  churches,  or  theatres, 
or  public  or  private  assemblies  it  throws  Erminia. 
To  see  her  face  is  a  personal  kindness  for  which 
one  ought  to  be  thankful  to  Fortune ;  who  might 
have  shown  you  Caprella,  with  her  whiskery  or 


Felissa,  with  her  savage  eyes,  instead  of  the 
calm  and  graceful,  the  tender  and  beautiful  Er- 
minia. When  she  comes  into  the  room,  it  is  like 
a  beautiful  air  of  Mozart  breaking  upon  you : 
when  she  passes  through  a  ball-room,  everybody 
turns  and  asks  who  is  that  Princess,  that  fairy 
lady?  Even  the  women,  especially  those  who 
are  the  roost  beautiful  themselves,  admire  her. 
By  one  of  those  kind  freaks  of  favoritism  which 
Nature  takes,  she  has  endowed  this  young  lady 
with  almost  evenr  kind  of  perfection  :  has  given 
her  a  charming  face,  a  perfect  form,  a  pure  heart, 
a  fine  perception  and  wit,  a  pretty  sense  of  hu- 
mor, a  laugh  and  a  voice  that  are  as  sweet  as 
music  to  hear,  for  innocence  and  tenderness  ring 
in  every  accent,  and  a  grace  of  movement  which 
is  a  curiosity  to  watch,  for  in  every  attitude  of 
motion  or  repose  her  form  moves  or  settles  into 
beauty,  so  that  a  perpetual  grace  accompanies 
her.  I  have  before  said  that  I  am  an  old  fogy. 
On  the  day  when  I  leave  ofi^  admiring,  I  hope  I 
shall  die.  To  see  Erminia  is  not  to  fall  in  love 
with  her :  there  are  some  women  too  handsome, 
as  it  were,  for  that :  and  I  would  as  soon  think  of 
making  myself  miserable  because  I  could  not 
marrv  the  moon,  and  make  the  silver-bowed 
Goddess  Diana  Mrs.  Paciflco,  as  I  should  think 
of  having  any  personal  aspirations  towards  Miss 
Erminia. 

^  Well  then,  it  happened  the  other  day  that  this 
almost  peerless  creature,  on  a  visit  to  the  country, 
met  that  great  poet,  Timotheus,  whose  habitation 
is  not  far  from  the  country  house  of  Erminia*s 
friend,  and  who,  upon  seeing  the  young  ladv,  felt 
for  her  that  admiration  which  every  man  of  taste 
experiences  upon  (^holding  her,  and  which,  if 
Mrs.  Timotheus  had  not  been  an  exceedingly 
sensible  person,  would  have  caused  a  great  jeal- 
ousy between  her  and  the  great  bard  her  husband. 
But,  charming  and  beautiful  herself.  Mrs.  Timo- 
theus can  even  pardon  another  woman  for  being 
so ;  nay,  with  perfect  good  sense,  though  possible 
with  a  little  factitious  enthusiasm,  she  professes 
to  share  to  its  fullest  extent  the  admiration  of  the 
illustrious  Timotheus  for  the  young  beauty. 
.'.  **  After  having  made  himself  well  acquainted 
with  Erminia's  perfections,  the  famous  votary  of 
Apollo  and  leader  of  the  tuneful  choir  did  what 
might  be  expected  from  such  a  poet  under  such 
circumstances,  and  began  to  sing.  This  is  the 
way  in  which  Nature  has  provided  that  poets 
should  express  their  emotions.  When  they  see 
a  beautiful  creature  they  straightway  fall  to  work 
with  their  ten  syllables  and  eight  syllables,  with 
duty  rhyming  to  beauty,  vernal  to  eternal,  riddle 
to  fiddle,  or  what  you  please,  and  turn  out  to  the 
best  of  their  ability,  and  with  great  pains  and 
neatness  on  their  own  part,  a  copy  of  verses  in 

f>raise  of  the  adorable  object.  I  myself  may 
lave  a  doubt  about  the  genuineness  of  the  article 
produced,  or  of  the  passion  which  vents  itself  in 
this  way,  for  how  can  a  man  who  has  to  assort 
carefully  his  tens  and  eights,  to  make  his  epithets 
neat  and  melodious,  to  hunt  here  and  there  for 
rhymes,  and  to  bite  the  tip  of  his  pen,  or  pace  the 
gravel  walk  in  front  of  nis  house  searching  for 
ideas—-!  doubt,  I  say,  how  a  man  whr 
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through  the  above  process  before  turning  ont  a 
decent  set  of  verses,  can  be  actuated  bv  such 
strong  feelings  as  you  and  I,  when,  in  the  days 
of  our  youth,  with  no  particular  preparation,  but 
with  our  hearts  full  of  manly  ardor,  and  tender 
and  respectful  admiration,  we  went  to  the  Sac- 
charissa  for  the  time  being,  and  poured  out  our 
souls  at  her  feet.  That  sort  of  eloquence  comes 
spontaneously ;  that  poetry  doesn't  require  rhyme- 
jingling  and  metre-sorting,  but  rolls  out  of  you, 
you  don't  know  how,  as  much,  perhaps,  to  your 
own  surprise  as  to  that  of  the  beloved  ooject 
whom  vou  address.  In  my  time,  I  know  when- 
ever I  began  to  make  verses  about  a  woman,  it 
was  when  my  heart  was  no  longer  very  violently 
smitten  about  her,  and  the  verses  were  a  sort  of 
mental  dram  and  artificial  stimulus  with  which 
a  man  worked  himself  up  to  represent  enthusiasm 
and  perform  passion.  Well,  well ;  I  see  what 
you  mean ;  I  am  jealous  of  him.  Timotheus's 
verses  were  beautiful,  that's  the  fact — confound 
him ! — and  I  wish  I  could  write  as  well,  or  half 
as  well  indeed,  or  do  anything  to  give  Erminia 
pleasure.  Like  an  honest  man  and  faithful  ser- 
vant, he  went  and  made  the  best  thing  he  could, 
and  laid  this  offering  at  Beauty's  feet.  What  can 
a  gentleman  do  more  7  My  dear  Mrs.  Pacifico 
here  remarks  that  I  never  made  her  a  copy  of 
verses.  Of  course  not,  my  love.  I  am  not  a 
verse-making  man,  nor  are  you  that  sort  of  ob- 
ject— that  sort  of  target,!  may  say — at  which, 
were  I  a  poet,  I  woula  choose  to  discharge  those 
winged  shafts  of  Apollo. 

''  When  Erminia  got  the  verses  and  read  them, 
she  laid  them  down,  and  with  one  of  the  prettiest 
and  most  affecting  emotions  which  I  ever  saw  in 
my  life,  she  began  to  cry  a  little.  The  verses  of 
course  were  full  of  praises  of  her  beauty.  '  They 
all  tell  me  that,'  she  said ;  '  nobody  cares  for  any- 
thing but  that,'  cried  the  gentle  and  sensitive 
creature,  feeling  within  that  she  had  a  thousand 
accomplishments,  attractions,  charms,  which  her 
hundred  thousand  lovers  would  not  see,  whilst 
they  were  admiring  her  mere  outward  figure  and 
head-piece. 

"  I  once  heard  of  another  lady, '  de  par  le  numdeC 
as  honest  Des  Bourdeilles  says,  who,  after  look- 
ing at  her  plain  face  in  the  glass,  said, beautifully 
and  pathetically,  *  I  am  sure  I  should  have  made 
a  good  wife  to  any  man,  if  he  could  but  have  got 
over  my  face !'  and  bewailing  her  maidenhooo  in 
this  touching  and  artless  manner,  saying  that  she 
had  a  heart  full  of  love,  if  any  body  would  accept 
it,  full  of  faith  and  devotion,  could  she  but  find 
some  man  on  whom  to  bestow  it ;  she  but  echoed 
the  sentiment  which  I  have  mentioned  above,  and 
which  caused  in  the  pride  of  her  beauty  the  mel- 
ancholy of  the  lonely  and  victorious  beauty. 
*  We  are  full  of  love  and  kindness,  ye  men!' 
each  says;  *of  truth  and  purity.  We  don't 
care  about  your  good  looks.  Could  we  but 
find  the  right  man,  the  man  who  loved  us 
for  ourselves,  we  would  endow  him  with  all  the 
treasures  of  our  hearts,  and  devote  our  lives  to 
make  him  happy.'  I  admire  and  reverence  Er- 
minia's  tears,  and  the  simple  heart-stricken  plaint 
of  the  other  forsaken  lady.  She  is  Jepntha's 
coodmaed  by  do  fiinlt  of  her  own, 


but  doomed  by  Fate  to  disappear  from  among  wo- 
men. The  other  is  a  queen  in  her  splendor  to 
whom  all  the  Lords  and  Princes  bow  aown  and 
pay  worship.  '  Ah !'  says  she,  Mt  is  to  the  Queen 
you  are  kneeling,  all  of  you.  [  am  a  woman 
under  this  crown  and  this  ermine.  I  want  to  be 
loved,  and  not  to  be  worshipped :  and  to  be  al- 
lowed to  love  is  given  to  every  body  but  me.' 

^  How  much  finer  a  woman's  nature  is  than  a 
man's  (by  an  Ordinance  of  Nature  for  the  purpose 
no  douK  devised),  how  much  purer  and  leae 
sensual  than  ours,  is  in  that  &ct  so  consoling  to  mis- 
shapen men,  to  ugly  men,  to  little  men,  to  {fianta, 
to  old  men,  to  poor  men,  to  men  scarred  with  the 
small-pox,  or  ever  so  ungainly  or  unfortunate — 
that  their  ill-looks  or  mishaps  don't  influence  wo- 
men regarding  them,  and  that  the  awkwardest 
fellow  nas  a  chance  for  a  prize.  Whereas, 
when  we,  brutes  that  we  are,  enter  a  room,  we 
sidle  up  naturally  towards  the  prettiest  woman ; 
it  is  the  pretty  face  and  figure  which  attracts  ns ; 
it  is  not  virtue  or  merit,  or  mental  charms,  be 
they  ever  so  great  When  one  reads  the  fairy 
tale  of  Beauty  and  the  Beast,  no  one  is  at  all  sur* 

{>rised  at  Beauty's  being  moved  by  Beast's  gal- 
antry,  and  devotion,  and  true-heartedness,  and 
rewarding  him  with  her  own  love  at  last.  There 
was  hardly  any  need  to  make  him  a  lovely  young 
Prince  in  a  gold  dress  under  his  horns  andf  bear- 
skin. Beast  as  he  was,  but  good  Beast,  loyal 
Beast,  brave,  afiTectionate,  upright,  generous,  en- 
during Beast,  she  would  have  loved  his  ugly  mug 
without  any  attraction  ^at  all.  It  is  her  nature 
to  do  so,  God  bless  her.  It  was  a  man  made  the 
story,  one  of  those  two-penny-halfpenny  men- 
milliner  moralists,  who  thmk  that  to  have  ahand- 
some  person  and  a  title  are  the  greatest  gifts  of 
fortune,  and  that  a  man  is  not  complete  unless 
he  is  a  lord  and  has  glazed  boots.  Or  it  may  have 
been  that  the  transformation  alluded  to  cud  not 
actually  take  place,  but  was  only  spiritual,  and 
in  Beauty's  mind,  and  that,  seeing  before  her 
loyalty,  bravery,  truth,  and  devotion,  they  became 
in  her  eyes  lovely,  and  that  she  hugged  her  Beast 
with  a  perfect  contentment  to  the  end. 

"  When  ugly  Wilkes  said  that  he  was  only  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  behind  the  handsomest  man  in 
England,  meaning  that  the  charms  of  his  conver- 
sation would  make  him  in  that  time  at  a  lady's 
side  as  agreeable  and  fascinating  as  a  beau,  what 
a  compliment  he  paid  the  whole  sex !  How  tme 
it  is,  (not  of  course  applicable  to  you,  my  dear 
reader  and  lucky  dog,  who  possess  both  wit  and 
the  most  eminent  personal  attractions,  but  of  the 
world  in  general,)  we  look  for  Beauty:  women 
for  Love. 

"  So,  fair  Erminia,  dry  your  beautiful  eyes  and. 
submit  to  your  lot,  and  to  that  adulation  which  all 
men  pay  you ;  in  the  midst  of  which  court  of  yours 
the  sovereign  must  perforce  be  lonely.  That  soli- 
tude is  a  condition  or  your  life,  my  dear  young  lady, 
which  many  would  like  to  accept,  nor  will  your 
dominion  last  much  longer  than  my  Lord  Fam- 
combe's,  let  us  say,  at  the  Mansion  House,  whom 
Time  and  the  inevitable  November  will  depose. 
Another  potentate  will  ascend  his  throne:  the 
toast-master  will  proclaim  another  name  than  his, 
uid  the  cup  will  be  pledged  to  another  health.  As 
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with  Xerxes  and  all  his  conrtiers  and  array  at  the 
end  of  a  few  years,  as  with  the  flowers  of  the 
firid,  as  with  liord  Fameombe,  so  with  Erminia : 
were  I  Hmothens  of  the  tuneful  choir,  I  might 
follow  out  this  simile  between  Lord  Mayors  and 
Beantiee,  and  with  smooth  rhymes  and  quaint  an- 
tithesis ma][e  a  verse  ofieriner  to  my  fair  young 
lady.  But,  Madam,  your  faiUiful  Pacifico  is  not 
a  poet,  only  a  proeer :  and  it  is  in  truth,  and  not 
in  numbers,  that  he  admires  you." 

Why  should  not  Mr.  Thackeray  give  us 
another  Eroiinia  in  his  neit  novel,  and  con- 
fate  his  detractors  ?  Addison  never  wrote 
nrthiDg  finer  in  substance  or  in  manner  than 
this  sketch.  Indeed,  a  selection  of  Mr.  Thack- 
eray's best  essays  would,  in  our  opinion, 
echpse  the  united  splendor  of  the  whole 
Britbh  Essayists,  both  for  absolute  value  in 
thought,  and  for  purity  and  force  of  style. 
Had  he  never  written  anything  of  this  kind 
but  ''  The  Book  of  Snobs,"  he  would  have 
taken  first  honors.  What  a  book  is  this,  so 
teeming  with  humor,  character,  and  wis- 
dom !  How,  like  Jaques,  does  be  "  pierce 
through  the  body  of  the  country,  city,  court !" 
Not,  however,  like  him,  "  invectively,"  but 
with  a  genial  raillery  which  soothes  while  it 
strikes.  The  kindly  playfulness  of  Horace  is 
his  model.  It  is  only  in  dealing  with  utter 
worthlessness,  as  in  his  portrait  of  Lieu- 
tenanc-General  the  Honorable  Sir  George 
GranbyTufto,K.C.B.,K.T.S.,  K.H.,  K.S.W., 
&c.,dEC.,  that  he  wields  the  merciless  lash  of 
Juvenal.     How  every  word  tells ! 

"His  manners  are  irreproachable  generally ;  in 
society  he  is  a  perfect  gentleman,  and  a  most 
thorough  snob.  A  man  can*t  help  being  a  fool, 
be  he  ever  so  old ;  and  Sir  George  is  a  greater 
ass  at  sixty-eight  than  he  was  when  he  first 
entered  the  army  at  fifteen.  He  distinguished 
himself  everywhere  ;  his  name  is  mentioned  with 
mlse  in  a  score  of  Ga^ttes :  he  is  the  man,  in 
net,  whose  padded  breast,  twinkling  over  with 
innumerable  decorations,  has  already  been  intro- 
duced to  the  reader.  It  is  difficult  to  say  what 
virtues  this  prosperous  gentleman  pc^ssesses  :  he 
never  read  a  book  in  his  life ;  and  with  his  purple 
old  gouty  fingers  still  writes  a  schoolboy  hand. 
He  has  reached  old  age  and  gny  hairs  without 
being  the  least  venerable.  He  dresses  like  an 
outrageously  young  man  to  the  present  moment, 
and  laces  and  pads  his  old  carcass  as  if  he  were 
still  handsome  George  Tufto,  of  1800.  He  is 
selfish,  brutal,  passionate,  and  a  glutton.  It  is 
carious  to  mark  him  at  table,  and  see  him  heaving 
hi  his  waistband,  his  little  bloodshot  eyes  gloating 
over  his  meal.  He  swears  considerably  in  his 
talk,  and  tells  fifty  garrison  stories  after  dinner. 
On  account  of  his  rank  and  services,  people  pay 
the  bestarred  and  betitled  old  brute  a  sort  of 
reverence ;  and  he  looks  down  upon  you  and  me, 
and  exhibits  bis  contempt  for  us  with  a  stupid 


and  artless  candor  which  is  quite  amusing  to 
watch.  Perhaps,  had  he  been  bred  to  another 
profession,  he  would  not  have  been  the  disreputa- 
ble old  creature  he  now  is.  But  what  other  ?  He 
was  fit  for  none ;  too  incorrigiblv  idle  and  dull  for 
any  trade  but  this,  in  which  ne  has  distinguished 
himself  publicly  as  a  good  and  gallant  officer,  and 
privately,  for  riding  races,  drinking  port,  fiffbting 
duels,  and  seducing  women.  He  ^lieves  himself 
to  be  one  of  the  most  honorable  and  deserving 
beings  in  the  world.  About  Waterloo-place,  of 
afternoons,  you  may  see  him  tottering  in  his 
varnished  boots,  and  leering  under  the  bonnets  of 
the  women  who  pass  bv.  When  he  dies  of 
apoplexy,  the  Times  will  have  a  quarter  of  a 
column  about  his  services  and  battles —  four  lines 
of  print  will  be  wanted  to  describe  his  titles  and 
orders  alone — and  the  earth  will  cover  one  of  the 
wickedest  and  dullest  old  wretches  that  ever 
strutted  over  it.'* 

If  this  book  were  read  in  every  household, 
especially  in  every  household  where  the 
British  Peerage  is  studied,  what  a  world  of 
weariness  and  vexation  of  spirit,  of  hypoc- 
risy and  meanness,  of  triviality  and  foolish 
extravagance,  would  be  saved  1  We  would 
prescribe  it  as  a  manual  for  the  British  youth 
of  both  sexes  :  containing  more  suggestions 
for  useful  thought,  more  considerations  for 
practical  exercise,  in  reference  to  the  common 
duties  of  life,  than  any  lay  volume  we  know. 
Never  was  satire  more  wholesomely  applied, 
more  genially  administered.  We  have  read 
it  affain  and  again  with  increasing  admiration 
of  the  sagacity,  the  knowledge  of  the  human 
heart,  the  humor,  and  the  graphic  brilliancy 
which  it  displays.  Every  page  furnishes 
illustrations  of  some  or  all  of  these  qualities. 
Take  as  an  example  of  its  lighter  merit  this 
exquisite  sketch  of  suffering  humanity  at  that 
most  inane  of  all  fashionable  inanities — a 
London  conversazione  : — 

**  Good  Heavens  !  what  do  people  mean  by  go- 
ing there  7  What  is  done  there,  that  everybody 
throngs  into  those  three  little  rooms  ?  Was  the 
Black  Hole  considered  to  be  an  agreeable  riunian, 
that  Britons  in  the  dog-days  here  seek  to  imitate 
it  7  After  being  rammed  to  a  jelly  in  a  door- way 
(where  you  feel  your  feet  going  through  Ladv 
Barbara  Macbeth's  lace  flounces,  and  get  a  look 
from  that  haggard  and  painted  old  harpy,  compared 
to  which  the  gaze  of  (Jgolino  is  quite  cheerful ;) 
after  withdrawing  your  elbow  out  of  poor  gasp- 
ing Bob  Guttleton's  white  waistcoat,  from  which 
cushion  it  was  impossible  to  remove  it,  though 
you  knew  you  were  squeezing  poor  Bob  into  an 
apoplexy — you  find  yourself  at  last  in  the  recep- 
tion-room, and  try  to  catch  the  eve  of  Mrs.  Boti* 
bol,  the  conversazwne-g^ver.  When  you  catch 
her  eye,  vou  are  expected  to  grin,  and  she  smiles 
too,  for  the  four-hundredth  time  that  night ;  and, 
if  she's  very  gUd  to  see  you,  waggles  ner  1'  ' 
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hand  before  her  face  as  if  to  blow  yon  a  kias,  as 
the  phrase  is. 

^  Why  the  deuce  should  Mrs.  Botibol  blow  me 
a  kiss  7  I  wouldn't  kiss  her  for  the  world.  Why 
do  I  firrin  when  I  see  her,  as  if  I  was  delig^fated  ? 
Am  1 7  I  don't  care  a  straw  for  Mrs.  Botibol.  I 
know  what  she  thinks  about  me.  I  know  what 
she  said  about  my  last  volume  of  poems  (I  had  it 
from  a  dear  mutual  friend).  Why,  I  say  in  a 
word,  are  we  goin?  on  ogling  and  telegraphing 
each  other  in  this  insane  way  7 — Because  we  are 
both  performing  the  ceremonies  demanded  by  the 
Great  Snob  £>ciety  :  whose  dictates  we  all  of 
us  obey. 

"  Well ;  the  recognition  is  over — my  jaws  have 
returned  to  their  usual  English  expression  of  sub- 
dued agony  and  intense  gloom,  and  the  Botibo!  is 
grinning  and  kissing  her  fin<rers  to  somebody  else, 
who  is  squeezing  through  the  aperture  by  which 
we  have  just  entered.  It  is  Lady  Ann  Clutter- 
buck,  who  has  her  Friday  evenings,  as  Botibol 
(Botty,  we  call  her)  hns  her  Wednesdays.  That 
is  Miss  Clementina  Clutterbuck,  the  cadaverous 
young  woman  in  green,  with  florid  auburn  hair, 
who  hnfl  published  her  volume  of  poems  (^  The 
Death- Shriek  ;'  *  Damien ;'  *  The  Faggot  of  Joan 
of  Arc;' and  'Translations  from  .the  German*,— of 
course) — the  conversazione  women  salute  each 
other,  calling  each  other,*  My  dear  LiadvAnn',  and 
'  My  dear  good  £lizA,'  and  bating  each  other  as 
women  hate  who  give  parties  on  Wednesdays 
and  Fridays.  With  inexpressible  pain  dear  good 
Eliza  sees  Ann  go  up  and  coax  and  wheedle 
Abou  Gosh,  who  has  just  arrived  from  Syria,  and 
beg  him  to  patronize  her  Fridays. 

*'  All  this  while,  amidst  the  crowd  and  the  scuffle, 
and  a  perpetual  buzz  and  chatter,  and  the  flare 
of  the  wax  candles,  and  an  intolerable  smell  of 
musk — what  the  poor  Snobs  who  write  fashion- 
able romances  call  *  the  gleam  of  gems,  the  odour 
of  perfumer,  the  blaze  of  countless  lamps' — a 
scrubby-looking,  yellow-faced  foreigner,  with 
cleaned  gloves,  is  warbling  inaudibly  in  a  comer, 
to  the  accompaniment  of  another.  *  The  Great 
Cacafogo,'  Mrs.  Botibol  whispers,  as  she  passes 
you  by — •  A  great  creature,  Thumpenstrumpfi*,  is 
at  the  instrument — the  Hetman  Platoflfs  pianist, 
you  know.' 

"  To  hear  this  Cacafogo  and  Thumpenstrumpff 
a  hundred  people  are  gathered  together — a  bevy 
of  dowagers,  stout  or  scraggy ;  a  faint  sprinkling 
of  misses ;  six  moody-looking  lords,  perfectly 
meek  and  solemn ;  wonderful  foreign  Counts, 
with  bushy  whiskers  and  yellow  faces,  and  a 
great  deal  of  dubious  jewellery ;  young  dandies 
with  slim  waists  and  open  necks,  and  self-satisfied 
simpers,  and  flowers  in  their  buttons;  the  old, 
stiff,  stout,  bald-headed  conversazione  roftUs,  whom 
you  meet  everywhere — who  never  miss  a  night  of 
this  delicious  enjoyment ;  the  three  last  caught 
lions  of  the  season — Higgs,  the  traveller ;  Biggs, 
the  novelist ;  and  Tofiey,  who  has  come  out  so  on 
the  sugar  question ;  Captain  Flash,  who  is  invited 
on  account  of  his  pretty  wife,  and  Lord  Ogleby, 
who  goes  wherever  she  goes — que  saisje  7  Who 
are  the  owners  of  all  those  showy  scarfs  and 
white  neckcloths  7    Ask  little  Tom  rrig,  who  is 


there  in  all  his  glory,  knows  everybody,  has  a 
stoiT  about  evenr  one;  and,  as  he  trips  home  to 
his  lodgings  in  Jermyn-street,  with  his  Gibus-hat 
and  his  little  glazed  pumps,  thinks  he  is  the  fiwb- 
ionablest  youn^  fellow  in  town,  and  that  he  really 
has  passed  a  night  of  exquisite  enjoyment. 

^  You  go  up  ^ith  your  usual  easy  elegance  of 
manner)  and  talk  to  ifiss  Smith  in  a  comer. 

''*  Oh,  Mr.  Snob'!  I'm  afraid  you're  sadly  sati- 
rical.' 

'*  That's  all  she  says.  If  ^ou  say  it's  fine 
weather,  she  bursts  out  laughing ;  of  hint  that 
it's  very  hot,  she  vows  you  are  the  drolleet 
wretch !  Meanwhile  Mrs.  Botibol  is  simpering 
on  fresh  arrivals ;  the  individual  at  the  door  is 
roaring  out  their  names ;  poor  Cacafogo  is  qua- 
vering away  in  the  music-room,  under  the  im- 
pression that  he  will  be  lancS  in  the  world  hj 
singing  inaudibly  here.  And  what  a  blessing  it 
is  to  squeeze  out  of  the  door,  and  into  the  street, 
where  a  half-hundred  of  carriages  are  in  waiting ; 
and  where  the  link-boy,  witli  that  unnecessary 
lanthom  of  his,  pounces  upon  all  who  issue  ont« 
and  will  insist  upon  getting  your  noble  honor's 
lordship's  cab. 

'*And  to  think  that  there  are  people  who,  after 
having  been  to  Botibol  on  Wednesd(iaLy,  will  go  to 
Clutterbuck  on  Friday !" 

What  wonder  Mr.  Thackeray  should  be  so 
often  condemned,  when  the  foibles  and  vices 
which  he  paints  are  just  those  which,  more 
or  less,  infect  the  whole  body  of  societj. 
Some  way  or  other,  he  hits  the  weakness  or 
sore  point  of  us  all  I  Nothing  escapes  his 
eye ;  and  with  an  instinct  almost  Sbakspear- 
ian  he  probes  the  secrets  of  a  character  at 
one  venture.  Like  all  honest  teachers,  he 
inevitably  inflicts  pain ;  and  hence  the  sore- 
ness of  wounded  vanity  is  often  at  the  root 
of  the  unfavorable  criticism  of  which  be  is 
the  subject.  It  requires  both  generosity  and 
candor  to  accept  such  severe  lessons  thank* 
fully,'  and  to  love  the  master  who  schools  as 
with  his  bitter,  if  salutary,  wisdom.  But  Mr. 
Thackeray  has  wisely  trusted  to  the  ultimate 
justice  of  public  opinion ;  and  be  now  stands 
better  in  it  for  never  having  stooped  to  flat- 
ter its  prejudices,  nor  modified  the  rigorous 
conclusions  of  his  observant  spirit  for  the 
sake  of  a  speedier  popularity.  Despite  the 
carping  of  critics,  his  teaching  has  found  its 
way  to  men's  hearts  and  minds,  and  helped 
to  make  them  more  simple,  more  humble, 
more  sincere,  and  altogether  more  genuine 
than  they  would  have  been  but  for  **  Vanity 
Fair,"  "  Pendennis,"  and  *'The  Book  of 
Snobs." 

The  strength  of  Mr.  Thackeray's  genius 
seemed  to  lie  so  peculiarly  in  describing  con- 
temporary life  and  manners,  that  we  looked 
with  some  anxiety  for  the  appearance  of  bis 
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"  Esmond/'  which  was  to  revive  for  us  the 
period  of  Queen  Anne.  We  did  not  expect 
m  it  any  great  improvement  upon  his  former 
works,  m  point  of  art,  for  we  confess  we  have 
never  felt  the  de6ciencies  in  this  respect, 
which  are  commonly  urged  against  them. 
Minor  incongruities  and  anachronisms  are 
nnquestionabiy  to  be  found ;  but  the  charac- 
ters are  never  inconsistent,  and  the  events 
follow  in  easy  succession  to  a  natural  close. 
The  canvas  is  unusually  crowded,  still  there 
is  no  confusion  in  the  grouping,  nor  want  of 
proportion  in  the  figures.  As  they  are  in 
substance  unlike  the  novels  of  any  other 
writer,  so  do  they  seem,  in  point  of  construc- 
tion, to  be  entirely  in  harmony  with  their 
purpose.  We  therefore  feared  that  in  a 
novel  removed  both  in  subject  and  in  style 
from  our  own  times,  we  should  miss  some- 
thing of  the  living  reality  of  Mr.  Thackeray's 
former  works,  and  of  their  delightful  frank- 
ness of  expression,  without  gaimug  anything 
more  artistic  in  form.  The  result  has,  we 
think,  confirmed  these  fears. 

"  Esmond  "  is  admirable  as  a  literary  feat. 
In  point  of  style,  it  is  equal  to  anything  in 
English  literature ;  and  it  will* be  read  for 
this  quality  when  the  interest  of  its  story  is 
disregarded.  The  imitation  of  the  manner  of 
the  writers  of  the  period  is  as  nearly  as  pos- 
sible perfect,  except  that  while  not  less  racy, 
the  language  is  perhaps  more  grammatically 
correct,  ^ver  did  any  man  write  with  more 
ease  under  self-imposed  fetters  than  Mr. 
Thackeray  has  done ;  but  while  we  admire 
his  skill,  the  question  constantly  recurs,  why 
impose  them  upon  himself  at  all  ?  He  has 
not  the  power — who  has  ? — of  reviving  the 
tone  as  well  as  the  manner  of  the  time ;  and, 
di^ube  his  characters  as  he  will,  in  wigs, 
ruffles,  hair  powder,  and  sacs,  we  cannot  help 
feeling  it  is  but  a  disguise,  and  that  the 
forms  of  passion  and  of  thought  are  essen- 
tially modem — the  judgments  those  of  the 
historian,  not  the  contemporary. 

It  is,  moreover,  a  ^reat  mistake  for  a  no- 
velist to  introduce  mto  his  story,  as  Mr. 
Thackeray  has  done,  personages  of  either 
literary  or  political  eminence,  for  he  thereby 
needlessly  hampers  his  own  imagination,  and 
places  his  readers  in  an  attitude  of  criticism 
unfavorable  to  the  success  of  his  story. 
Every  educated  reader  has  formed,  for  ex- 
ample, certain  ideas,  more  or  less  vivid,  ac- 
cording to  the  extent  of  his  reading  or  the 
vigor  of  his  imagination,  of  Marll^rough, 
Swift,  Bolingbroke,  Addison,  or  Steele ;  and 
what  chance  has  the  novelist  of  hitting  in 
any  odo  feature  the  ideal  which  his  reader 


has  so  worked  out  for  himself  ?    The  novel- 
ist cannot,  moreover,  keep  within  the  limits 
of  the  biographer,  but  must  heighten  or  tone 
down  features  of  character  for  the  purposes 
of  his  story.    This  he  cannot  do  without  vio- 
lating that  rigorous  truth  which  ought  uni- 
formly to  be  preserved,  wherever  the  charac- 
ter or  conduct  of  eminent  men  is  concerned. 
It  would  be  easy  to  convict  Mr.  Thackeray 
not  only  of  serious  offences  against  this 
wholesome  law,  but  also  of  anachronisms  far 
more  serious  than  any  in  his  former  works, 
and  of  inaccuracies  in  reffard  to  well-known 
facts,  which  are  fatal  to  the  verisimilitude  of 
the  book  as  an  autobiography.   One  of  these 
latter  is  so  gross  as  to  be  altogether  inexcus- 
able,— the  betrothal  of  the  Duke  of  Hamilton 
just  before  his  duel   with  Lord  Mohuo,  to 
"Beatrix  Castlewood,  whereas  it  is  notorious 
that  the  Dutchess  of  Hamilton  was  alive 
at    the    time.      We  can  scarcely  suppose 
Mr.  Thackeray  ignorant  of  a  circumstance 
which  is  elaborately  recorded  in  Swift*s  Jour- 
nal, but  in  any  case  his  perversion  of  the 
facts  transcends  all  lawful  license  in  matters 
of  the  kind.     A  still  graver  transgression  has 
been  committed  in  his  portraiture  of  Marlbo- 
rough, which  is  so  masterly  as  a  piece  of 
writing,  that  its  deviation  from  historical 
truth  IS  the  more  to  be  deprecated.    When 
he  has  branded  him  for  posterity  in  words 
that  imbed  themselves  in  the  memory,  it  is 
idle  to  attempt  to  neutralize  the  impression 
by  making  Esmond  admit  that,  but  for  cer- 
tain personal  slights  from  the  hero  of  Blen- 
heim, he  might  have  formed  a  very  different 
estimate  of  his  character.    This  admission  is 
a  trait  true  to  life,  but  it  is  one  which  is  not 
allowable  in  a  novelist  where  the  reputation 
of  a  historical  personage  is  at  stake.   History 
is  full  enough  of  perversions  without  our 
romancers  being  allowed  to  add  to  them. 
Such  defects  as  we  have  adverted  to  are 
probably  inseparable  from  any  attempt  to 
place  a  fictitious  character  among  historical 
incidents,  but  if  this  be  the  case,  it  only 
proves  that  the  attempt  should  never  be  made. 
These  defects  are  the  more  to  be  regretted 
in  a  work  distinguished  by  so  much  fine 
thought  and  subtle  delineation  of  character. 
It  has  been  alleged    against  it  that  Mr. 
'lliackeray  repeats  himself, — that  "Esmond" 
has  his  prototype  in  Dobbin,  Lord  Castlewood 
in  Rawdon  Crawley,  and  Beatrix  Castlewood 
in  Blanche  Amory.     We  cannot  think  so.  It 
is  surely  but  a  superficial  eye  which  is  unable 
to  see  how  widely  removed  a  little  hypocritical 
affected  coquette  like  Blanche  Amory  is  from 
the  woman  of  lugh  breeding  and&sr}  mi 
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— ••  the  weed  of  glorious  feature," — who  is 

C«Dted  for  our  Bdmiration  and  nirpriae  in 
trix  Castlewood.  It  were  eaiy  to  point 
but  in  detAil  the  difierencea  between  the  prom- 
inent  chamctera  in  this  and  Mr.  Thackeray's 
other  books,  but  suob  criticism  is  of  little 
avail  to  those  who  cannot  perceive  such 
differences  for  tfaemseWea.  The  onlr  feature 
which  itownsin  common  with  "Vanity  Fair" 
IB  the  insane  attachment  of  Esmond  to 
Beatrix.  This  pertinacity  of  deTotion  bears 
some  analogy  to  Dobbin's  for  Amelia.  But 
there  was  nolhiag  humiliatm^^  in  Dobbin's 
love:  in  Eamonfs  there  is  much.  He  is 
content  to  go  on  besieging  with  his  address- 
es a  woman,  who  not  only  rejects  them,  but 
has  passed  from  the  bands  of  one  accepted 
suitor  to  another,  till  the  whole  bloom  is 
worn  off  her  nature.  It  is  taxing  our  cre- 
dulity too  far  to  ask  us  to  reconcile  this  with 
the  other  eharaoteristics  of  Esmond.  We 
never  loee  our  respect  for  Dobbin  ;  Esmond 
has  wearied  it  oat  long  before  he  shakes  off 
hie  fetters,  and  weds  Uie  lady's  mother,  who 
has  been  wasting  her  heart  upon  him  for 
years.  Lady  Castlewood  is  a  portnut  so 
exquisitely  made  out  in  all  the  details,  so 
thoroughly  loveable,  and  adorned  by  so  many 
gracious  characteristics,  that  we  cannot  but 
regret  Mr.  Thackeray  should  have  placed 
ber  in  a  situation  so  repugnant  to  common 
feelinff,  as  that  of  being  the  enamored 
consoler  of  her  own  daughter's  lover.  Conld 
we  but  forget  this  blemish,  bow  much  is 
there  to  admire  in  the  delicacy  with  which 
the  progress  of  her  love  for  Esmond  is 
traced, — the  long  martyrdomof  feeling  which 
she  suffers  eo  gently  and  unobtrusively, — 
the  yearning  fondness  which  hovered  about 
him  like  a  holy  influence  !  Mr.  Thackeray's 
worship  for  the  sex  is  loyal,  devout,  and 
pure ;  and  when  he  paints  their  love,  a  feelins 
of  reverence  and  holiness  Infinitely  sweet  and 
noble  pervades  his  pictures.  Many  instances 
may  be  cited  from  this  book ;  but  as  an  illus- 
tration we  would  merely  point  to  the  chapter 
where  Esmond  returns  to  England,  after  bis 
first  campwgn,  and  meets  Lady  Castlewood 
at  the  cathedral. 

"  They  walked  as  thooeh  cbey  had  never  been 
parted,  Blowly,  and  with  the  gray  twiHght  claeing 
roand  then. 

"'And  now  we  are  drswine  near  to  borne,' she 
continned.  'I  knew  yon  wouM  come,  Harry,  if— 
if  it  was  but  loforgive  me  for  having  spoken  DDJutt* 
ly  to  von  after  that  horrid,  horrid  misfortane.    .  . 

"  ■  YoD  had  spared  me  many  a  biiter  night  bad 
yon  lold  me  sooner,'  MrBsinand  nid. 

*"  I  know  it,  I  know  it,'  she  answered.  In  a 
An»  0/  MOtib  sweet  bumlll^  u  made  Esmoiid 
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repent  that  he  shontd  ever  have  dated  to 
reproach  her.  1 '  know  how  wicked  my  heut 
has  been ;  and  I  have  suffered,  too^  my  Jear.  [ 
confessed  to  Mr.  Atterba^ — I  most  not  tell  any 
}re.  He — I  said  I  would  not  write  to  you  or  go 
yon;  and  it  was  better,  even,  that  havins 
ported,  we  shoDld  pari.  Bat  I  knew  yon  WooM 
come  back— I  own  that.  That  is  no  one's  fitolL 
And  to-day,  Heoiy,  in  the  anthem,  when  ihej 
sang  it,  "  When  the  Lord  turned  the  captivity  of 
Zion,  we  were  like  them  that  dream,"  1  thonght, 
yea,  like  them  that  dream — them  that  dream. 
And  then  it  went,  «  I'hey  that  sow  in  tears  shall 
reap  in  joy  ;  and  he  that  goeth  forth  and  weepetb, 
shall  douMleBB  come  home  again  with  rejoicing, 
hringing  bis  sheaves  with  him  ;"  I  looked  up  from 
the  book,  and  saw  yon.  I  knew  you  woald  coma, 
my  dear;  I  saw  the  gold  sunshine  round  joor 
head.' 

She  smiled  an  almost  wild  smile,  as  aha 
looked  np  at  him.    The  moon  was  np  by  this 

glittering  keen  in  the  frostv  sky.    He  conM 

Dt  the  first  time  now  clearly  ber  sweet  care- 
worn face. 

Do  yon  know  what  day  it  is  7' she  continned. 

I  the  3^b  of  December — it  is  your  birthday  1 
Bat  last  year  we  did  not  drink  it — no,  np.  Hy 
lord  was  cold,  and  my  Harry  was  likely  to  die,  and 
my  brain  was  in  a  fever,  and  we  bad  uo  wine.  But 
now — now  you  are  ctnne  again,  bringing  yonr 
■heaves  witn  you,  my  dear.'  She  burst  into  a 
wild  tlood  of  weeping  as  she  spoke ;  she  laa^ied 
and  sobbed  on  the  young  man's  heart,  cryingont 
wildly,  '  bringing  your  sheaves  with  you — your 
abeaves  with  you ! 

"  As  be  had  sometimes  felt,  gaxiDs  np  fran 
the  deck  at  midnight  into  the  BoandleEB  sUriit 
depth  overhead,  in  a  rapture  of  devout  wonder  at 
that  endless  hrightness  and  beauty — in  some  sack 
a  way  now,  tne  depth  of  this  pure  devotion 
(which  was,  for  the  first  time,  revealed  to  him 
qaite)  smote  npoo  him,  and  filled  his  heart  wUh 
tbanksgiving.  Gracious  God  ]  who  was  he,  weak 
and  friendless  creature,  that  such  a  love  shoold 
be  poared  out  upon  him  1  Not  in  vain,  not  In 
vain,  has  he  lived, — hard  and  thankless  should  be 
tie  to  Uiiok  BO — that  has  such  a  treasure  giran 
him.  What  is  ambition,  compared  to  that,  but 
seltisb  vanity  T  To  be  rich,  to  be  famooa  T 
What  do  these  profit  a  year  hence,  when  other 
names  sound  louder  than  yours,  when  yon  lis 
hidden  away  under  ground,  along  with  the  idl* 
titles  engraven  00  your  coffin  7  But  only  tma 
love  lives  after  you — follows  your  memory  with 
secret  blessing — or  precedes  you  and  intercedes 
for  you.  JVon  cmnii  moriar, — if  dying  1  yet 
live  ID  a  tender  heart  or  two ;  nOr  am  lost  and 
bopeless  living,  if  a  sainted  departed  soul  still 
lovea  and  prays  for  me." 

How  cruel  must  be  the  necessities  of  novel 
writing,  which  drove  Mr.  Thackeray  to  spoil 
onrinlerestinthe  actors  in  this  exquisite  soena 
by  placing  them  afterwards  in  oircumstanow 
so  incongruous  I  Mr.  Thackeray  is,  we  believo, 
no  favorite  with  women  generally.     YM  bt 
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OQffht  to  be  to;  for,  despite  his  sarcasms  on 
tliar  foibles,  no  writer  bas  enforced  their 
▼irtaea  more  earnestly,  or  represented  with 
equal  energy  the  wrongs  they  sufifer  daily 
and  boarly  m  their  hearts  and  homes  from 
the  selfishness  and  sensualism  of  men.  There 
are  passages  in  this  book  for  which  they  may 
well  say  of  him,  as  that  woman  said  of 
Dickens  for  his  "Christmas  Carol,"  '<  God 
bless  him !"  They  do  not  forgive  him,  how- 
erer,  for  the  unnatural  relation  in  which  he 
has  placed  his  hero  and  Lady  Castlewood, 
and  he  is  too  wise  an  observer  not  to  regard 
this  as  conclusive  against  his  own  judgement 
in  the  matter. 
Mr.  Thackeray  wiU  write  better  books  than 


this,  for  his  ]powers  are  ripening  with  every 
fresh  emanation  fn  m  his  pen :  his  wisdom 
is  more  searching,  his  pathos  sweeter,  his 
humor  of  a  more  delicate  flavor.  He  fills 
a  large  space  now  in  the  world's  eye,  and 
his  reputation  has  become  a  matter  of  pride 
to  his  country.  He  is  not  a  man  to  be  in- 
sensible to  the  high  regard  in  which  he  is  so 
widely  held,  or  to  trifle  with  a  fame  which 
has  oeen  slowly  but  surely  won.  Kind 
wishes  followed  him  to  America  from  many 
an  unknown  friend,  and  kinder  greetings 
await  the  return  of  the  only  satirist  who 
mingles  loving-kindness  with  his  sarcasm, 
and  charity  and  humility  with  his  gravest 
rebuke. 
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Fxw,  it  may  be  reasonably  affirmed,  will 
demur  to  the  judgment  which  assigns  to  Mr. 
Washington  Irvine  the  most  distinguished 
place  in  A  merican  literature.  Meaning  there- 
by not  the  distinction  of  incomparable  genius 
in  general,  nor  of  pre-eminent  superiority  in 
any  special  department  of  authorship;  but 
— without  present  reference  to  his  personal 
or  intrinsic  claims,  however  great — the  dis- 
tincUon  of  intrinsic,  popular  renown,  the  ei- 
temal  evidence  of  long-established  and  world- 
wide recognition.  Wherever  America  is 
known  to  have  a  literature  at  all,  she  is  known 
to  rejoice  in  one  Geoffrey  Crayon,  Gent.,  as 
ita  representative.  If  an  unreadins  alder- 
man presiding  at  a  public  dinner  wished  to 
couple  with  a  toast  in  honor  of  that  literature 
the  name  of  its  most  distinguished  scion, 
Washington  Irving's,  we  presume,  is  the 
same  he  would  fix  on;  not,  perhaps,  that 
the  alderman  may  have  read  that  author 
much,  but  that  he  has  read  hb  brother  author 
less,  or  not  at  all,  and,  in  short,  proposes  the 
toast  in  an  easy,  conventional,  matter-of-fact 
way,  as  paying  a  compliment  the  legitimacy 
<yf  which  will  be  impeached  by  no  compota- 
tor  at  the  civic  board.  The  alderman's  pri- 
Tate  opinion,  he  being  *'  no  great  things  as 
m  student  and  critic  in  the  belles  lettret,  may 
be  valued  at  zero ;  but  his  post-prandial  pro- 
position, as  the  monthp'wee  of  public  opinion. 


as  the  symbol  or  exponent  by  which  society 
rates  a  name  now  to  be  toasted  with  all  the 
honors,  is  of  prime  significance.  There  may 
be  American  writers  who,  either  in  the  range, 
or  the  depth,  of  literary  power,  or  in  both 
combined,  are  actually  the  superiors  of  the 
author  of  "  Rip  Van  Winkle"  and  the  "  His- 
tory of  New  York."  He  may  yield  in  pictur- 
esque reality  to  Fenimore  Cooper — in  drama- 
tic animation  to  Brockden  Brown — in  medi- 
tative calmness  to  Cullen  Bryant — to  Long- 
fellow in  philosophic  aspiration — to  Holmes 
in  epigrammatic  ease — to  Emerson  in  inde- 
pendent thought — to  Melville  in  graphic  in- 
tensity— to  Edgar  Poe  in  witching  fancy— ^ 
to  Mayo  in  lively  eccentricity — to  Prescott  in 
accurate  erudition —  to  Hawthorne  in  subtle 
insight — to  Mitchell  in  tender  sentiment.  He 
may,  or  he  may  not,  do  all  this,  or  part  of  it. 
But,  notwithstanding,  his  position  remains, 
either  way,  at  the  top  of  the  tree.  Thither- 
wards he  was  elevated  years  ago,  by  popu- 
lar acclamation,  when  as  yet  he  stood  almost 
alone  in  transatlantic  literature ;  and  thence 
there  has  been  little  disposition  to  thrust 
him  down,  in  favor  of  the  many  rivals  who 
have  since  sprung  up,  and  multiplied,  and 
covered  the  land.  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe  is  of 
course  infinitely  more  popular  for  thft  u^^^^ 
or,  indeed, 
I       It  may  be  iox  yeaia^ixA  \\.  \n»i  \5^  Vst«s«t\ 
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but,  recurring  to  that  distinction  which  is 
traditional,  conventional,  and  thus  far  "  well- 
ordered  in  all  things  and  sure,"  Washington 
Irving  holds  it  in  possession,  and  that  is  nin^ 
points  out  of  the  law. 

In  effect,  he  is  already  installed  on  the 
shelf  as  a  classic.  His  sweet,  smooth,  trans- 
lucent style,  makes  him  worthy  to  be  known, 
and  pleasant  to  be  read  of  all  men.  Be  his 
theme  what  it  may — and  in  choice  of  themes 
he  is  comprehensive  enough — whether  a 
Dutch  "  tea  and  turn  out,"  or  a  "  Siege  of 
Granada;"  a  full-length  of  "Mahomet,"  or 
a  crayon  sketch  of  "Jack  Tibbetts:"  a  bio- 
graphy of  "  Goldsmith,"  or  of  "  Dolph  Hey- 
liger ;  *  a  "  prairie  on  fire,"  or  a  "  Yorkshire 
Christmas  dinner;"  a  night  on  the  "Rocky 
Mountains,"  or  a  morning  at  '^  Abbotsford" 
— to  each  he  brings  the  same  hello  stile  che, 
as  he  may  say,  and  has  said,*  ni'ha  falto 
onore.  His  style  is  indeed  charming,  so  far 
as  it  goes.  That  is  not,  possibly,  very  far, 
or  at  least  very  deep.  For  it  is  not  a  style 
to  compass  profound  or  impassioned  subjects, 
or  to  intone  the  thnlling  notes  which  "sigh 
upward  from  the  Delphic  caves  of  human 
life."  It  has  not,  speaking  generally,  and 
"  organically,"  more  than  one  set  of  keys, 
and  can  give  little  meaning  to  passages  de- 
manding diapason  grandeur,  or  trumpet 
stop.  It  fluently  expresses  ballad  and  dance 
music ;  or  even  the  mellifluous  cadences  of 
Bellini,  and  the  gilding  graces  of  Haydn; 
but  beyond  its  range  are  such  complex  har- 
monies as  a  Sinfonia  Eroica,  such  tumultuous 
movements  as  a  Hailstone  Chorus.  And 
therefore  it  is  not  what  one  sometimes  hears 
it  called,  a  perfect  style — unless  the  perfec- 
tion be  relatively  interpreted,  quoad  rem, 
which  of  itself  is  a  "  pretty  considerable" 
concession.  But  in  its  proper  track,  it  is 
eminently  delightful,  and  flows  on,  not  in 
terpentine,  meandering  curves,  but  straight- 
forward, "unhasting,  yet  unresting,"  with 
musical  ripple  as  of  some  soft  inland  mur- 
mur. Hence  a  vast  proportion  of  the  favor 
vouchsafed  to  its  master,  who  has  made  it 
instrumental  in  popularizing  subjects  in  the 
treatment  of  which  he  had  scarcely  another 
advantage,  or  even  justification.  Quiet  humor, 
gentle  pathos,  sober  judgment,  healthy 
morality,  amiable  sentiment,  and  exem- 
plary profe^isionai  industry,  have  done  the 
rest. 

That  Mr.  Irving  was  eminently  endowed 


*  In  the  preface  to  his  "  Life  of  Ooldsmith,"  to 
whose  literary  inflaenoeover  himBelf  he  applies  the 
^ddnm  of  Diuiie  to  Tug^ 


with  the  mitho-poeic  faculty— the  art  of  myth- 
making — was  delightfully  evident  in  the  pro* 
duction  of  "  Knickerbocker's  History  of  New 
York."  In  relation  to  the  infant  experiences 
of  the  city  he  depicts,  he  occupies  as  nota- 
ble a  position  from  the  positive  pole  as  Nie- 
buhr  does  from  the  negative ;  tbei  German's 
skill  in  the  use  of  the  minus  sign,  he  emulates 
in  dexterous  management  of  the  plus  ;  what- 
ever fame  the  one  deserves  as  a  destructive, 
the  other  may  arrogate  as  a  conservative,  or 
rather  a  creator;  the  former  immortalises 
himself  because  he  exhausts  old  worlds,  the 
latter  because  he  imagines  new.  All  honor, 
then,  to  the  undaunted  historian  of  New 
York,  from  the  Beginning  of  the  World  to 
the  End  of  the  Dutch  Dynasty — being  the 
Only  Authentic  History  of  the  Times  that 
ever  hath  been  published ;  which  peremptory 
"only,"  so  far  at  least  as  it  excludes  other 
claimants,  is  a  terse  and  tidy  challenge, 
"  which  nobody  can  deny."  Equally  unde- 
niable is  it  that,  for  a  historian  and  chronicler, 
old  Knickerbocker  is  "  a  jolly  firood  fellow ;" 
and  that  even  Sir  ^Robert  Walpole  might 
have  been  tempted  to  revoke  and  recant  nts 
slander  on  histpry  at  large,  had  he  been 
familiar  with  such  a  dainty  dish  as  this. 
Every  pursuivant  of  useful  knowledge  is  con- 
ciliated in  limine,  by  the  honest  man's  as- 
surance, that  if  any  one  quality  pre-eminent- 
ly distinguishes  his  compilation,  it  is  that 
of  conscientious,  severe,  and  faithful  veracity 
— "  carefully  winnowing  away  the  chaff  of 
hypothesis,  and  discardmg  the  tares  of  fable, 
which  are  too  apt  to  spring  up  and  choke  the 
seeds  of  truth  and  wholesome  knowledge." 
Inspired  by  this  stem  principle,  it  b  beauti- 
ful to  hear  his  disclaimer  of  all  records  as- 
sailable by  skepticism,  or  vulnerable  by  criti- 
cal analysis — his  sublime  rejection  of  many 
a  pithy  tale  and  marvellous  adventure — his 
jealous  maintenance  of  that  fidelity,  gravity, 
and  dignity  which  he  accounts  indispensable 
to  his  order.  The  heroes  of  the  New  York 
mythological  aeon  swagger  before  us  in  me- 
morable guise.  Good  Master  Hendrick  Hud- 
son, for  instance,  with  his  mastiff  mouth,  and 
his  broad  copper  nose — supposed  (the  latter, 
to  wit)  to  have  acquired  its  fiery  hue  from  the 
constant  neighborhood  of  the  tobacco-pipe; 
a  man  remarkable  for  always  jerking  up  his 
breeches  when  he  gave  out  his  orders,  and 
for  a  voice  which  sounded  not  unlike  the 
brattling  of  a  tin  trumpet,  owing  to  the  num- 
ber of  hard  nor'-westers  swallowed  by  him 
in  the  course  of  his  sea-faring.  Walter  the 
Doubter,  again,  so  styled  because  the  magni- 
tude of  his  ideas  kept  him  everlastingly  in 
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suspense — bis  head  not  being  large  enough 
to  let  him  turn  them  over,  and  examine  them 
on  both  sides ;  an  alleged  lineal  descendant 
of  the  illustrious  King  Log;  hugely  endow- 
ed with  the  divine  faculty  of  silence,  and 
loving  to  sit  with  his  privy  council  for  hours 
together,  smoking  and  dozing  over  public  af- 
fairs, without  speaking  a  word  to  inte^rupt 
that  perfect  stillness  so  necessary  to  deep  re- 
flection. Golden  age  of  innocence  and  pri- 
mative  blessedness !  when  tea-parties  were 
marked  with  the  utmost  propriety  and  digni- 
ty of  deportment — no  flirting,  or  coquetting 
— no  rambling  of  old  ladies,  or  hoyden, 
chattermg,  and  romping  of  young  ones — but 
when  the  demure  misses  seated  themselves 
for  the  evening  in  their  rush-bottom  chairs, 
and  knit  their  own  woollen  stockings,  nor  even 
opened  their  lips,  unless  to  say  ''  Yah,  Myn- 
heer," or  "  Yah,  ya  Vrouw,"  to  any  question 
that  was  asked  them — while  the  gentlemen 
tranquilly  "  blew  a  cloud,"  and  seemed,  one 
and  all,  lost  in  contemplation  of  the  blue  and 
white  tiles  of  the  fireplace,  representing, 
perhaps,  Tobit  and  his  dog,  or  Haman  swing- 
ing conspicuously  on  his  gibbet,  or  Jonah 
manfully  bouncing  out  of  the  whale,  **  like 
harlequin  through  a  barrel  of  fire."  Then 
comes  William  the  Testy — that  **  universal 
genius" — who  would  have  been  a  much  bet- 
ter governor  had  he  been  a  less  learned  man 
— who  was  perpetually  experimentalizing  at 
the  expense  of  the  state,  and  reducing  to 
practice  the  politic:)l  schemes  he  had  gather- 
ed from  Solon  and  Lycurgus,  and  the  republic 
of  Plato  and  the  Pandects  of  Justinian — who 
introduced  the  art  of  fighting  by  proclama- 
tion (an  art  worthy  of  Mr.  Cobden^  himself), 
and  wrought  out  for  himself  great  renown 
by  a  series  of  mechanical  inventions,  such  as 
carts  that  went  before  the  horses,  and  pa- 
tronized a  race  of  lawyers  and  bum-baiUffs, 
and  made  his  people  exceedingly  enlightened 
and  unhappy,  ^nd  lastly,  we  have  Peter 
the  Ueadstroug  —  tough,  sturdy,  valiant, 
weather-beaten,  leathern-sided,  and  wooden- 
legged — a  hero  of  chivalry  struck  oft  by  the 
hand  of  nature  at  a  single  heat — a  beautiful 

*  Thia  fellow-feeling  between  these  two  great 
men  may  be  illustrated  by  the  annexed  pawage 
from  Knickerbocker : — **  The  great  defect  of  Wil- 
liam the  Tedty's  policy  was,  that  though  no  man 
could  be  more  ready  to  stand  forth  in  an  hour  of 
emergency,  yet  he  was  so  intent  upon  guarding  the 
national  pocket,  that  he  suffered  the  enemy  to  break 
its  head ;  in  other  words,  whateyer  precaution  for 
public  safety  he  adopted,  he  was  so  intent  upon 
rendering  ii  cheap,  that  he  invariably  rendered 
it  ineffectual" — "History  of  New  xork,"  book 
!▼.,  a  4. 
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relique  of  old-fashioned  bigotry — a  perfect 
fossil  of  effete  notions — a  peremptory  and 
pugnacious  man,  who  would  stump  to  and 
fro  about  the  town,  during  politicsl  ferment, 
with  a  most  war- betokening  visage,  his  hands 
in  his  pockets,  whistling  a  low  Dutch  psalm- 
tune,  which  bore  no  small  resemblance  to  the 
music  of  a  north-east  wind  when  a  storm  is 
brewing.  The  very  dogs,  as  they  eyed  his 
excellency,  and  heard  his  wooden  foot- fall, 
skulking  anywhither  in  dismay.  It  argues  a 
significant  talent  for  ironical  composition  and 
easy  badinage  in  Mr.  Irving,  that  he  has  sus- 
tained to  the  last,  in  this  perhaps  over-long 
history,  the  quaint  tone  of  subdued  comedy 
and  simple  gravity  which  marks  its  opening. 
It  abounds  in  pungent  reflections  profitable 
for  later  times,  and  likely  to  remain  appli- 
cable until  the  last  public  quack  and  parlia- 
mentary humbug  and  official  mountebank 
shall  be  no  more. 

"  Salmagundi "  belongs  to  the  same — the 
earliest — stage  in  the  author's  literary  career, 
and  partakes  of  the  same  satiric  features. 
But  the  satire  is  good-natured  enough  in  both 
cases,  and  indeed  comes  from  too  kindly  a 
heart  to  be  impregnated  with  any  very  bitter 
stuff.     What  Byron  calls 

The  royal  vices  of  the  age,  demand 
A  keener  weapon  and  a  miglitier  hand. 

And  against  such  it  is  not  Geoffrey  Crayon's 
mission  to  set  himself  in  array. 

Still  there  are  follies  e'en  for  him  to  chase, 
And  yield,  at  least,  amusement  in  the  race. 

So  that,  although  it  is  not  for  him,  "  good 
easy  man,  full  surely,"  to  confront  and  ap- 
prehend gigantic  vice  stalking  in  the  streets, 
or  to  extinguish  the  "  guilty  glare  "  blazing 
from  what  threaten  to  be  **  eternal  beacons  of 
consummate  crime,"  yet  he  can  speak  on  the 
hint. 

Are  there  no  follies  for  my  pen  to  pnrge  ? 
Arc  there  no  fools  whose  backs  deserve  the 
scourge  ? 

And,  albeit,  the  fools  have  nine  lives,  and 
kind  Geoffrey's  scourge,  or  cat,  hath  only 
one ;  he  lays  it  on  with  what  appetite  he  may. 
He  certainly  has  the  gift  "d'apercevoir  le  ridi- 
cule, et  de  le  peindre  avec  grace  et  gaiety." 
And,  as  certainly,  he  has  had  so  much  "  evil 
communications"  with  a  mocking  spirit*  as 

*  Speaking  of  the  above  "sense  of  the  ridiculous^** 
and  of  the  art  of  painting  it  with  yivacity  and 
mirth,  Madame  de  Stael  adds:  **Ce  n'est  pasli  Is 
genre  de  moquerie  dont  les  suites  sont  les  plus  k 
craindre ;  celle  qui  s'attache  aux  idies  et  aux  senti- 
mens  est  la  plus  faneste  de  toutes^  oar  elle  s'insinas 
dans  la  source  des  affections  fortes  et  d6T0U^<^''-T 
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ito  comipt  his  ''good  manners/'  or  freeze  bis 
warm  heart. 

Hitherto  Mr.  Irving  had  catered  for  the 
New  World.  He  was  now  to  identify  him- 
self with  the  Hterators  of  the  Old,  by  pub- 
lishing "  The  Sketch-Book/'  under  (to  use 
his  own  words)  "  the  kind  and  cordial  auspi- 
ces of  Sir  Walter  Scott/'  and  by  the  agency 
of  the  prince  of  book-sellers,  John  Murray. 
This  Sketch-Book  he  compares  with  that  of 
a  wayward  travelling  artist,  who,  following 
the  bent  of  his  vagrant  inclination,  copies  ob- 
jects in  nooks,  and  comers,  and  by- places ; 
the  result  being  a  volume  crowded  with  cot- 
tages, and  landscapes,  and  obscure  ruins, 
but  neglectful  of  St.  Peter's,  or  the  Colos- 
seum, the  cascade  of  Temi,  or  the  bay  of 
Naples,  and  without  a  single  glacier  or  vol- 
cano in  the  whole  collection.  This  absence 
of  aught  volcanic  or  violent,  removes  the 
sketches  from  participation  in  Diderot's  judg- 
ment, that  '*  les  esquisses  ont  commun^ment 
un  feu  que  le  tableau  n'a  pas.  C'est  le  mo- 
ment de  chaleur  de  I'artiste,  Ac."  Look  not 
in  these  esquisies  for  feu  or  chaleur.  They 
are  the  placid,  dreamy  droppings  of  a  limner's 
truant  crayon,  wandering  over  the  paper  at 
its  own  sweet  will.  Variety  the  collection 
designedly  has ;  the  collector's  design  being 
that  it  should  contain  something  to  suit  each 
reader,  to  harmonize  with  every  note  in  the 
gamut  of  taste.  "  Few  guests,"  argued  he, 
in  arranging  his  Miscellany — "  few  ffuests  sit 
down  to  a  varied  table  with  an equalappetite 
for  every  dish.  One  has  an  elegant  horror 
of  a  roasted  pig ;  another  holds  a  curry  or  a 
devil  in  utter  abomination ;  a  third  cannot 
tolerate  the  ancient  flavor  of  venison  and 
wild  fowl ;  and  a  fourth,  of  truly  masculine 
stomach,  looks  with  sovereign  contempt  on 
those  knick-knacks  here  and  there  dished  up 
for  the  ladies.  Thus  each  article  is  con- 
demned in  its  turn;  and  yet  amidst  this 
variety  of  appetites,  seldom  does  a  dish  go 
away  from  the  table  without  being  tasted 
and  relbhed  by  some  one  or  other  of  the 

DBL'AiXDfAONl^  rV.,  §  il  This  "witeMw,"  in  its 
warning  against  the  perverting  tendencies  of  satire, 
reminds  us  of  a  "modem  instance."  Thomas 
Moore,  a  man  of  as  ffaj  and  kindly  a  diipoeition  as 
the  author  of  *' Safma^andi,"  had  attained  a  far 
greater  renown  as  a  satirist^  and  with  far  greater 
pretensions  to  that  "  bad  eminence,"  when  apprej 
hensive  of  its  corroding  power,  as  well  on  agent  as 
patient;  he  wrote  in  his  diary  (1819):  "R^olved 
never  to  have  anything  more  to  do  with  satire ;  it 
is  a  path  in  which  one  not  only  strewn  but  gathers 
thorns"  Five  years  previously,  Lady  Donegal  had 
urged  him  to  tdce  the  same  rssolution,  on  the  same 
groundSi 


^ests/'    Is  pathos  your  passion?     There 
IS  ^*  The  Widow  and  her  l^n,"  to  ope  the 
sacred  scource  of  sympathetic   tears-^he 
affliction  of  a  widow,  aged,  solitary,  desti- 
tute, bereaved  of  her  last  solace ;  and  there 
is  "  The  Pride  of  the  Village,"  a  love  tale, 
and  a  tale  of  sorrow  unto  death — a  proee 
elegy^  most  musical,  most  melancholy,  on  as 
pretty  a  low-bom  lass  as  ever  ran  on  the 
green  sward.    Is  humor  to  you  a  metal  more 
attractive  f  though  every  true  taste  for  pathos 
involves  a  nearty  relish  for  humor,  and  viet 
versA)  ?     There  is  the  discursive  chapter  on 
"Little  Britain" — that  heart's  core  of  the 
city,  that  stronghold  of  John  Bullism,  as  it 
seemed  to  Mr.  Crayon,  looking  as  usual  through 
colored  spectacles,  so  that  he  here  recog- 
nized a  fragment  of  London  as  it  was  in  its 
better  days,  with  its  antiquated  folks  and 
fashions,  where  flourish  in  great  preservation 
many  of  the  holiday  games  and  customs  of 
yore,  and  where  still  revisit  the  glimpses  of 
the  moon  not  a  few  ghosts  in  full-bottomed 
wigs  and  hanging  sleeves,  or  in  lappets, 
hoops,  and  brocade.     Such  a  little  Britain 
was  hardly  to   be  found  in  Great  Britain 
when  Geoffrey  pilgrimized  amongst  us ;  and 
is  now  traceable,  in  its  merest  outline,  only 
in  his  Sketch-Book.    Then,  again,  there  is 
the  "  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow,"  recording 
the  expedition  of  Ichabod  Crane,  and  his  ad- 
venture with  the  Goblin  Horseman ;  and  the  es- 
say on  '*  John  Bull,"  from  an  American  point  of 
view  ;  and  the  '*  Christmas  Dinner"  at  Brace- 
bridge  Hall,  with  boar's  head  and  carol,  witJi 
wassail  bowl  of  ''gentle  lamb's  wool,"  cele- 
brated by  Master  Simon,  in  certain  roistering 
staves  about  the  "  merry  browne  bowle"  a^ 
the  **  merry  deep  canne,"  and  followed  by  a 
Christmas    mummery,  superintended   by  a 
Lord  of  Misrule,  in  which  Ancient  Christmas 
duly  figures  away  with  a  frostbitten  nose, 
and  Dame  Mince  Pie,  in  the  venerable  mag- 
nificence of  a  faded  brocade,  long  stomacher, 
peaked  hat,  and  high-heeled  shoes.     Or,  if 
your  demand  be  for  the  romantic  and  the  su- 
pers titious,  is  there  not  "  The  Spectre  Bride- 
groom," and  the  peerless  narrative  of  "  Rip 
Van  Winkle  ?"     Or,  should  you  be  of  lite- 
rary predilections,  there  are  the  essay  on 
*<  The  Art  of  Book-making,"  and  the  Shak- 
spearean  researches  in  the    Boar's    Head 
Tavern,  and  Stratford- on- Avon.     A  like  mis- 
cellaneous  character    pertains  to  ''Brace- 
bridge  Hall,"  and  the  same  refractive  me- 
dium of  colored  spectacles  everywhere  oc- 
curs.   The  merry  England  described,  is  al- 
most in  the  state  of  the  old  lady  in  the  bal- 
lad, market-bound,  egg-laden,  and  sleepily 
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neubatu  luh  teffmine  fagi,  to  vhom,  locked 
in  dreamland,  "  there  came  by  a  pedlar,  and 
his  name  vaa  Siont,  and  he  cut  her  pettj- 
coaU  all  round  about ;"  bo  that  when  the 
matron  recovered  her  oonsciousness,  it  was 
(Hibemic4)  not  to  know  herself,  and  to  infer 
from  the  new  guise  of  her  scant  classic  dra- 
pery that  her  personal  mb  (Teutonic^)  had 
I  enporated,  or  transmigrated,  or  disinte^ra- 
t«d  itself  in  some  ineBable  fashion,  precipi- 
tadng  this  ineffable  residuum  or  result. 
Oeoffrey  Crayon  haa  played  more  amiable 
bat  equally  revolutionary  pranks  on  "  merry 
Sngland,"  adorning  her  in  vestments  so  out 
of  date  (alas !),  ai^  so  dreadfully  fictitious, 
that  she  fuls  to  recognise  in  the  glass  even 
the  general  resemblance.  He  has  painted 
her,  not  as  the  sun  painU  portraits,  with 
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harsh  and  unQattering  fidelity,  blackening 
every  frown,  deepening  every  furrow,  indent- 
ing every  crow's  foot,  but  rather  as  the  sen- 
timental artist,  who  has  a  soul  above  accu- 
racy, and  who  groups  together  prosy  people 
in  poeUc  attitudes,  after  the  manner  of  the 
family  piece  in  the  "Vicar  of  Wakefield." 
These  Yorkshire  squires  and  villagers  are  but 
demi-semi-realities.  They  are  mostly  too 
good  to  be  true.  The  angularities  of  the 
originals  are  too  much  smoothed  down,  their 
crooked  ways  made  straight,  and  their  rough 
places  plain.  Distance  seems  to  lend  en- 
chantment to  the  view,  and  a  dreamy  haze  to 
soften  the  vision.  Be  it  far  from  us,  never- 
theless, to  rail  at  the  sketcher's  kindly  ideal- 
ism ;  nor  ever  can  his  book  be  other  than 
dear  to  us  while  we  remember  in  it  a  Eeady- 
Money  Jack,  and  a  Tom  Sliagsby,  the  school- 
master, or  recall  that  auosUntial,  drab- 
breeched,  top-booted  mystery,  the  Stout 
Gentleman  in  No.  13.  Nor  must  we  omit 
allusion  to  that  august  widow.  Lady  Lilly- 
craft,  tender-hearted,  romantic,  and  fond  of 
ease — livingon  white  meats,  and  little  ladylike' 
dishes — cherishing  the  intimacy  of  pet  dogu. 
Angola  cats,  and  singing  birds — an  insatiable 
novel-reader,  though  she  mainUins  that  there 
are  no  novels  now-a-da;s  equal  to  "  Pamela" 
and  '■  Sir  Charles  Grandisoo,"  and  that  the 
"  Caatle  of  Otranto"  is  at  the  head  of  all 
romances.  Old  Christy,  too,  and  Mra.  Han- 
nah, merit  a  passing  salutation — a  couple  as 
evidently  formed  to  be  linked  together  as 
ever  were  pepper-boi  and  vinegar-cruet. 
The  story  of  "Dolph  Heyliger"  glides  on 
with  sprightly  ease. 

Next,  we  come  to  the  "  Tales  of  a  Tra- 
veller." Comparatively,  it  is  a  well-known 
truth,  they  were  a  fsilure.  Mr.  Irving'a 
lAmbUi^  uooog  the  fotsiti  of  Qcnnaoy  Hid 


the  pluns  of  Italy  provided  him  with  cD- 
pions  mattriel  for  legendary  lore ;  but  the 
critics  decided  that  of  this  tnaliriel  he  did 
nnt  make  the  most.  Notwithstanding  his 
ndvontages,  he  might  have  written  the  tales, 
it  was  averred,  without  being  a  traveller  at 
sill;  instead  of  spending  three  years  on  them, 
ho  might  have  finished  the  thing  in  three 
months,  without  stirring  out  of  London.  The 
ghost  stories,  it  was  alleged,  were  some  of 
ihem  old,  and  nearly  all  badly  told — that  is, 
not  told  seriously,  but  in  a  sort  of  half-witty 
vflin,  with  little  dancing  quirks  interspersed. 
"Good  Heavens!"  cried  a  Blaeheood  cen- 
sor, "  are  we  come  to  this,  that  men  of  this 
rank  cannot  even  make  a  robbery  terrific,  or 
a  love  story  tolerable?"  The  story  of  the  - 
Ian  at  Terracina,  of  the  Beheaded  Lady,  of 
Buckthome,  ifec,  all  were  more  or  less  found 
wanting ;  in  descriptive  passages,  where  the 
traveller  had  taken  up  his  rest  at  Venice, 
Florence,  Naples,  and  other  such  insptrin|' 
abodes,  he  was  declared  to  have  produced 
cither  a  blank  or  a  blunder;  and  the  only 
meed  of  praise  awarded  him  was  for  that 
section  of  the  book  devoted  to  "  some  of  his 
old  genuine  stuff — the  quaintnessea  of  the 
ancient  Dutch  heers  and  frows  of  the  deli- 
cious land  of  the  Manhattoes."  He  was 
therefore  counselled  to  eschew  European  and 
classical  subjects,  and  to  riot  once  more,  as 
Jvnickerbocker,  in  pumpkin  pies,  erinning  M- 
groes,  smoking  skippers,  plump  little  Dutch 
maidens,  and  their  grizzly -periwigged  papas. 
If  he  would  have  honor,  he  was  bid  go  seek 
iL  by  prophesying  and  historicising  about  his 
<iwn  country,  md  his  father's  house. 

So  far  he  followed    this   counsel    as   to 
write  in  detail  the  life  and  the  voyages  of  his 
country's  immortal  visitor,  not  to   say  her 
mortal  creator,  Christopher  Columbu^ — 
Who  the  ^reat  secret  of  the  Deep  possese'd, 
And,  issuiog  thmng-h  the  portala  of  the  West, 
Fearless,  resolved,  with  every  sail  nnfurl'd. 
Planted  his  standard  on  the  Unknown  World.* 


Verily,  a  fascinating  narrative — a  strange, 
saddening,  yet  inspiring  tale  of  the  great 
Genoese  sea-king,  and  of  his  great  figlit  of 
afflictions,  in  journeyiogs  often,  in  perils  of 
waters,  in  perils  by  bis  adopted  countrymen, 
in  perils  by  the  heathen,  in  perils  in  the  wil- 
derness, in  perils  in  the  sea,  in  perils  among 
false  brethren ;  in  weariness  and  painfnlness, 
in  watchings  often,  in  hunger  and  thirst,  in 
fasting  often,  in  cold  and  nakedness.  In 
narraung  the  story  of  this  hero,  Mr.  Irving 
has  endeavored  to  place  him  in  a  clear  and 
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familiaT  poiDt  of  view;  rejecting  no  circum- 
atence,  however  Irivial,  which  appeared  to 
evolve  Rome  point  of  character ;  and  seeking 
all  kinds  of  collateral  facts  which  mighi 
throw  light  upon  bis  views  and  motives.  la 
this  endeavor  he  has  succeeded.  Few  bio- 
graphies surpass  in  sustuned  interest  this 
memoir  of  the 

'Avipo,  ....  roXurpatrav,  if  fWiXa  iroXXa 

a  misconceived,  misrepresented  man — with 
none  to  sympathize  with  and  foster  his  high 
imaginatioDS, 

Moving  sbout  in  worlds  not  realiied. 
Perhaps  the  subject  might  have  warranted 
a  litlla  more  warmth  of  coloring — indeed  Mr. 
Irving  is  lees  ornate  than  usnal  in  the  present 
instance,  and  might  easily  hare  drawn  a  more 
impressive  figure  of  the  admiral  in  the  waste 
deep  waters — "  around  him,  mutinons,  dis- 
couraged souls,"  to  use  the  words  of  Carlyle ; 
"behind  him,  disgrace  and  ruin;  before  him, 
the  unpenetrated  veil  of  Night."  However, 
apart  from  the  intrinsic  charm  of  the  recital, 
there  is  so  much  of  the  author's  wonted  Qu- 
enej'  and  unaffected  grace  of  style  end  clear- 
ness of  method  in  working  jt  out,  that  it 
leaves  us  Ben:ubly  his  debtors,  and  in  charity 
with  him,  if  not  (remembering  the  wrongs 
of  Columbus)  wiih  all  mankind. 

The  bent  of  his  Spanish  studies  at  this 
time  found  a  new  direction  in  the  "  History 
of  the  Conquest  of  Oranada" — wherein  be 
has  fully  availed  himself,  aays  Mr.  Prescott, 
of  all  the  picturesque  and  animating  move- 
ments of  the  romantic  era  of  Ferdinand  and 
Isabella,  and  has  been  very  slightly  seduced 
from  historic  accuracy  by  the  poetical  aspect 
of  his  subject.  "  The  fictitious  and  romantic 
dress  of  bis  work  has  enabled  him  to  make 
it  the  medium  for  reflecting  more  vividly  the 
floating  opinions  snd  chimerical  fancies  of  the 
age,  while  be  has  illuminated  the  picture 
with  the  dramatic  brilliancy  of  coloring  de- 
nied to  sober  history."*  The  cuncoction  of 
this  modern  Iliad  is  certainly  admirable. 
The  hand  of  a  master  is  seen  io  the  delinea- 
tion of  character,  Christian  and  Moorish  ;  in 
the  grouping  of  the  dramatU  pertona  ;  and 
in  the  evolution,  act  by  act,  aud  scene  after 
scene,  of  the  drama  itself.  Especially  we 
remember  with  interest  the  portraits  of  Don 
Juan  de  Vera,  ever  dignified  and  chivalrlc, 
and  the  gallant  Ponce  de  Leon,  Marquis  of 
Cadiz;  of  the  daring  old  warior,  Kl  Z^l, 


[June, 

and  the  ill-starred  Boabdil.  Tenderly  the 
historian  tells  the  exodus  of  the  latter,  with 
his  devoted  cavaliers,  from  the  city  of  the 
Alhambra-'how  they  paused  on  the  moun- 
tain side  to  lake  a  farewell  gaze  at  thur 
beloved  Qranada,  which  a  few  more 
steps  would  shut  from  their  sight  forever, 
and  which  never  before  had  appeared  so 
lovely  in  their  eyes — the  sunshine,  so  bright 
in  that  transparent  climate,  lighting  ap  each 
tower  and  minaret,  and  resting  gloriously 
upon  the  crowning  battlements  of  the  Al- 
humbra,  while  the  vega  (plain)  spread  iu 
enamelled  bosom  of  verdure  below,  glisten- 
ing with  the  silver  windings  of  the  Xenil ; 
how  the  proud  exiles  lingered  with  a  silent 
i^ony  of  tenderness  and  grief  in  view  of  th(U 
delicious  abode,  the  scene  of  their  loves  and 

Sileasures — until  a  light  cloud  of  smoke  burst 
orth  from  the  citadel,  and  a  peal  of  artillery, 
funily  heard,  told  that  tiie  city  was  taken 

Eossession  of,  and  the  throne  of  the  Moslem 
log  lost  for  ever;  and  how,  thereupon,  the 
heart  of  Bo.ihdil,  softened  by  misfortunes. 
and  overcharged  with  woe,  could  no  longer 
contain  itself,  and  the  words  of  resignation, 
Allah  achhar!  died  upon  his  lips,  and  tears 
blinded  hia  last  glance  at  the  metropolis  of 
bis  sires. 

Far  less  satisfactory,  to  our  thinking,  is 
the  collection  of  tales  entitled  "The  Albaro- 
bra" — for  we  shared  in  the  "  dolorous  disap- 
pointment" of  an  eminent  reviewer,  who  OD- 
serves  that  he  came  to  it  with  the  eager  sup- 
position that  it  was  some  real  Spanish  or 
Moorish  legend  connected  with  that  roman- 
tic edifice  ;  and  behold  1  it  was  a  mere  Sad- 
ler's Wells  travesty  (before  the  reign  of 
Phelps  and  legitimacy)  applied  to  some  slen- 
der fragments  from  past  days.  The  observa- 
tion applies,  however,  to  the  pUn  uf  the 
work,  not  to  the  eieculion. 

But  we  must  "hurry  on" — which  Mr. 
Irving  did,  a  merveille,  in  his  rapid  produc- 
tion of  volume  after  volume.  "A  Tour  on 
the  Prairies"  recalls  him  to  his  own  country, 
in  one  of  its  most  distinctive  features,  and  is 
agreeably  described,  without  any  straining 
at  eSect,  or  long-bow  draughtmanship. 
Astoria"  followed — ^the  story  of  a  mer- 
chant-princes commercial  enterprise,  from 
'ts  projection  to  its   failure;    sometimes    te- 


is  a  delightful  specimen  of  biographical- to- 
pographical gossip  ;  the  former  part  making 
up  one  of  the  most  charming  chapters  in 
"  Lockbart's  Life  of  Scott ;"  which  is  giving 
it  ttottiated  praise,  yet  praise  as  discreet  aa 
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emphatical.  «  Captain  Bonneville"  is  a  kind 
of  sequel  to  **  Astoria/'  relating  the  expedi- 
tion of  a  chieftain  of  trappers  and  hunters 
among  the  ICocky  Mountains  of  the  Far 
West.  But  the  supply  of  this  sort  of  infor- 
mation concerning  bark  canoes  and  wigwams, 
Indian  swamps  and  Indian  scamps,  snowy 
mountains  and  sun-scorched  prairies,  beaver- 
skins  and  buflfalo  meat,  salt  weed  and  cotton- 
wood  bark,  was  by  this  time  beginning  to 
exceed  the  demand,  and  the  excitement 
kindled  by  Cooper's  romances  was  becoming 
subject  to  the  law  of  reaction.  Hence  these 
works  fell  comparatively  flat  on  the  public 
ear,  and  the  public  voice  was  heard  to  mur- 
mur that  Geoffrey  Crayon  had  written  himself 
dry,  and  that  every  later  literary  birth  was 
a  still  birth — a  sleep  and  a  forgetting. 

For  a  while  he  was  silent.  When  again 
his  voice  was  heard,  it  was  heard  gladly,  and 
the  echo  of  response  was  still  fraught  with 
the  music  of  popularity,  and  swelled  with 
resonance  of  welcome.  **  Oliver  Goldsmith  : 
a  Biography,"  was  a  theme  a  little  the  worse 
for  wear ;  but  an  English  public  was  too 
fond  of  both  Geoffrey  Crayon  and  him  **  for 
shortness  called  Noll," 

Who  wrote  like  an  angel,  and  talked  like  poor 
Poll, 

Dot  to  lend  a  willing  ear  to  what  the  one  had 
to  say  of  the  other.  Prior's  life  was  voted 
a  pattern  of  industry,  but  left  unread.  Fors- 
ter's  was  highly,  widely,  and  deservedly  ad- 
mired, and  remains  the  Life — being  executed, 
as  Mr.  Irving  himself  testiSes,  with  a  spirit, 
a  feeling,  a  grace,  and  an  eloquence,  that 
leave  nothing  to  be  desired.  That  Mr. 
Irving's  biography  made  its  appearance  at 
all,  when  by  its  own  averment  it  was  no  de- 
sideratum, IS  explained  by  the  fact  that  its 
author  had  already  published  it  in  a  meagre 
and  fragmentary  form,  which  attracted  slight 
notice ;  and  now,  in  the  course  of  revismg 
and  republishing  his  opera  omnia,  felt  called 
upon  to  reproduce  it  in  a  more  complete  and 
satisfactory  shape.  He  writes  con  amore, 
and  with  ever- prompt  indulgence,  of  one  to 
whose  literary  genius  his  own  is  indebted 
and  akin.  Whereas  Johnson  said  of  poor 
Goldsmith,  "Let  not  his  frailties  be  remem- 
bered :  he  was  a  very  great  man," — it  is  Mr. 
Irving's  course  to  say,  let  them  rather  be 
remembered,  since  their  tendency  is  to  en- 
dear ;  since  he  was  no  man's  enemy  but  his 
own ;  since  his  errors,  in  the  main,  inflicted 
evil  on  none  but  himself,  and  were  so  blend- 
ed with  humorous  and  touching  circumstan- 
ces as  to  disarm  anger  and  conciliate  kind- 


ness ;  since  there  is  something  in  the  barm- 
less  infirmities  of  a  good  and  great,  but  err- 
ing creature,  that  pleads  affectinsfly  to  our 
common  nature — as  being  ourselves  also  in 
the  body,  u)g  xai  iuroi  Ivrsg  iv  tfwfiwxri.  Pru- 
dish censors  may  scout  this  sort  of  indulgence 
on  the  part  of  a  critical  biographer.  For 
ourselves,  we  have  too  much  fellow-feeling 
with  Elia's  veneration  for  an  honest  obliquity 
of  mind,  to  find  the  indulgence  culpable ; 
thinking  with  Elia,  that  the  more  laughable 
blunders  a  man  shall  commit  in  your  compa- 
ny, the  more  tests  he  giveth  you  that  he  will 
not  bewray  or  overreach  you.  **  I  love  the 
safety,"  protests  dear,  canonized  Charles, 
"which  a  palpable  hallucination  warrants, 
the  security  which  a  word  out  of  season  rati- 
fies. And  take  my  word  for  this,  reader, 
and  say  a  fool  told  yon,  if  you  please,  that 
he  who  hath  not  a  dram  of  folly  in  his  mix- 
ture, hath  pounds  of  much  worse  matter  in 
his  composition."  Goldy  was  no  fool, 
though  ;  1)ut  his  nature  found  it  occasionally 
dulce  deaipere,  and  not  always  in  loco. 

The  ^^Life  of  Mahomet,"  like  the  preced- 
ing, seemed  to  require  explanation,  since  it 
confessedly  could  add  no  new  fact  to  those 
already  known  concerning  the  Arabian 
prophet.  The  author  tells  us  it  forms  part  of 
a  projected  series  of  writings  illustrative  of  the 
domination  of  the  Arabs  in  Spain — most  of  the 
particulars  being  drawn  from  Spanish  sources, 
with  the  addition  of  assistance  from  the  elab- 
orate work  by  Dr.  Weil,  and  other  recent 
authorities ;  his  object  in  constructing  it  be- 
ing, to  digest  into  an  easy,  perspicuous,  and 
flowing  narrative  (wherein  so  few  can  com- 

Sete  with  him)  the  admitted  facts  concerning 
[ahomet,  together  with  the  leading  legends 
and  traditions  connected  with  his  creed,  and 
a  summary  of  the  creed  itself.  The  preten- 
sions of  this  memoir  are,  therefore,  small,  as 
regards  historical  weight.  It  is  deficient, 
moreover,  in  the  mAtter  of  contemporary 
history,  so  essential  to  a  due  understanding 
of  Mahomet's  political  and  religious  stand- 
point. The  criticism  on  Mahomet's  personal 
character  is  of  that  moderate  and  judicious 
kind  which  the  author's  antecedents  might 
have  warranted  us  to  expect — neither  con- 
demning the  prophet  as  an  impudent  impos- 
tor, juggler,  and  sensualist,  nor  exalting  him ' 
to  the  honors  of  hero-worship.  Mahomet  is 
neither  taxed  with  heartless  selfishness,  and 
ruinous  imbecility,  nor  eulogized  for  "  total 
freedom  from  cant,"  "deadly  earnestness," 
and   "annihilation  of  self."*      He  is   por- 
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trajed  as  an  entbosiast  originally  action  under 
a  species  of  mental  delusion,  deeply  imbued 
vith  a  conviction  of  bis  being  a  divine  agent 
for  religious  reform,  but  wbo,  after  bis  flight 
to  Meoiaa,  became  subject  to  worldly  pas- 
sions and  worldly  scbemes — yet  tbrougbout 
bis  career,  in  a  great  degree,  tbe  creature  of 
impulse  and  excitement,  and  very  much  at 


the  mercy  of  circumstances.  With  eq^ual 
impartiality  Mr.  Irving  discusses  the  lives 
and  actions  of  his  successors. 

But  New  Monthly  space  and  patience  wfll 
no  farther  go,  and  leave  us  only  room,  in  an- 
ticipation of  his  promised  life  of  Washington, 
to  bid  that  great  man's  namesake  a  pleasant 
and  respectful  au  revoir. 


II  ^  II 


From  Bentley'i  Ifincellany 


THE    IMPERIAL    FOUR. 


ALEXANDER,  C^SAR,  CHARLEMAGNE,  AND  NAPOLEON. 


BT    PB0FB8B0R     CBBABT, 


Anther  of  **Thb  Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  op  the  World." 


CHAPTEB    III. 

Pointp  of  Similitude  and  of  GoDtnwt  between  the 
Aneient  Peraian  and  the  Modem  Tarkiah  Em- 
pirea. — B^pt  as  a  PerBian  and  as  a  Tarkiah 
Proyinoe. — Importanoe  of  Egypt  and  Syria,  with 
a  yiew  to  the  Oonqaest  of  Central  Aaia  and  India. 
—Alexander,  Gieaar,  and  Napoleon,  Gonqnerora 
of  Egypt— Olory  of  the  Foundation  of  Alex- 
andria.— Compared  with  Charlema£ne*a  Project 
for  Unitinff  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine. — 
Splendor  of  Alexandria  under  the  Ptolemiea. — 
CsBaar'a  Egyptian  Campai^. — Cleopatra.  —  Na- 
poleon'a  Egyptian  Expedition. 

• 
''  This  old  Europe  is  weary  and  stale  to 
me.    It  is  in  the  East  that  Genius  most 
seek  for  Empire  and  Glory."    So  said  Na- 
poleon, in  the  plentitade  of  his  power:  and 
his  fondest  day-dreams,  when  he  was  First 
Consul,  and  when  he  was  Emperor,  were  of 
renewing  the  attempt  which  he  had  made, 
when  he  was  the  simple  Republican  Gen- 
eral,— the  attempt  to  retrace  Alexander's 
path  of  conquest,  and  become  Lord  of  the 
Oriental  world.    Similar  visions  had  haunted 
the  ardent  mind  of  Csssar.    The  great  Ro- 
man is  said  to  have  wept  with  emulative 
envy,  when,  during  his  first  command  in 
Spain,  he  gazed  in  the  Temple  of  Hercules 
at  Gades  on  the  statue  of  the  Macedonian 
conqueror ;  and  the  last  projects  which  he 
was  forming,  when  his  career  was  cut  short 
fyr  saBaaaination,  were  schemes  of  leading 


his  legions  against  Parthia,  and   the  other 
powers  of  the  Eastern  world. 

The  part  of  Alexander's  life,  that  pos- 
sesses most    interest    for   modem  readers, 
probably  consists  of  his  operations  in  the 
remote  East,  in  Central  Asia,  and  the  north 
of  Hindostan.     His  campaigns  in  those  dis- 
tricts ^x  our  attention,  on  account  of  the 
formidable  difficulties,  arising  both  from  the 
natural  features  of  the  country,  and  the  ob- 
stinate bravery  of  the  inhabitants,  which  he 
encountered  and  overcame.     We,  and  not 
we  alone,  have  learned  by  bitter  experience, 
during  the  last  few  years,  how  to  appreciate 
those  difficulties.     The   Russian   expedition 
against  Khiva  and  Bokhara,  in  1840,  and 
our  own  recent  wars  in  Afifghanistan  and 
the  Punjaub,  have  done  more  to  aggrandiie 
the  fame  of  Alexander,  than  to  build  up  the 
reputation  of  any  of  the  modem  European 
commanders.    The  disastrous  fates  of  Per- 
offski's  and  Elphinstone's  armies  must  make 
both  Muscovite  and  English  military  students 
envy  the  superior  fortune,  or  admire   the 
superior  genius,  with  which  the  Macedonian 
columns  were  conducted.     And  the  carnage 
of    our  troops,  even   when    successful,   at 
Moodkee,  at  Ferozeshah,  at  Sobraon,  and  at 
Chillian wallah,  ou^ht   efifectually  to   hinder 
us  from   depreciatmg  tbe   triumphs   which 
Alexander  gained  in  the  same  regions  over 
the  ancestors  of  our  own  foes. 
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On  the  other  hand,  a  comparatiTe  view  of 
the  ancient  condition  of  the  countries,  which 
were  the  scenes  of  Alexander's  earlier 
•(ehievements,  and  of  their  state  at  the  pre- 
sent time,  b  calculated  to  make  us  think  too 
lightly  of  the  first  part  of  his  career,  unless 
the  comparison  be  very  carefully  made.  We 
can  easily  realize  to  our  minds  the  idea  of 
one  of  the  strong  powers  of  modem  Europe 
attacking  Turkey,  and,  if  uninterrupted  by 
any  of  its  own  European  rivals,  rapidly  over- 
throwing the  armies,  and  appropriating  the 
provinces  of  the  Osmanlis.  The  complete 
■nperiority  of  English,  Austrian,  French,  or 
Russian  troops,  over  those  of  modern  Turkey, 
is  a  truism.  We  can  readilv  understand  the 
existence  of  a  similar  superiority  of  the  Ma- 
eedonian  veterans  over  the  armed  rabbles 
that  crowded  the  camps  of  the  last  Darius. 
With  respect,  also,  to  the  facilities,  which 
the  decay  of  central  authority,  the  corrupt- 
ness of  administration,  and  the  insubordina- 
tion of  provincial  governors  ofifer  to  a  foreign 
conqueror,  the  resemblance  between  ancient 
Persia  and  modem  Turkey  is  striking  at  the 
first  glance.  The  relation  of  the  Satraps  to 
the  Great  King,  was  precisely  that  of  the 
Pashas  to  the  Sultan.  The  powerful  Satrap, 
like  the  powerful  Pasha,  seldom  sought  to 
throw  off  the  semblance  of  allegiance,  but 
his  constant  aim  was  to  make  his  power 
hereditary  in  his  family ;  and  he  exercised, 
fai  all  substantial  points  of  government,  a 
lawless  independence  of  the  sovereign  whom 
he  affected  to  venerate.  The  classical  reader 
of  the  biographies  of  Paswan  Oglou,  of  Ali 
Pacha,  and  Mehemet  Ali,  is  continually  re- 
minded of  Ariobarzanes,  Artabanus,  and 
Datames.  And,  when  we  tum  back  to 
ancient  history,  it  is  peculiarly  striking  to 
observe  how  Egypt  was  in  the  same  chronic 
state  of  revolt  against  her  Persian  rulers  in 
former  times,  that  she  now  exhibits  towards 
her  Turkish  suzerains.  Moreover  the  same 
wretched  system  of  statecraft  was  practised 
at  Ecbatana  against  refractory  vassals  that 
long  has  been  established*  at  Constantinople. 
Treschery  and  assassination  were  the  favorite 
weapons  of  the  court  against  a  formidable  or 
even  a  suspected  rebel ;  and  it  was  thought 
the  height  of  royal  policy  to  play  off  the 
ambition  and  the  turbulence  of  neighboring 
Satraps  against  each  other.  The  mbery, 
which  this  system  of  organized  anarchy  in- 
flicted on  the  subject  populations  of  the 

*  The  present  saltan  and  his  father,  the  energetic 
hat  nnsncoessfol  Mahmond,  deserre  to  be  excepted 
from  the  general  ceDsores  paned  upon  moaem 
Taridah  sovereigna 


dominant  Persian  race,  may  be  imagined 
from  what  we  know  now  to  prevail  in  the 
East :  and  the  victorious  stranger  who  offers 
to  such  populations  the  blessmgs  of  order 
and  of  protection  for  person  and  property, 
will  be  welcomed  as  a  deliverer,  though  his 
rule  be  equally  arbitrary,  and  equaUy  ex- 
tinctive of  national  independence. 

But  after  admitting  the  general  truth  of 
the  parallel  of  ancient  Persia  and  modem 
Turkey,  with  respect  to  their  means  of  re- 
sisting a  powerful  European  invader,  there 
are  some  important  points  of  distinction  to 
be  observed.  In  the  first  place,  the  Persian 
kings  employed  large  bodies  of  Greek  troops 
in  their  armies; — troops  whose  skill  and 
spirit  were  little,  if  at  all,  inferior  to  those  of 
the  Macedonians;  and  who  fought  against 
Alexander,  not  with  the  carelessness  of  mere 
condottieri,  but  with  the  bitterest  national 
animosity;  like  that  with  which,  in  after 
ages,  the  Varangian  guards  of  the  Byzantine 
emperors  encountered  the  Normans  from 
Apulia ;  or  that  with  which  the  Irish  brigade 
assailed  the  English  at  Fontenoy.  The 
Greek  soldiers  of  fortune,  who  served  the 
Persian  king,  were  chiefly  natives  of  the  re- 
publics of  southern  Greece,  whose  glory  and 
whose  independence  had  been  destroyed  by 
Philip  and  his  son.  Many  of  their  leaders, 
like  Ephialtes  and  Leosthenes,  the  eminent 
Athenians,  were  compulsory  refugees  from 
their  country,  and  the  objects  of  the  deadli- 
est Macedonian  enmity.  These  men  opposed 
Alexander  with  all  the  resources  of  Greek 
skill,  and  with  all  the  vindictive  energy  of 
personal  and  national  hatred.  To  make  our 
imaginary  analogy  perfect,  we  must  suppose 
the  case  of  Austria  attacking  Turkey,  and 
finding  herself  resisted  by  large  bodies  of 
well-disciplined  and  well-paid  Hungarian 
troops  in  the  Sultan's  service ;  or  of  Russia, 
in  a  similar  enterprise,  being  encountered  by 
Polish  armies  aotmg  under  the  banners  of 
her  Ottoman  foes. 

Another  peculiar  obstacle  in  the  path  of 
Alexander,  to  which  there  is  nothing  analo- 
gous in  the  present  state  of  the  same  coun- 
tries, was  the  inveterate  hostility  of  the  great 
maritime  and  commercial  city  of  Tyre.  This 
Venice  of  the  ancient  world  had  once  been 
the  undisputed  mistress  of  the  Mediterra- 
nean, and  had  also  long  monopolized  the 
coasting  trade  of  the  ocean  beyond  the  pil- 
lars of  Hercules ;  sending  her  merchantmen 
northward  to  the  British  Isles  for  tin,  and  to 
the  shores  of  the  Baltic  for  amber;  and 
southward  round  the  Atlantic  coast  of  Africa 
for  gold-duat|  pidm-oil,  and  vioic^^    "^ 
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Also,  by  means  of  caravans,  and  of  ports 
and  fleets  in  the  Red  Sea»  kept  in  her  hands 
the  large  and  lucrative  traffic  between  India 
and  the  countries  round  the  Mediterranean. 
As  ages  rolled  on,  she  was  surpassed  in  her 
Gaulish  and  Spanish  and  Atlantic  commerce 
by  her  own  daughter,  the  powerful  colony 
of  Carthage.     She  also  suffered  a  disastrous 
siege  from  the  Assyrian  conqueror,  Nebu- 
chadnezzar;   but    her    undaunted    citizens, 
leaving  the  ruins  of  their  old  city,  established 
a  new  Tyre  on  an  island  at  a  little  distance 
from  the  main  land,  as  the  Venetians  sought 
a  refuge  from  Attila  amid  their  islets  and 
lagunes.     The   parallel  holds  good  for  the 
wealth  and  splendor  with  which  these  unin- 
viting sites  were   soon   crowned.     In   the 
course  of  time  New  Tyre  submitted  to  the 
nominal  authority  of  the  Persian  kings,  who 
left  to  her  her  local  self-government  and  her 
commerce,  with  but  slight  interference,  and 
who  required  little  of  her  beyond  the  servi- 
ces of  her  fleets  in  their  wars  against  the 
Greeks ; — services  which  the   Tyrian   mer- 
chants and  mariners  willingly  rendered  ;  for 
it  was  among  the  Greeks  that  the  Tyrians 
found  their  most  fatal  rivals,  as  to  both  the 
colonization  and  the  commerce  of  the  Medi- 
terranean, so  far  at  least  as  regards  its  north- 
ern  coasts  and  its  islands.     Probably  the 
sagacious  forethought  of  the  Tyrian  merchant- 
princes   enabled  them  to   comprehend  the 
character  of  Alexander,  not  only  as  a  winner 
of  battles,  but  as  the  great  promoter  of  the 
ascendancy  of  Hellenic  civilization,  and   as 
the  ordainer  of  new  channels  for  the  com- 
merce of  the  world.    They  resisted  him  with 
a  "  strenuous  ferocity"  and  a    determined 
skill,  which,  aided  by  the  natural  advantages 
of  their  city  and  its  colossal  fortifications, 
would  probably  have  been  successful  against 
any  other  general.     Tyre  fell  at  last  before 
Alexander,  but  it  was  only  after  a  siege 
which  is  among  the  most  memorable  that 
either  ancient  or  modern  history  records. 

We  have  seen  Alexander,  at  the  passage 
of  the  Granicus,  bold  and  rapid,  like  Napo- 
leon, almost  to  temerity,  when  boldness  and 
rapidity  were  requisite.  But  his  conduct 
after  that  battle,  as  well  as  after  the  battle 
of  Issus,  showed  that  he  did  not  suffer  him- 
self to  be  hurried  forward  by  any  impatience 
for  winning  pitched  battles  and  capturing  his 
enemy's  capita] ;  but  that  he  could  recognize 
the  necessity  of  thoroughly  securing  one  pro- 
vince before  he  grasped  at  another ;  that  he 
knew  how  to  make  each  successive  conquest 
a  base  of  operations  for  the  next  enterprise, 
and  thai  he  acted  throughout  with  the  de- 


liberate intention  of  founding  a  new  and  en- 
during empire,  and  not  of  merely  changing 
the  ruling  dynasty  of  the  despots  of  Asia. 
The  whole  of  the  year  that  followed  his  vic- 
tory at  the  Granicus  was  spent  by  him  in 
consolidatinnr  his  dominion  over  Asia  Minor, 
and  not  until  that  was  effected  did  he  seek 
to  advance  beyond  that  peninsula.  In  1332 
B.  c.  he  met  and  overthrew  the  multitudaa 
of  Darius  at  Issus,  as  boldly  and  as  easily  as 
Clive  routed  Surajah  Dowla  at  Plassy.  Bat 
even  then  he  did  not  move  prematurely  upon 
Ecbatana  or  Babylon  ;  but  first  secured  his 
rear  and  flank  by  the  thorough  conquest  of 
Phoenicia,  Syria  and  Egypt.  The  import- 
ance indeed  of  the  last-mentioned  country 
to  every  ruler  who  aspires  to  be  the  ruler  of 
the  world,  has  always  been  fully  felt : — ^by 
Cambyses  and  his  successors,  by  the  CaasarBy 
by  the  first  Caliphs,  by  the  Crusadeo*  by 
Sultan  Selim,  and  by  Napoleon,  as  well  as 
by  the  firreat  Macedonian. 

The  Persian  yoke  was  preeminently  hate- 
ful to  the  Egyptians,  and  Alexander  made 
himself  master  of  the  ancient  kingdom  of  the 
Pharaohs,  without  his  military  talents  being 
called  into  display.  Egypt  is,  however,  the 
cornerstone  of  his  truest  glory,  and  Napoleon 
has  duly  said  of  him  that  ''  Alexander  did 
more  to  render  his  name  illustrious  by  found- 
ing Alexandria,  and  conceiving  the  idea  of 
making  it  the  seat  of  his  empire,  than  by 
achieving  his  most  brilliant  victories.  This 
city  should  be  the  capital  of  the  world.  It 
lies  between  Asia  and  Africa,  within  reach 
of  India  and  of  Europe.  Its  port  affords 
the  only  anchorage  to  be  found  along  the 
five  hundred  leagues  of  coast  which  extend 
from  Tunis  or  ancient  Carthage  to  Alexaa- 
dretta  or  Iskanderoon.  It  is  situated  at  one 
of  the  former  mouths  of  the  Nile ;  all  the 
squadrons  in  the  world  might  anchor  there, 
and  in  the  old  port  would  be  sheltered  both 
from  the  winds  and  from  attacks  of  every 
kind."* 

It  may,  upon  first  consideration,  seem  mar- 
vellous that  the  great  natural  advantages  of 
this  site  should  have  been  so  lon^  neglected 
before  the  time  of  Alexander ;  and  especially 
that  none  of  the  native  monarchs  of  ancient 
Egypt,  during  the  long  centuries  of  her 
primitive  splendor,  should  have  founded  a 
city  on  so  promising  a  spot.  But  it  is 
to  be  remembered  that  the  population  and 
civilization  of  Egypt  were  concentrated  in 
early  times  along  the  banks  of  the  Upper 
Nile.     There  is  indeed  reason  to  believe  that 

*  "  Montholon's  Memoirs^"  vol.  iv.  p^  218. 
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Lower  Egypt  is  a  country  gained  in  com- 
paratively late  ageft  from  the  river  and  the 
sea,  partly  by  the  natural  alluvial  deposits  of 
the  Nile,  and  partly  by  great  artificial  works 
eonstructed  for  the  purpose  by  the  ancient 
Egyptians,  with  pre-eminent  engineering  skill 
and  unremitting   industrial  energy.*    Still, 
when  this  had  been  accomplished,  and  when 
Memphis  became  the  seat  of  empire  instead 
of  Thebes,  we  find  no  attempt  made  by  the 
dynasties,  at  whose  bidding  the  pyramids 
arose,  to  give  Egypt  maritime  and  commer- 
cial splendor  by  founding  a  city  at  the  Cano- 
pic  mouth  of  the  Nile.     The  reason  of  this 
may  partly  be  found  in  the  fact  that  Egypt 
is,  and  must  always  have  been,  deficient  in 
timber  fit  for  the  construction  of  large  sea- 
going vessels ;  and  still  more  in  the  peculiar 
tenets  taught  by  the  Egyptian  pries^thood, 
who  (anxious  probably  to  shut  out  innova- 
tioD)  taught  the  people  to  regard  the  sea 
with  religious  abhorrence.    It  was  only  under 
the  last  and  short-lived  Egyptian  dynasty 
of  Psammetichus  that  foreign  mariners  were 
encouraged  or  even  permitted  to  frequent 
the  Egyptian  shore.     And  even  then,  though 
Pelusium  and  Naucratis  became  commercial 
places  of  some  small  activity  and  influence, 
the  old  Egyptian  jealousy  was  watchful  to 
prevent  the  foundation  and  growth  of  such 
an  imperial  city  as  Alexandria  afterwards 
became.    In  fact,  the  Egyptian  rulers  appear 
to  have   actually  observed  the  advantages 
offered  by  the  site  that  was  destined  to  be- 
come Alexandria,  and  they  seem  to  have 
taken  especial  precautions  against  any  settle- 
ment being  made  there.     A  village,  named 
Rachotis,  then  occupied  part  of  the  ground. 
The  Egyptian  kings  stationed  in  this  village 
a  permanent  military  force  to  prevent  the 
landing  of  any  foreigners ;  and    they  pur- 
posely granted  the  adjacent  country  to  pas- 
toral   tribes,  who  were    unlikely  either  to 
become  sea- faring  adventurers    themselves, 
or  to  sympathize  with   any  stranger  from 
beyond  the  sea. 

Under  the  oppressive  domination  which 
the  Persians  inflicted  on  Egypt,  there  was 
no  probability  of  any  thing  being  undertaken, 
that  was  calculated  to  augment  the  power 
of  the  always  dissaffected,  and  frequently 
rebellious  province.  But,  on  the  arrival  of 
Alexander,  a  new  era  of  power  and  pros- 

Krity  began  for  Egypt.     He  was  welcomed 
^  the  natives  as  a  deliverer  from  insult  and 
oppression.     By  respecting   their  religious 


*See  Niebhnr^s  "Lectures  on  Ancient  History,' 
voL  i  p^  as. 


institutions,  and  relieving  them  from  the  bur- 
densome tributes  which  their  former  masters 
had  imposed,  he  assured  himself  of  their  de- 
voted loyalty;  and  made  it  his  own  interest, 
as  well  as  theirs,  that  Ejrypt  should  become  * 
wealthy  and  strong.  But  it  was  a  fixed 
principle  with  him  in  all  his  comjuests,  to 
introduce  the  elements  of  Hellenic  nation- 
ality and  Hellenic  civilization ;  and  for  this 
purpose  it  was  necessary  to  develop  the 
resources  of  Egypt  for  maritime  traffic. 
Alexander,  therefore,  carefully  examined  in 
person  the  various  embouchures  of  the  Nile, 
and  the  adjacent  coasts  of  the  Delta.  He 
saw  at  a  glance  the  superiority  of  the  site, 
where  only  the  wretched  huts  of  Rachotis 
then  stood,  to  Pelusium  and  the  other  ports. 
Already  was  he  meditating  the  conquest  of 
India  ;  and  he  resolved  that  on  the  shelter- 
ing belt  of  sand  which  divides  Lake  Mareo- 
tis  from  the  sea,  and  on  the  adjacent  little 
isle  of  Pharos,  should  arise  the  city  which 
was  to  receive  the  commerce  of  India  by  the 
route  of  the  Red  Sea  and  the  Nile,  and  be- 
come the  great  emporium  of  trade  and  civil- 
ization for  the  three  continents  of  Africa, 
Asia,  and  Europe. 

The  worthiest  parallel  for  this  masterpiece 
of  Alexander's  genius  may  perhaps  be  found 
in  the  magnificent  project  which  Charle- 
magne formed,  during  his  Saxon  wars,  of 
uniting  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine,  and  thus 
establishing  a  channel  by  which  the  com- 
merce and  the  civilization  of  Western  and 
of  Eastern  Europe  should  interpenetrate 
through  the  centre  of  our  continent.  It  has 
been  only  within  the  last  few  years,  that  the 
canal,  which  the  old  Prankish  Emperor  pro- 
jected, has  been  completed.  The  natural 
difficulties  of  the  soil  proved  too  much  for 
the  engineering  skill  of  Charlemagne's  time. 
But  the  conception  was  worthy  of  the  im- 
perial mind  that  formed  it,  especially  when 
we  remember  the  rude  barbarism  of  the  age 
in  which  Charlemagne  lived,  and  the  con- 
temptuous indifference  with  which  even  the 
best  of  his  chieftains  and  counsellors  regarded 
the  interest  of  the  merchant  and  the  artizan, 
as  compared  with  the  glory  of  the  soldier. 
We  can  readily  imagine  that  in  Alexander's 
great  works  of  civilization,  the  lessons  of 
Aristotle  bore  their  natural  fruit.  Charle- 
magne had  been  inspired  by  no  such  master 
of  the  human  intellect.  His  glory,  as  a 
civilizer,  is  peculiariy  his  own  ;  and  though, 
in  point  of  immediate  success,  his  design  for 
developing  the  full  capabilities  of  the  Ger- 
man rivers  cannot  be  compared  with  Alex- 
ander's foundatioii  oa  the  bada  ol  ^V^^^^ 
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it  deserves  to  be  mentioned  and  classed  with 
it,  as  marking  the  grandeur  of  the  originating 
mind. 

There  is,  however,  one  point  in  which 
Alexander's  genius,  as  displayed  in  the  se- 
lection and  creation  of  his  Egyptian  capital, 
is  unrivalled.  That  is  the  decisive  rapidity 
with  which  he  acted.  He  did  not  become 
familiar  with  Egypt,  as  Charlemagne  did 
with  Germany  by  repeated  campaigns.  He 
passed  only  a  few  months  of  his  life  in  that 
country ;  but  he  felt  at  once  the  need  of  such 
a  city  as  Alexandria  became ;  he  saw  at  a 
glance  the  advantageous  nature  of  the  site 
which  he  determined  on,  and  he  instantly 
caused  the  idea  of  his  new  city  to  become  a 
reality. 

No  words  can  describe  this  intuitive  power 
of  comprehending  instantly  the  natural  ad- 
vantages of  a  particular  spot,  either  for  pur- 
poses of  peace  or  war,  better  than  the  words 
which  Napoleon  uses  in  that  part  of  his 
memoirs,  which  is  devoted  to  the  subject  of 
Alexander  and  of  Egypt.  Napoleon  truly 
says,  that  the  eye  of  the  great  commander 
is  the  eye  of  inspiration.  **  This  faculty  con- 
sists in  a  facility  of  seiang  at  a  glance,  the 
various  circumstances  connected  with  the 
ground,  according  to  the  nature  of  different 
countries.  It  is,  in  short,  a  gift  which  is 
called  the  military  glance,  and  which  great 
generals  have  received  from  nature." 

The  city,  which  Alexander  thus  planned, 
was  reared  rapidly  at  his  orders,  by  the 
skilled  labor  of  the  ready  myriads  of  the 
Egyptian  population,  guided  and  animated 
by  Greek  science  and  inventive  genius. 
Alexander  saw  the  works  so  far  advanced, 
as  to  feel  assured  of  the  successful  comple- 
tion of  his  great  design,  before  he  led  his 
army,  in  the  sprin?  of  331  b.c,  back  from 
Egypt  to  Syria,  and  thence  to  the  Euphrates, 
on  their  further  path  to  the  conquest  of  the 
East. 

Two  others  of  the  Imperial  Four,  Csdsar 
and  Napoleon,  appeared  in  after  ages  in 
E?ypt  as  conquerors,  and  we  are  naturally 
1^  to  the  contemplation  of  their  exploits  on 
the  same  scene  of  action.  The  parallel 
between  Alexander  and  Napoleon  in  Egypt 
is  peculiarly  interesting,  as  each  of  these  two 
commanders  sedulously  bent  his  mind  to  re- 
vive the  wealth  and  splendor  of  Egypt, 
and  to  make  the  secure  possession  ot  her 
and  of  the  neighboring  Asiatic  province  of 
Svria  a  base  for  extensive  operations  against 
Upper  Asia  and  India.  Caesar's  campaign 
at  Alexandria  is  the  most  romantic  part  of 
bis  career,  but  it  is  not  the  portion  that  for* 


nishes  the  best  points  of  comparison  between 
him  and  either  his  Macedonian  predecessor 
or  his  Corsican  follower  in  the  subjugation 
of  Egypt.  It  was  in  the  autumn  of  B.C.  48» 
that  Csesar  landed  at  Alexandria  in  eager 
pursuit  of  his  rival  Pompeius,  whom  he  had 
recently  defeated  at  Pharsalia.  Pompeiai 
had  been  murdered  there  by  order  or  the 
Alexandrian  Court  a  few  days  before  Csesar^s 
arrival.  The  ministers  of  the  young  Kinff  of 
Egypt  thought  that  they  should  conciliate 
Csesar's  favor  by  this  crime ;  but  they  only 
excited  his  horror,  and  he  entered  Alexan- 
dria fully  resolved  to  take  every  advantage 
which  the  quarrels  among  the  Egyptian 
royal  family  offered  him,  for  aggranmaw 
his  own  power  and  that  of  Rome  (whim 
now  had  become  identical),  and  in  particular 
for  exacting  the  payment  of  an  enormooi 
sum  of  money,  which  he  claimed  from  the 
Alexandrian  Court  for  political  servicea 
which  he,  as  a  Roman  senator,  had  formerly 
rendered  to  the  late  King  Ptolemy  Auletei. 

The  dynasty  of  the  Ptolemies  was  de- 
scended from  Ptolemy,  the  son  of  LagnSy 
one  of  the  ablest  of  Alexander's  generals, 
who,  in  the  confusion  that  followed  the  great 
conqueror's  death,  secured  Egypt  as  his  own 
share  of  the  empire.  The  country  had  been 
generally  prosperous  under  him  and  his  sue- 
cessors,  and  the  city  of  Alexandria  itself 
acquired  a  degree  of  splendor  which  made 
it  the  second  city  of  the  world.  Indeed  as 
a  seat  of  commerce,  of  literature,  and  of  the 
arts  and  sciences,  it  was  far  superior  to  Rome 
itself.  The  fortifications  were  strong,  the 
fleet  was  large  and  well  equipped,  and  an 
army  of  20,000  regpilar  soldiers  (many  of 
whom  were  deserters  from  Roman  armies), 
under  the  generals  of  the  young  King,  waa 
encamped  close  to  the  capital,  at  the  time 
when  Caesar,  at  the  head  of  only  4,000 
troops,  hauflrhtily  made  his  way  into  Alexan- 
dria with  all  the  insignia  of  Consul  and  Im- 
perator  of  Rome,  and  bade  the  rival  factions 
of  the  young  King  and  his  two  sisters, 
Cleopatra  and  Arsinoe,  submit  their  claims 
to  his  decision. 

The  charms  of  Cleopatra  soon  fascinated 
her  judge ;  and  Caesar  espoused  her  cause 
with  an  ardor  that  makes  us  think  rather  of 
some  youthful  Paladin  of  the  days  of  chivalry, 
than  of  the  grave,  middle-aged  statesman 
and  warrior  of  ancient  Rome.  He  waa 
speedily  involved  in  a  war  with  the  Alexan- 
drians, in  which  not  only  all  the  resources  of 
his  genius,  as  a  commander,  were  called  into 
action,  but  he  more  than  once  owed  his 
safety  to  his  own  personal  prowess  as  a  com- 
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bttant  In  one  of  the  sea-fights  that  took 
place  between  his  galleys  and  the  flotilla, 
which  the  Egyptians  fitted  out  after  he  had 
iorprised  and  burnt  their  fleet,  the  vessel 
which  bore  the  great  Roman  was  sunk,  and 
Caesar  was  forced  to  swim  for  his  life.  Ulti- 
mately he  baffled  all  the  attacks  which  the 
I^ptian  soldiery  and  the  populace  made  on 
his  scanty  force,  and  when  his  reinforce- 
ments at  last  were  approaching,  and  King 
Ptolemy  marched  off  with  his  regular  troops 
to  intercept  them,  Caesar  followed  and  gave 
his  enemies  a  crushing  defeat,  probably  not 
far  from  the  very  spot  where  Bonaparte 
afterwards  defeated  the  Turkish  army  at  the 
battle  of  Aboukir. 

Ptolemy  was  killed  in  the  battle,  and  the 
Egyptians  in  unconditional  surrender  implored 
the  mercy  of  Csssar.  At  a  later  period  of 
his  life  he  is  said  to  have  meditated  making 
Alexandria  one  of  the  chief  seats  of  his  em- 
pire, and  he  probably  would  have  done  so 
now  had  not  he  been  under  the  urgent 
aecesMty  of  encountering^  with  the  least  pos- 
sible delay  the  formidable  enemies  that  yet 
defied  him  in  Pontus  and  in  North  Africa. 


He  was  unwilling,  too,  in  that  troubled  state  o^ 
the  Roman  world,  to  give  any  Roman  oflicer 
the  command  of  so  important  a  province  as 
Egypt,  which  could  so  readily  be  made  the 
seat  of  independent  power.  Perhaps,  also, 
his  love  for  Cleopatra  may  have  combined  in 
inducing  him  to  give  her  the  crown  of  Egypt. 
It  was  not  till  after  the  Great  Dictator's 
death,  and  till  after  that  wondrous  Princess 
had  led  other  Romans  to  dare  all  and  neglect 
all  for  the  love  of  her,  that  Egypt  was 
finally  subdued  by  the  Romans,  and  made 
an  mtegral  portion  of  the  dominions  of 
Augustus. 

Eighteen  hundred  and  forty-six  years 
passed  away  between  the  time  when  Csssar 
fouffht  his  war  of  barricades  against  the  last 
Ptolemy,  for  the  sake  of  Cleopatra's  eyes, 
and  the  time  when  Napoleon  left  his  Jose- 
phine to  invade  Egypt.  More  than  twenty- 
one  centuries  had  intervened  between  the 
foundation  of  Alexandria  by  the  great  King 
of  Macedon  and  the  restoration  of  its  fortifi- 
cations by  the  French  engineers  under  G^n. 
Bonaparte's  directions. 
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RxAD^KS  now  approaching  M.  Sainte-Beuve 
for  the  first  time,  would  hardly  surmise  that 
lie  was,  in  times  past,  a  devout  adherent  to 
the  Romantic  school.  Once  he  espoused  its 
cause,  expounded  its  beauties,  and  defended 
its  teachers.  But  with  years  that  brinff  the 
philosophic  mind,  and  that  also,  be  it  added, 
chill  the  fires  and  tame  the  hey-day  blood  of 
youth,  he  has  been  changed  into  a  veteran  of 
another  creed,  bound  by  other  canons  of  taste, 
and  sound  in  quite  other  articles  of  faith. 
Without  venturmg  to  discuss  the  limitless 
controversy  suggested  by  such  change,  in- 
volving as  it  does  so  manifold  an  appeal  to 
criticism  in  its  principles,  and  to  the  illustra- 
tions of  French  literature  at  large,  we  shall 
content  ourselves  at  this  present,  with  a  cor- 
dial expression  of  interest  in  M.  Sainte-Beuve 
as  one  of  the  most  accomplished,  graceful, 
refined,  and  withal,  instructive  of  French 
critics.    And  hereby  we  invite  attention  to 


his  ''Causeries  du  Lundi,"*  of  which  six 
volumes  have  now  appeared,  —  reprinted 
from  the  pages  of  the  Constitutionnel,  where 
this  Monaay  chit-chat,  as  he  modestly  phrases 
it,  has  long  attracted,  and  still  continues  to 
attract,  an  extended  and  well- merited  notice. 
The  "Causeries"  are,  indeed,  tolerably  known 
in  England ;  and,  where  known,  are  highly 
relished.  We  may  hope,  however,  to  intro- 
duce them  to  some  at  least  who,  with  the 
certainty  of  relishing,  happen  as  yet  not  to 
know  them.  For  their  author's  privilege  it 
is  to 

Charm  with  sracefal  negligence, 
And  without  method  talk  us  into  sense ; 
And,  like  a  friend,  familiarly  convey 
Tbe  truest  notions  in  the  easiest  way. 


*  OaoBeries  da  Londi,  par  G.  A  Sainte-Beuve,  de 
rAoad^mie  Fran^aiae.  Deuziime  Edition.  Fsris : 
Ganiimr  Frirea    1868. 
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Literary  portrait- puinting  has  long  been  a 
favorite  and  flourishing  art  in  France.  A 
host  of  names  renowned  in  the  art  might  be 
adduced:  suffice  it  to  allude  to  Mdlle.  de 
Scudory,  in  ber  "  precious"  romances ;  to 
Bussy  Rabulin  (the  S6vignti'a  "  most  devot- 
ed"), pronounced  inimitable  in  the  easy  grace 
and  originality  of  his  pencil;  toMdme.  deSti- 
v\gt\6  herself  ;  to  Im  Grande  Madtmoitelte 
(Henrietta  of  Orleans);  to  the  Abb6  de  Choisy 
and  Mdme.  de  Caylus,  andSaint  Simon.and  La 
Bruyere,  and  Vauvenargues,  and  Fontenelle, 
and  successors  innumerable,  small  and  great. 
The  France  of  our  own  day  teems  with  artists 
similar  in  kind,  and  sometimes  vastly  dissim- 
ilar in  degree.  Of  these,  many  may  surpass 
M.  Sainte-Beuve  in  boldness,  vivid  effect,  and 
intensity  of  coloring.  Beside  the  studies  of 
not  a  few  contemporaries,  his  own  have  a 
pale,  sober,  almost  chilly  tint:  and  admirers 
of  the  exaggerated  and  the  pretentious  will 
complain  of  a  comparative  absence,  in  his 
designs,  of  glare  and  glitter,  and  of  those 
dashing  appliances  by  which  adventurous 
sketchers  pander  to  a  popular  greed  for 
something  ultra.  His  style,  on  the  contrary, 
is  quiet,  mellow,  strict,  and  carefully  toned 
down.  Common  taste  will  probably  vote  it 
common- place.  It  eschews  meretricious  arts; 
it  is  true  to  a  self-imposed  law  of  self-restraint. 
Cdu^eurthoughhebeby  profession, M.Sainte- 
Beuve's  ea-:»eriet  have  a  method,  a  syiitero, 
a  principle  of  limitation  :  the  chat  may  not 
transgress  certain  rules,  or  lose  itself  in  cha- 
otic miscellanies  and  nandering  mazes  and 
passages  that  lead  to  nothing;  it  must  not 
reveal  a  mere  voluble  chatterbox ;  it  must 
not  evaporate  in  the  thin  air  of  purposeless 
gossip,  or  become  a  disorganized  mass  of 
''bald  disjointed  chat."  'Ihe  critic  rever- 
ences and  magnifies  his  oGBce.  He  is  a  vete- 
ran in  his  labor,  and  it  is  a  labor  of  love. 
His  reviews  prove  him 

Not  dully  prepossessed,  nor  blindly  right ; 
Tbongh  learn'd,  well-bred  ;  and  though  well- 
Modestly  bold,  and  hn manly  severe : 
Blest  with  a  taste  exact,  yet  unconfin'd  ; 
A  knowledge  both  of  books  and  bumsQ  kind. 

To  him  we  rosy  apply  the  words  of  Madame 
du  Deffand,  forgetting  the  original  object : 
*'  II  a  beaucoup  d'esprit,  trds  cullivri,  le  gout 
tros-juste,  beaucoup  de  discernement  sur  les 
hommes  et  sur  lea  ouvrages,  raisonne  ti^s- 
consequemment,  le  style  excellent,  sans  tor- 
tillage,    sans    pretention Tons 

ses  PorlraiU  sont  (r^s-resEemblants  et  bien 
fnipp6s,"    His  criticisms  are  excellent  in 


[Jane, 

moderation,  clenr-ughtedneas,  and  good 
sense.  Not  very  profound  or  subtle,  per- 
haps ;  yet  searching  and  tbongbtful,  and 
with  a  singular  and  thrice -blessed  freedom 
the  cant  vices  of  the  craft.  He  is  not 
ooe  of  your  hyper-panegyristB,  nor  of  your 
savage  Ishmaelites ;  he  neither  sides  with 
those  who  descry  a  microcosm  of  meaning  in 
a  prosy  qiioi  ^ u'on  die,*  nor  with  those  whom 
genius  turns  against  and  rends  a>  "  cut- 
throat bandits"  who  "  mangle  to  expose,"^ 
and  do  their  best  to  snuff  out  fiery  sonla  by 
an  extinguishing  article.  He  is  not  one  of 
the  ready-made  critics,  after  Byron's  rectpe,^ 

Take  hsckney'd  jokes  rrom  Miller,  got  by  rote, 
With  jnit  enongli  of  learning  to  misquote, 
A  mind  well  skill'd  to  find  or  Torge  a  fault, 
A  turn  for  punning — call  it  Attic  salt,  Slc. 

M.  Sainte-Beuve  brings  to  bis  work  a  Itrfty 
sense  of  its  moral  as  well  as  of  its  iotellest- 
ual  requirements  ;  he  has  scanned  its  reapon- 
sibititics,  and  evidently  seeks  to  employ  the 
conscience  of  a  careful,  aa  well  as  the  pen 
of  a  ready,  writer.  He  strives  to  do  justice 
to  his  author,  his  reader,  and  himself.  A« 
for  his  author,  he  labors  to  realize,  in  Aif 
behalf,  wlial  he  calls  "  cette  fncultd  de  demi- 
ro6lamorpbose,"  or  quasi-identification  with 
that  nutbor,  with  his  point  of  view,  which  ia 
(and  Coleridge  would  nod  assent)  "  le 
triomphe  de  la  critique,"  consistinjr  as  itdoea 
in  the  critic's  putting  himself  "  ^  la  place  de 
I'auteur,  et  nu  point  de  vue  du  eujet  qu'on 
examine,  it  lire  tout  6crit  selon  I'esprit  que 
I'a  dicld."  How  far  the  Cauieur  would  suc- 
ceed in  reducing  his  principle  to  practice,  if 
engaged  on  English  literature — in  criticising 
Wordsworth,  for  instance,  or  Charles  Lamb, 
or  our  Elizabethan  worthies — is  a  question 
we  will  shirk  with  a  n'importe :  but,  so  far 
as  we  are  capable  of  judging,  or  "  guessing," 
he  succeeds  right  deftly  in  applying  it  totb«  . 
messieurs  and  mesdaroes  of  his  "  ain  conn- 
tree."  French  philosophers  and  Freneh 
poets,  French  poliiiciatis  and  French  peen. 


"        .     ,     .     "Cn  quit  qa'on  die  en  dit bean- 

'  coap  pint  qull  ne  temble. 
Je  ne  bsu  paa,  pour  mj i,  si  cbscuo  me  reaemble  t 
Mais  j'ent«nd9,  la-desaoua,  un  inillioa  de  mota." 

Lit  Femiaet  Barantet,  iii,  J. 
f  Aocording  to  Bums'  wrathful  invective,  in  Us 
Line«  to  Rotwrl  Qrahsm : 

"  Critics — sppall'd  I  ventnra  on  the  name, 
Tboae  cut-throat  bandits  in  the  paths  of  hnM: 
Btoody  diasectorg,  worse  than  t«D  Muaroos; 
He  baokBto  teach,  the;  mao^leto  expose." 
^  His  lordship's  t«Det,  at  one  time,  beiog,  that 
"A  man  moat  Krve  his  time  to  every  trads 
Sara  csnsnre— oritias  all  are  ready  made." 
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French  matrons  and  French  maidens,  French 
pietists  and  French  infidels,  French  nobles 
and  French  sansculottes, — all  in  their  turn  he 
discusses  under  duly  diversified  aspects,  and 
really  goes  a  good  way  towards  becoming  all 
things  to  all  [Frenchj  men.  It  is  allowed 
that  few  riral  him  in  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance with  the  history  and  literature  of  his 
country  during  the  seventeenth  and  eigh- 
teenth centuries — in  the  shifting  phases  of 
its  many-colored  life — whether  the  couleur 
de  rase  of  tranquil  days,  or  the  blood-stained 
tricolor  of  revoluiionary  frenzy,  or  any  other 
shade  and  hue  of  social  experience,  before  or 
since. 

In  style  he  is  clear,  classical,  simple. 
Great  and  constantly  repeated  is  his  aversion 
to  turgid,  grandiose  diction ;  great  and  warm- 
ly-expressed his  admiration  of  the  simplicity* 
and  purity  of  the  school  of  Pascal  and 
Boordaloue.  He  has  a  keen  eye,  and  a  se- 
vere one,  for  neologisms  and  solecisms ;  he 
loves  to  expose  them  in  their  monstrosity, 
aad  conjure  up  the  ghost  of  a  Nicole  or  a 
Fontenelle,  and  ask  what  he  would  think. 
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*  Thus,  in  hia  eeeay  on  Readings  in  public^  he 
iofliUa  on  the  importance  of  losing  no  opportunity 
of  instilling  into  one's  audience  a  love  iu  simple, 
dn  unU,  de  Vilevi,  de  ct  qui  est  grand  sans  phrcue ; 
adviung  the  Reader,  for  instance,  to  follow  up  a 
chapter  of  some  modern  romance  with  an  extract 
from  Xavier  de  Maistre.      '*  Causeries^'*  L,   224. 
Again,  speaking  of  Balzac,  he  contrasts  bis  eiddy- 
uakiog,  capricious,  indefinite  style,  with  that  of 
theol^  French  dadsics,   "simple,  grave,  sincere," 
;m  «a  loin,  as  La  Bruy^re  says ;  and  quotes  admi- 
ringly that  Maxim-maker's  remark,  that  for  every 
thought  there  is  one  single  expression  available, 
vhich,  and  no  other,  should  be  used,  and  if  neces- 
Hry  hunted  up  without  stint  of  time  and  pains  (iL, 
M)-     He  delights  in  Bonald's  rule,  Le  beau  en 
Umi  est  taujours  sivtre :  he  ratifies  as  essential  to 
literature,  the  axiom  of  Yauvenargues^  La  nettete 
«s^  le  vernis  des  maitres :  he  reiterates  the  sarcasm 
of  Pascal  on  those  who  cannot  call  a  king  roi,  but 
4>nooth  augusie  monargue — who  are  afraid  to  call 
tjpria,  Paris^  but  must   drag  in   the  periphrasis 
9mUaU  de  royaume.    And  on  one  occasion  M. 
Hainte-Beuve  thus  enthusiastically  apostrophises  his 
literary  models — after  having  wearied  andsickened 
himaelf  over  the  bigarrees  and  convtUsives  pages  of 
Camille  Desmoulins'  "Vieux  Cordelier"— "  On  se 
l^rend  k  s*6eneT  en  se  rejetant  en  arri^re :    O  le 
tjle  des  honnetes  gens,  deceux^uiont  .  .  .  plac6 
dana  lea  sentiments  memea  de  Tame  le  prinoipe  et 
la  mesure  dugoiitf    O  les  ^crivains  polui,  moa6r4s 
«tparal     O  le  Mcole  des  Essais!  O  Daguesseau 
(crivaot  la  Vie  de  son  p^re  1  O  Vauvenargues  1  O 
Pellisaon!**— "Causeries,"  iii.,  97.    Alas  and  woe 
the  day  for  Sia  Natha^iixl,  were  his  vagabondage 
of  diction  and  nondescript  style— anarchical,  anom- 
doufl^  antinomian,  and  a  good  many  other  bad  ad- 
Uetivea — to  come  under  the  ken  and  pen  of  M. 
Sainte-Beuve  1    That  Lundi  were  a  Black  Monday 
for  Sir  Nat 


what  he  would  say,  of  such  a  piece  of  wick- 
edness. Sir  Thomas  Browne  would  trouble 
him ;  Elia  would  fidget  him ;  Coleridge 
would  give  him  no  peace ;  Carlyle  would 
drive  him  mad. 

In  politics  and  ethics,  those  delicate  points 
for  English  readers  of  French  authors,  he  is 
cautiously    conservative  —  not    using    that 
phrase  technically,  or  as  a  party  word,  but 
as  significant  of  his  opposition  to  assailants 
of  v^at  is  established  and  time-honored  in 
morals  and  social  science.     The  immoral  in 
fiction,  the  lawless  in  fact,  he  cannot  away 
with.      Romancers  who  weave  network  of 
false  sentiment,  and  political  theorists  who 
never  tire   of  playing  **  Much   Ado   about 
Nothing,'*  at  the  state  s  expense  and  society's- 
risk — find  in  him  an  adversary  *'  of  credit 
and  renown."     Condorcet's  conduct  in  1792, 
is  enouffh,  he  protests,  merely  in  a  moral 
point  of  view,  to  make  one  curse  revolutions, 
and  shudder  nan  pas  pour  sa  vie,  mats  pour 
son  propre  caractere.     Andre  Chenier's  de- 
nunciation   of  demagogues   who    hate   the 
ancien  rigime,  not  because  it  is  bad,  but  be- 
cause it  is  a  regime  at  all,  evokes  his  fervent 
plaudits.     To  countrymen  of  his  he  com- 
mends Turgot's  exclamation:  "Liberty! — 
sighing  I  say  it,  men  are  unworthy  of  thee  ! 
— Equality  1  thee  they  may  desire,  but  thee 
they  cannot  attain  !*'     With  zest  he  quotes 
B6ranger's   reply   to  Chateaubriand,  when 
the  old  Legitimist  said  to  the  old  Rupublican, 
"  Well,  and  so  you've  got  your  Republic  at 
last ;"  and  B^ ranger  answered,  "  Yes,  so  I 
have ;  but  I'd  rather  dream  about  it  than 
have  it."     He  is  severe  on  what  he  calls  the 
mysticised  sensualism  of  the  Rene  school  of 
novelists,  as  well  as  the  unmasked  sensualism 
of  the  Sues  and  Paul  de  Kocks.     In  short, 
he  enjoys  and   deserves  the  repute   of  a 
"  healthy"  writer. 

One  of  the  chief  attractions  of  his  Cause- 
ries  is  the  series  of  portraits  of  eminent  French 
women,  to  whom  he  assigns  a  foremost  place. 
The  labors  of  Miss  Pardoe  and  Miss  Julia 
Kavanagb,  among  others  that  might  be 
named,  have  lately  popularized  this  compart- 
ment of  his  Qallery  in  our  own  reading 
world.  The  popularity  of  the  subject  in 
France  itself  is  inexhaustible;  and  great 
credit  is  due  to  M.  Sainte-Beuve  for  the  tact 
and  discrimination  with  which  he  has  ap- 
proached it — without  affected  prudery  on 
one  side,  or,  on  the  other,  any  thing  like  pru- 
rient license.  He  is  at  once  the  sagacious 
man  of  the  world,  and,  as  aforesaid,  the 
"  healthy"  writer. 

Out  of  this  long  line  of  lady  portraita^  ^ 
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select  few  may  here  be  mentioned,  in  honor 
of  the  artist.  Mademoiselle  de  Scad6rj,  for 
instance — whom  he  depicts  as  a  sort  of 
Madame  de  Genlis,  plus  the  momentous  ad- 
dendum of  la  vertu,  A  Genlis  in  fact,  of  the 
Louis  Treize  era  ;  full  of  strength  and  hon- 
esty, and  a  decorous,  steadfast  old  maid  "  of 
fourscore  and  upwards."  Like  the  Genlis, 
this  illustrious  Sappho  (as  she  was  called, 
from  her  autograph,  or  auto-portraiture,  in 
the  Grand  Cyrus)  was  intent  on  pancyclo- 
paedic  attainments — from  a  knowledge  of  the 
properties  of  simples  and  the  confectionery 
art,  to  the  anatomy  of  the  human  soul; 
every  incident  in  social  life  must  be  appre- 
hended, and  turned  to  account  as  material 
for  the  concoction  of  romance,  essay,  moral 
dissertation ;  it  must  serve  for  a  lecture  or  a 
compliment.  Boih  the  ladies  were  distin- 
guished by  a  combined  habit  of  pedantry, 
and  extreme  delicacy  of  observation,  and  fa- 
miliarity with  the  wa^  of  the  world.  There 
is  something  highly  mstructive  in  the  com- 
pleteness of  Mi^emoiselle  de  Scud6ry's  sur- 
vival of  her  brilliant  renown  in  literature — 
the  last  twenty-four  years  of  her  life  being  a 
gradual  decadence,  thanks  to  the  satire  of 
Boileau,  and  the  new  style  in  romance  of 
Madame  de  la  Fayette,  whose  Zdide  and 
JPrincesse  de  Cleves  had  a  freshness  and  na- 
ture quite  alien  from  the  old-fashioned  roman. 
The  ** correct  taste"  of  the  Place-Royale 
and  the  H6tel  Rambouillet  had,  happily,  no 
lease  of  perpetuity;  and  the  Pricieuses  so 
respected  in  the  palmy  days  of  Clilie,  must 
submit  to  become,  under  Moli^re's  dynasty, 
the  Frecieuses  Ridicules, 

Madame  de  S6vign6  is  neatly  portrayed ; 
that  rich  and  vigorous  nature,  healthful  and 
ever  fresh;  impassioned  in  one  direction 
only,  in  her  tender  enthusiasm  towards  her 
daughter ;  distinguished  by  a  pervading 
grace  all  her  own,  a  grace  not  indeed  serene 
and  smart,  but  lively,  exuberant,  full  of  sense 
and  even  smartness,  and  with  no  one  pale 
hue  in  its  harmony  of  colors.  **  There  is  a 
dash  of  Moliere  about  her.  She  reminds  one 
of  his  Dorine — she  is  herself  a  Dorine  of 
fashion  and  high  life."  She  belongs  to  the 
race  of  lightsome,  vivacious  spirits — occa- 
sionally brusque  in  manner,  and  unrestrained 
in  speech — such  as  Ninon  and  La  Fontaine  ; 
a  generation  elder  in  period  and  younger  in 
heart  than  that  of  Racine  and  Boileau.  As 
Madame  de  la  Fayette  told  her,  she  seemed 
bom  for  pleasure,  and  pleasure  created  for 
her ;  her  presence  lent  new  charms  to  the 
amusements  of  life,  and  they  to  the  inspira- 
iioo  oi  her  beauty — which  beauty,  real. 


thouffh  a  little  irregular,  radiated  light  and 
sparkles  all  around  when  itself  lit  up  by  joy- 
ous animation.  Rightly  is  it  affirmed,  that 
this  Queen  of  letter-writers  is,  like  Montak^ne, 
like  La  Fontaine,  one  of  those  subjects  wbioh 
are  always  the  order  of  the  day  in  France-^ 
not  only  a  classic,  but  an  acquaintance;  and, 
better  still,  a  neighbor  and  a  friend. 

Such  another  subject,  in  respect  of  na- 
tional interest,  is  Madame  de  la  Valli^re ;  of 
whom,  if  M.  Sainte-Beuve  says  nothing  new, 
he  repeats  the  traditional  eulogies  in  his  own 
approved  and  well-ordered  manner.  She  is 
one  of  the  historical  names  which,  tarnished 
though  they  be,  yet  in  a  cemetery  of  French 
soil,  and  to  a  people  constitutionally  dis- 
posed to  be  a  little  blind  to  faults  and  yery 
kind  to  virtues  such  as  hers, 

"  Smell  sweet  and  blossom  in  the  dust" 

To  France  she  is  the  ideal  of  the  lover  in  dis- 
interestedness, faithfulness,  and  devoted  ten- 
derness— the  ideal,  moreover,  of  touching 
and  sincere  penitence.  Comparing  her  witii 
Madame  de  Fontanges,  a  languishing  and 
somewhat  va'm-glorious  beauty,  Madame  de 
S^vign6  applies  to  her  a  description  almost 
identical  with  Wordsworth's  figure  of  Lucy, 
as  "  a  violet  by  a  mossy  stone  half- hidden 
from  the  eye."  Her  cloister  life,  as  Louise^ 
Sister  of  Mercy,  is  here  pleasingly  sketched^- 
a  seclusion  which  certainly  testifies  as  strong- 
ly to  her  depth  of  heart,  as  it  does  to  the 
heartlessness  of  the  Grand  Monarque.  Then 
again  we  have  a  careful  study  ot  the  moat 
>renowned  of  her  successors  in  his  majesty's 
graces,  the  serious  and  sagacious  widow  of 
Scarron,  and  ultimately*"  the  widow  of 
" Lewis  Baboon"  himself.  Madame  de  Main- 
tenon  is  no  special  favorite  with  our  intelli- 
gent Causeur,  What  service,  he  asks,  did 
she  ever  render  France  ?  and  makes  haste  to 
answer.  None — except  the  day  when  she 
bade  Racine  write  a  sacred  drama  for  Sk 


*  Long  has  the  oontroveny  lasted,  whether  Ifs- 
dame  de  Maintenon  altogether,  or  almoet^  penuaded 
Louie  to  be  her  husband.  Here  a  miss  is  as  good 
as  a  mile.  Yet  people  have  been  somehow  aooii^ 
tomed  to  regard  her  as  a  sort  of  matrimonial  Uf^ 
Hum  quid,  a  kind  of  **  betwixt  and  between."  Shi 
has  been  discussed  as  a  historical  enigma.  Bat  QL 
Simon,  her  contemponuy,  calls  the  enigma  tnn^ 
parent  However,  formal  proo&  of  what  Win 
Jenkins  would  call  the  **  matter-o-monej-al  ranr- 
money,"  have  not  been  produced — from  the  davi 
of  St  Simon,  who  fixes  the  date  of  the  priyate  es- 
pousals at  1688,  (the  year  of  the  Queen's  death,) 
to  the  Duo  de  Noailles^  who  (in  his  "Histoire  dt 
Madame  Maintenon,''  1848)  places  it  two  yesis 
later— though  without  new  documents  to  baok  his 
plausible  aoheme. 


ia63.] 

Cyr.  AcAre,  obliging — thus  be  defines 
ber — ^insinuating  without  meanness,  intereet- 
iDg  herself  adroitly  in  the  pleasures  and 
paina  of  others,  yet  perfectly  devoid  of  real 
sympathy ;  an  intellectual  coquette ;  tolerably 
winning  at  a  distance,  by  a  certain  imposing 
air  of  noble  simplicity  and  dignified  discre- 
tion ;  her  dominant  passion  a  love  of  personal 
eonsideration ;  her  safeguard  through  life  a 

gnctilious  and  cold-blooded  respect  for  re- 
ion.  That  for  no  one  moment  throughout 
her  protracted  life  she  surrendered  herself  to 
an  impulse  of  the  heart — this,  he  afiirms,  is 
the  secret  of  the  coldness  she  inspires  us 
withal,  much  as  might 

A  stoic  of  the  court — a  dame  without  a  tear. 

The  Duchess  of  Burgundy  (mother  of 
Louis  XV.)  appears  in  this  gallery  under  a 
lest  amiable  aspect,  on  the  whole,  than  that 
with  which  we  have  been  wont  to  accredit  her. 
Oar  guide  freely  bears  witness  to  the  charm 
of  her  natural  traces,  to  that  winsome,  fahy- 
Uke  manner  which  enchanted  the  court  of 
Louis  XIV.  He  thinks  it  a  subject  of  regret 
that  she  was  not  spared  to  reign  by  the  side 
of  F6n61on*s  virtuous  pupil,  and  thus  happi- 
ly defer  the  reign  of  their  son,  destined  to 
the  Btigma  of  le  plus  nUprisable  desroia.  But 
he  does  not  cloak  her  weaknesses  for  wine, 
ind  gaming,  and  such- like  modes,  at  that  day 
ao  indulgently  regarded,  nor  omit  to  record 
the  charge  against  her,  that  she  abused  the 
king's  confidence  by  betraying  French  state 
secrets  to  an  enemy  of  France,  and  instruct- 
ing her  father,  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  in  all  the 
military  designs  of  Louis  and  his  marshals. 

The  busy,  piquant  little  Duchess  of  Maine 
is  capitally  portrayed^-one  of  the  most  an- 
(Mnaloas  and  whimsical  productions  of  the 
i^gn  of  the  Great  Louis.     Almost  a  dwarf 
in  person ;  in  ambition  unbounded,  in  spirit 
mdomitable,  in  intrigue  exhaustless.      Her 
husband,  timid  and   undemonstrative;   her- 
aelf,   hardy,  inqubitive,  restless,  imperious, 
fianiastic.    Everything  by  turns,  from  severe 
blae-stockingism  to  private  theatricals  and 
park   bucolics.     Now  deep,  for  a  dabbler, 
m  the  philosophy  of  Descartes,  the  Latin  of 
Virgil   &nd  Terence,  and  the  astronomy  of 
¥ontene]le ;  now  making  the  welkin  ring  with 
the  laughter  of  a  well-dressed,  neat-handed 
Phillis;  now  outwatching  the  night-watches 
b  schemes  of  conspuracy — covering  sheet 
after  sheet  of  paper  with  polemics  and  stric- 
tures, designed    to    inspire  a  new  Fronde 
igainst  the  regent  of  the  new  century.     In 
her  we  are  invited  to  behold  a  perfect  model 
of  the  spoUt-child  egoism,  the  fanciful  des- 
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potism  and  coquettishness,  of  a  princess  of 
the  blood  in  days  of  yore;  gifted  (or  cursed, 
if  you  will)  with  a  naive  incapacity  for  con- 
ceiving any  other  existence  in  the  world  than 
her  own,  and  whose  philosophy  has  actually 
attained  the  sublime  conviction  that  the  uni- 
verse is  but  a  dependence  and  extension  of 
her  dainty  self :  i'  Univers,  c'est  moi  / 

Then   again  we   have  Horace  Wal pole's 
'*  dear  old  blind  woman,"  Madame  du  Def- 
fand — forgetting,  as  far  as  might  be,  her  af- 
fliction, and  trymff  to  make  all  others  forget 
it  too,  by  dint  of  tact  and  agreeable  man- 
ners ;  capricious  and  unromantic,  a  very  di- 
hauchU  d^esprit,  frank  and  fastidious,  fiery 
and  fussy,  quizzical  and  shrewd ;    in  whose 
fanatical  **  fancy  "  for  the  lord  of  Strawber- 
ry Hill  we  are  here  taught  to  recognize  a 
kind  of  motherly  tenderness  which  had  hith- 
erto been  objectless,  and  which  all  at  once 
burst  into  life  without  knowing  its  real  name. 
Her  companion  and  rival  follows,  Mademoi- 
selle de  Lespinasse — ^for  ten  years  her  house- 
hold confidante  and  bed-side  intimate,  and 
ever  afterwards  divorced  by  mortal  fend — a 
lady  without  name,  without  fortune,  without 
beauty,  who,  by  the  sole  charm  of  mental  at- 
traction, '^ created"  a  saloon  surpassed  by 
none    in    influence    and    brilliancy — whose 
life  from  early   days   was  a   romance,  and 
something  more — at  whose  bidding  gathered 
together  with  unstinted  homage  such  admir- 
ers as  Turgot  and  Brienne,  D'Alembert  and 
Condorcet,  and    other   renowned    seceders 
from  the  established  rites  of  the  Convent  of 
St.  Joseph.     We  have  a  full-length  portrait 
of   Madame  d'£pinay,  whose  memoirs  are 
pronounced,  an  idiomatic  French,  not  a  work, 
but  an  epoch — herself  the  social  type  of  her 
day  and  generation — and  therefore  of  a  pe- 
culiar merit  inappreciable  by  us  stolid  sad- 
hearted  Anglo-Saxons.    We  have  Madame 
du  Chatelet,  deep  in  her  books  and  scientific 
pursuits,  and   as   much  of  the  stoic   as   a 
Frenchwoman  of  the  Louis  Quinze  era  can 
be  supposed,  with  Voltaire  under  her  roof. 
We  have  her  curious   visitor,  Madame  de 
Grafigny,  the  Peruvian  letter-writer  extraor- 
dinary,— and  assist  at  that  poor  lady's  prompt 
and  curious  expulsion  from  the  otium  cum 
dignitate  at  Cirey.     We  are  introduced  to 
Madame  Geoffrin,  in  her  exquisitely  neat  and 
modestly  simple  attire  ;  silver-haired,  and  not 
a  whit  ashamed  to  be  and  to  seem  old ;  with 
that  upright  figure  of  hers,  that  mien  so  dig- 
nified and  becoming,  that  mingled  air  of  be- 
nignity and  thouffht:    heiress  to  Madame 
Tencin's  tact  in  scuon  arrangements,  but  her- 
self the  first  to  conceive  of  the  salon  ul  tU 
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its  possibilities  of  extension  and  interest — to 
include  among  its  hxtbituis  artists  as  well  as 
litteratturs,  politicians  as  well  as  scribes,  men 
of  the  world  as  well  as  poetasters — to  make 
its  attraction  such,  that  no  ^^  illustrious  stran- 
ger "  could  leave  Paris  without  trying  to  gain 
admission,  and  that  princes  were  proud  to  be 
accepted  there,  and  broad  Christendom  glad 
to  send  its  representatives  thither,  from  the 
east  and  from  the  west,  from  the  north  and 
from  the  south.  There  we  admire  the  noise- 
less activity  and  tranquil  moderation  of  the 
hostsss,  and  smile  at  the  respectable  husband 
who  **  assists  "  in  silence,  and  who  realizes 
Coleridge's  apple-dumpling-loving  guest,  and 
in  whose  stead  Burigny  officiates  as  major- 
domo — Burigny,  one  of  madame*s  oldest 
friends,  and  therefore  one  of  the  best  scolded 
(for  it  is  a  rather  questionable  distinction 
that  celui  qu^elle  aitne  le  mietix  est  aussi  le 
mieux  grondi).  In  her  we  see  the  Fontenelle 
of  her  sex — more  benevolent,  indeed,  than 
Fontenelle,  but  his  counterpart  almost  in 
prudence,  art  of  enjoying  and  managing  life, 
manner  of  speaking  (by  turns  familiar,  epi- 
grammatic, and  ironic  without  acerbity),  and 
above  all,  in  avoidance  of  excitement,  in 
dread  of  all  disquieting  influences,  all  dis- 
turbing forces,  and  whatsoever  is  called  ar- 
dent and  impassioned,  whatsoever  acceler- 
ates the  even  tenor  of  the  pulse,  or  flushes 
the  cheek  with  emotion. 

Besides  all  these,  we  .have  presented  to 
us  Madame  de  Cay  1  us,  youngest  and  sp right- 
lies  t  of  the  Grand  Monarque  epoch,  the 
pride  and  torment  of  her  aunt  Maintenon,  and 
the  first-born  of  St.  Cyr ;  and  Adrienne  Le- 
couvreur,  the  first  French  actress  who  recon- 
ciled the  hitherto  incompatible  privileges  of 
success  on  the  boards  and  '*  consideration''  in 
society  ;  Ninon  and  Sophie  (de  Monnaie) ;  the 
Rousseau- bitten  Madame  de  la  Tour,  and  the 
circumspect  Madame  de  Lambert ;  the  staid 
Madame  Necker  and  her  impulsive  daugh- 
ter ;  Marie  Antoinette,  Mesdames  R^camier, 
Girardin,  Dudevant,  &c.,  &c. — a  long  list, 
but  which  we  hope  to  see  longer  still,  by  a 
periodical  arrival  of  new  and  old  candidates 
for  the  Monday  seances  of  the  gallant  critic. 

Creatioifs  worser  half — the  messieurs — 
he  depicts  in  still  greater  number  and  varie- 
ty ;  irom  Philip  de  Commynes  and  Rabelais, 
and  Montaigne  and  Amyot  (iown  to  Lamar- 
tine,  and  Villemain,  and  Jules  Janin.  Mon- 
taigne he  describes  in  his  best  manner — 
which  is  not  that  of  £merson,  whose  Michael, 
the  Representative  Man,  seems  quite  another 
person.  The  philosophic  Gascon  of  the 
*' Causeries'*    is    a    Luciao- Aristophanes — 


blessed  with  a  happy  temperament — ^simple, 
natural,  a  man  of  the  people— originally  en- 
dowed with  a  deep  fund  of  enthusiasm,  ti- 
vacity,  and  tender  feeling,  which  he  had  cor- 
rected by  cherished  habits  of  reflection  and 
inquiry,  though  without  at  any  time  abjuring 
his  more  genial  self.  The  grand  peculiarftjr 
of  Montaigne,  that  which  made  him  a  phe- 
nomenon, IS  defined  to  be  his  moderation,  hu 
sound  discretion,  his  self-possessed  discipline, 
in  an  age  of  extremes  in  things  small  and 
great :  extreme  credulity.and  extreme  skep- 
ticism— ultraism  in  the  court,  the  camp,  the 
field  ;  an  age  of  ferment  and  chaos,  of  storm 
and  tempest,  of  many- voiced  strife  and  tu* 
mult;  an  age  pronounced  by  one  who  lived 
through  the  Reign  of  Terror,  the  most  trag- 
ical age  in  the  annals  of  history.  F^n61on 
(to  name  a  sufiicicnt  contrafst  to  the  author 
of  the  Bssays)  is  carefully  delineated — with 
that  lightsome  spirit  of  innocent  gaiety,  as 
pure  from  dissipation  as  from  hypocrisy,  the 
natural  impulse  of  a  chaste,  placid,  equable 
temperament — with  that  disposition  sweeter 
than  sweetness  itself,  more  patient  than  pa- 
tience, which  on  this  account  impels  M. 
Sainte-Beuve  to  murmur  against  it  as  faulty 
and  irritating.  Saint-Simon,  again  ;  almost 
unrivalled  in  penetration,  and  intuitive  anal- 
ysis (so  to  speak)  of  human  character — in 
the  power  of  reading  minds  and  hearts  a 
travers  face  and  expression,  and  of  plucking 
forth  the  mystery  of  motive  and  intention — 
in  perfecting  into  an  art,  a  science,  a  system, 
his  piercing  detection  of  what  lay  beneath 
the  masks  of  the  actors  around  him — in  the 
burning  curiosity,  sometimes  insatiable  and 
unrelentingly  cruel,  with  which  he  would 
anatomize  a  courtier's  soul,  and  make  visible 
the  invisible,  on  the  point  of  his  scalpel.  Le 
Sage,  laughing  for  laughing*s  sake,  without 
special  contempt  towards  his  own  age,  or 
hobby  of  an  idea  to  be  set  trotting  at  the 
expense  of  his  fellow-men ;  herein  distin- 
guishing himself  from  the  satirists  of  his 
century,  and  allying  himself  to  the  more 
genial  and  jovial  race  of  by-gone  days. 
Huet,  commemorated  by  Voltaire  as 

— cet  ^v6que  d'Avranche, 

Qui  pour  ia  Bible  towjours  penche 

and,  alas  for  the  vanity  of  literature!  bette^ 
known  now-adaysby  that  poor  couplet  than 
by  his  once  proverbial  and  prodigious  scholar- 
ship, and  the  reputation  of  the  greatest 
kelfuo  librorum,  and  digester  of  them  when 
swallowed  in  his  omnivorous  maw,  that  ever 
committed  ravages  in  library  stores  ;  perfect 
exemplar  of  the  man  of  polish,  the  man  of 
the  world,  and  of  Vhonnite  homme  under 
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Louis  XIV.  Poor  bishop!  well  might  he 
proceed  to  demonstrate  by  a  process  in 
geometry  the  fatuity  of  those  who  reckon  on 
an  income  of  posthumous  renown,  or  a  bill 
on  posterity  for  twelve  months  after  date  of 
decease. — Fontenelle;  in  whose  case,  brain 
was  all  in  all,  and  heart  totally  omitted; 
who  passed  through  his  long  existence  with- 
out one  burst  of  laughter,  or  one  gush  of 
tears,  or  one  fit  of  passion. — Vauvenargues, 
a  softened,  not  enfeebled  Pascal ;  the  little 
Abb^  Galiani,  uttering  alternately  thoughts 
"worthy  of  Vico,  if  not  of  Plato,"  and 
balderdash  unworthy  of  an  ordinary  buflfoon ; 
the  Abb6  de  Choisy,  who  was  never  himself 
8ave  in  woman's  clothes,  and  whose  ideal 
iumtnum  bonum  consisted  in  dressing  and 
undressing  himself  all  day  long,  and  dream* 
ing  about  it  all  night ;  the  Abb6  de  Chaulieu, 
debauched  and  apoplectic,  shrewd  and  ser- 
viceable ; — together  with  such  notables  as 
Voltaire  and  Rousseau,  Boileau  and  Moliore, 
Irfi  Fontaine  and  Daguesseau,  Diderot,  Con- 
dorcet,  Beaumarchais,  Bernardin  St.  Pierre, 
Horian,  Malesherbes,  Bamave,  Mirabeau, 
Ac,  &c.,  come  before  the  Causeur  for  judg- 
ment. 

Of  contemporary  genius,  M.  Sainte-Beuve 
lias  evidently  a  special  grudge  against  La- 
martine  and  Chateaubriand.  The  former  be 
pounces  upon,  not  indeed  with  the  vulturous 
swoop,  or  rather  perhaps  the  worrying 
tenacity,  of  Cuvilier  F leury  (of  the  Dibats), 
but  with  a  resolute  desire  to  turn  him  and 
bis  sentiment  inside  out,  and  show,  by  shak- 
ing it  to  the  winds,  what  inflated  falsity 
there  is  in  the  poet- politician's  personal  com- 
position and  literary  compositions.  This  is 
not  the  time,  or  place,  to  enter  at  hngth  into 
thd  justice  of  the  strictures  on  the  author  of 
Raphael ;  we  can  only  refer  to  the  fact,  that 
he  is  severely  handled — his  egotism  roundly 
ridiculed — and  his  questionable  morality 
more  than  questioned.  Chateaubriand,  again, 
IB  sadly  **  cut  up,"  notwithstanding  the  liberal 
eulogies  which  besprinkle  the  detracting 
page ;  he  is  twitted  with  a  whimsical  im- 
agination, an  enormous  and  puerile  vanity,  an 
undue  tendency  to  voluptuous  themes,  and 
especially — in  spite  of  his  great  name  as  a 
pillar  of  orthodoxy — a  deep-seated  and  de- 
solating skepticism.  He  is  represented  as 
incessantly  victimized  by  a  twofold  fatuity — 
that  of  the  man  of  fashion  who  would  be 
always  young,  and  that  of  the  litUrateur 
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who  cannot  but  be  ostentatious.  Passion, 
as  a  poet,  is  freely  conceded  him ;  but  what 
kind  of  passion  ?  that  which  involves  the 
idea  of  death  and  destruction,  a  satanic  fury, 
mingled  all  the  while  with  a  subdued  emo- 
tion of  the  pleasurable,  altogether  composing 
a  strange  hybrid  epicureanism,  peculiar  to 
Chateaubriand,  and  very  unwholesome  for 
society.  The  unfortunate  Memoirs  are  sar- 
castically and  searchingly  interpreted,  in  a 
way  infinitely  displeasing  to  those  enraptured 
admirers  of  the  noble  viscount,  to  whom 
their  voice  d'outre  tombe  came  with  so  se- 
pulchral a  spell  of  fascination,  and  who 
found  in  their  changeful  records  a  recurring 
series  of  delights ;  and  indeed  the  Memoirs 
have  the  merit  of  diversity  in  matter,  if  not 
in  manner — as  another  noble  poet  has  it, 

Love,  war,  a  tempest — surely  here's  variety ; 
Also  a  seasoning  slight  of  lucubration  ; 
A  bird's-eye  view  too  of  that  wild,  Society ; 
A  slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every  station, 
if  you  have  naught  else,  here*s  at  least  satiety. 

Among  the  other  literary  men  of  this 
century  who  come  under  review  in  the 
Causeries,  are  Yillemain,  commended  as  unit- 
ing patient  meditation  with  prompt  facility  of 
expression,  and  presenting  a  fine  example  of 
moral  and  literary  growth;  Victor  Cousin, 
equally  adroit  at  deciphering  a  musty  manu- 
script, and  at  idealizing  its  significance  by 
the  enthusiasm  of  artist  and  orator ;  Guizot, 
grave  and  emphatic ;  Thiers,  sprightly  and 
energetic ;  St.  Marc  Qirardin,  clear-sighted 
opponent  of  the  Werter  or  Ren6  "  green  and 
yellow  melancholy  ;"  Montalembert,  the  im- 
passioned apologist  of  Rome;  Lacordaire, 
the  trumpet-tongued  militant  churchman ; 
Alfred  de  Musset  and  Theodore  Leclercq, 
both  famous  for  their  Proverbes  Dramatiques  ; 
Beranger,  Balzac,  Jasmin  (the  barber- poet  of 
the  south),  Bazin  (historian  and  historical 
romancer),  Armand  Carrel,  Mignet,  Heg6- 
sippe  Moreau  and  Pierre  Dupont  ^two  recent 
French  poets — the  former  a  kind  of  Chat- 
terton  in  life  and  death,  the  latter  a  demo- 
cratically disposed  minstrel  of  too  mobile 
temperament) ;  such  are  specimens  of  the 
company  to  be  found  at  the  Monday  reunions 
chez  M.  Sainte-Beuve. 

Long  may  he  preside  there  in  the  same 
pleasant  spirit — making  no  more  enemies 
than  need  be»  and  as  many  friends  as  he  de- 
serves. 

12 
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It  is  quite  characteristic  of  France  and 
French  dynasties,  that  they  should  have  no 
Windsor  and  no  Westminster,  no  spot  in  ei- 
ther town  or  country,  kept  sacred  as  haunt, 
as  residence,  or  as  temple,  by  the  family  of 
sovereigns ;  no  spot  hallowed  by  recollec- 
tions of  glorious,  of  feudal,  of  chivalric  kind. 
The  only  remains  of  the  residence  of  the  old 
French  Kings  within  the  old  city  of  Paris, 
are  the  chapel  and  the  prison,  which  flanked 
the  royal  residence  on  either  side.  The  SainU 
ChapelU,  restored  indeed,  but  still  with  suf- 
ficient of  genuine  antiquity  which  recalls  St. 
Louis,  and  the  Conciergerie  have  reminis- 
cences of  the  old  Justiciaries.     But  the  mod- 
ernized Palais  de  Justice  is  as  unlike  West- 
minster, as  if  there  was  a  determination  to 
suggest  a  contrast.     What  more  diflferent 
than  Westminster  Hall  and  the  Salle  de  Pas 
Perdus,  which  answers  to  it ;  modem,  noisy, 
glaring,  full  of  police  and   petty  venders. 
The  old  royal  palace  there,  as  well  as  the  la- 
ter palaces,  built  around,  such  as  that  of  the 
Tournelles,  have  disappeared,  and  there  is 
now  no  royal  residence  in  Paris  more  ancient 
than  the  Louvre,  none  in  the  provinces  more 
ancient  than  Fontainebleau. 

The  palatial  history  of  France,  however, 
like  that  of  most  other  countries,  is  symbolic 
of  its  political  and  social  progress.  England, 
which  still  retdns  the  chivalrous  and  the  feu- 
dal element  even  in  its  modem  constitution 
and  habits,  has  preserved  the  old  donjon  of 
Edward  the  Third,  in  which  the  trophies  of 
Crecy  still  bang ;  and  it  is  surrounded  by  ed- 
ifices of  eacU  sucoessivci  century.  The  pala- 
tial history  of  Windsor  is  the  counterpart  of 
the  political  history  of  England.  Kussia  nev- 
er passed  through  feudalism ;  there  are,  con- 
sequently, nothing  but  Corinthian  and  Ionic 
columns  at  St.  Petersburg.  The  Kremlin  of 
Moscow  has  vanished,  and,  despite  of  restor- 
ation, all  the  vestiges  of  the  barbarian  anti- 
quity of  Russia  have  disappeared. 

The  palatial  antiquity  of  Prussia  goes  no 
further  back  than  the  great  Frederic.  Pots- 
dam is  all  in  all.  There,  and  at  Spandau, 
is  Prussian  hbtory  written.    The  Hofburg 


at  Vienna  tells  equally  well  the  story  of  the 
House  of  Hapsburg.  Built  on  the  very  bat- 
tlements, and  overlooking  the  very  glaois, 
which  so  short  a  time  ago  repelled  the  be- 
sieging army  of  the  Turks,  it  is  still  a  for- 
tress, though  cot  a  feudal  one,  and  bespeaks 
the  military  sovereign,  surrounded  with  im- 
perial power.  Not  very  far  from  it,  indeed, 
between  the  palace  and  the  gate  of  Carta- 
thia,  took  place  the  late  mad  attempt  on  the 
life  of  the  young  Emperor. 

In  France,  the  change  from  those  old  tur- 
reted  and  befossed  residences  of  the  four- 
teenth century,  to  the  courts  and  halls  of 
the  Louvre,  bespeaks  the  kingdom  having 
emerged  from  feudalism  into  a  more  civilized 
period.     Francis  the  First  fitted  up  the  Lou- 
vre chiefly    for  the   purpose    of    receiving 
Charles  the  Fifth.     He  employed  his  archi- 
tects and  artists  to  fit  out  and  adorn  the  pal- 
ace, so  as  to  give  the  highest  idea  of  the  mag- 
nificence of  its  master.  Italy,  then,  instead  of 
Machiavelism,  which  it  matured  in  the  pre- 
vious century,  bad,  under  the  school  of  the 
Medicis,  come    to  practise  itself,    and,  of 
course,  to  give  the  eitample  of  magnificence 
in  princes.     The  Medici  adorned  Florence 
and  Rome ;  Francis  was  determined  to  vie 
with  them,  and  throw  all  the  capitals  of  his 
rival,  Charles,  into  the  shade.     He  therefore 
planned,  built,  and  painted  the  Louvre.    His 
palace,  forming  but  one  side  of  the  square 
pile  of  building,  now  called  the  Louvre,  is, 
however,  grandiose  for  that  period,  nothing 
remarkable  for  this.     His  interior  arrange- 
ment and  decoration,  too,  were  of  the  frit- 
tered and  fantastic  kind,  which  succeeding 
sovereigns  did  not  respect.     And  little  re- 
mains of  Francis,  beyond  his  portraits  by  Ti- 
tian, his  goldsmith's    work  and   armor  by 
Benvenuto,  his  porcelain,  and  his  carvings, 
Francis  was  a  magnificent  upholsterer.     Tke 
Louvre,  which  he  built  to  inaugurate  French 
magnificence,  was  devoted  for  the  rest  of  the 
century  to  the  plots,  meannesses,  and  cruel- 
ties of  a  miserable  set  of  bigots.    Here  was 
Guize  murdered,  here  the  signal  for  the  Mas- 
I  sacre  of  Saint  Bartholomew's  day  given.  The 
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most  beautiful  specimen  of  architecture  in  the 
Louvre,  is  the  end-window,  that  looks  upon 
the  Seine.  Near  this  window,  and  from  its 
stone  balustrade,  Charles  the  Ninth  ^red 
with  his  own  royal  hand  upon  the  Huguenots, 
as  they  fled  from  massacre  across  the  bridge. 
The  infancy  of  the  Louvre  was  magnificence 
and  gilding  ;  the  maturity  was  intrigue,  cru- 
elty, and  blood. 

Even  Catherine  of  Medicis  was  appalled  by 
the  spectra)  reminiscence  of  the  gloomy  Lou- 
vre. She  removed  to  the  Tuileries  in  order 
to  forset,  amidst  its  gardens  and  green  fields, 
Uie  gnm  aspect  of  the  royal  palace  and  its 
deeds.  It  was  Francis  the  First  himself, 
whilst  in  the  midst  of  his  rearing  up  the  Lou- 
vre, who  made  the  site  of  the  future  Tuileries 
royal  property.  Louise  of  Savoy,  his  mother, 
complained  that  her  residence,  the  Palace  of 
the  Toumelles,  was  unwholesome.  Francis, 
therefore,  purchased  for  her  a  small  residence, 
about  a  bowshot  country  wards  of  the  Louvre. 
It  had  been  a  place  for  drying  tiles  or  slaugh- 
tering cattle,  until  M.  De  Villeroy  hud  en- 
closed it  and  built  a  small  house.  This  Fran- 
cis purchased,  and  Louise  inhabited.  Later, 
Catherine  of  Medicis  took  possession  of  it, 
and  spent  her  Florentine  taste  and  fortune  in 
building  the  central  tower  and  the  two  wings, 
which  form  about  half,  and  that  the  central 
part,  of  the  present  edifice. 

The  Louvre  still  remained  the  royal  abode. 
It  and  the  Palais  Royal  remained  for  a  cen- 
tury longer  the  seat  of  intrigue  and  power. 
With  Louis  the  Fourteenth  commenceid  ano- 
ther epoch  and  another  taste.  He  first  of 
French,  and  perhaps  of  European  princes, 
conceived  a  horror  of  the  close  walls  and  nar- 
row streets  of  and  around  the  old  town  resi- 
dences. His  youth  was  passed  in  a  kind  of 
captivity  in  the  Palais  Royal.  And  his  first 
impulse,  on  taking  power  into  his  hands,  was 
to  transfer  his  court  to  more  open  and  inde- 
pendent space,  away  from  the  prying  eyes  of 
citizens.  He  first  of  monarchs  felt  that  he 
could  do  this  in  security.  His  predecessors 
required  a  castellated  residence,  with  moat 
and  drawbridge,  well  guarded  against  sur- 
prise or  conspiracy.  But  by  Louis  the  Four- 
teenth's time  the  frowardness  of  the  nobility 
was  broken,  religious  dissent  crushed,  civic 
freedom  destroyed,  the  parliament  so  hum- 
bled, that  the  King  could  enter  there  whip 
in  hand,  and  control  them  in  the  rudest  man- 
ner. Louis  the  Fourteenth  thought  the  win- 
dows of  hi%  residence  need  no  longer  look 
into  a  narrow  court,  or  contemplate  a  watery 
ditch.  He  hated  the  Louvre,  and  forsook 
St  Germains.    He  deemed  the  finest  palace 


nothing  without  its  adjunct  of  garden  and 
grove,  lake  and  water- works.  He  found  an 
artist  to  his  taste  in  Lenotre,  and  a  parterre 
became  to  him  as  essential  as  a  pilaster. 
Louis  the  Fourteenth  enlarged  the  Tuileries, 
and  built  Versailles.  In  saying,  that  he  con- 
sidered a  garden  the  necessary  adjunct  to  a 
palace,  we  were  wrong.  It  should  have  been 
said,  that  he  considered  a  palace  the  neces- 
sary adjunct  of  the  garden.  For  the  garden 
was  the  principal  object  with  him,  and  the 
palace  was  built,  so  that  its  every  window 
should  afford  a  view  of  alley  and  fountain. 

But  although  Louis  the  Fourteenth  com- 
pleted the  Tuileries  itself,  as  well  us  the  long 
gallery  connecting  it  with  the  Louvre,  it  was 
not  to  inhabit  it.  Marly,  and  finally  Ver- 
sailles, were  his  favorite  residences.  And 
all  the  reverence  of  monarchy  and  court,  its 
splendor  and  pettiness,  intrigue  and  ambi- 
tion, were  confined  to  Versailles.  The  char- 
acteristic of  the  sovereigns  of  the  French, 
from  the  commencement  of  the  century  to 
the  extinction  of  the  monarchy,  was  timidity, 
reserve,  almost  bashfulnes8.  They  had  no 
desire  more  strong,  than  that  of  escaping 
from  the  world,  hiding  themselves  from  the 
metropolis,  creating  for  themselves  a  kind  of 
retirement,  in  which  women,  woman's  plea- 
sures, and  woman's  ways,  quite  superseded 
every  manly  ambition  and  manly  thought. 
Effeminacy  without  purity,  idleness  without 
repose,  solitude  without  seriousness,  such 
was  the  unhappy  lot  of  monarchs,  endowed 
with  all  that  the  world  would  consider  an 
immense  accumulation  of  enjoyment. 

There  was  no  greater  cause  of  the  es- 
trangement of  the  Parisians  from  the  Bour- 
bons, and  of  the  harshness  first  dealt  in  judg- 
ments upon  their  character,  and  then  in  cruel 
insult  upon  their  persons,  than  the  simple  act 
of  their  altogether  deserting  the  capital,  and 
inhabiting  Versailles.  Here  the  Court  re- 
sided. Had  it  passed  the  winter  months  at 
the  Tuileries,  it  could  not  fail  to  have  sent 
forth  the  ramifications  of  obligation  and  de- 
pendence amongst  the  middle  and  lower  ranks 
of  the  Parisian  population.  The  expendi- 
ture, ihe/ites,  the  shows,  the  ceremony,  the 
small  and  large  acts  of  benevolence,  personal 
contact  and  condescension, — these  thousand 
things  would  have  endeared  the  prince  and 
his  family  to  thousands.  Instead  of  this,  the 
French  Kings  had  raised  up  a  rival  city,  peo- 
pled by  courtiers,  and  nothing  else,  not  con- 
taining, in  fact,  any  body  of  the  people,  and 
leaving  the  capital  widowed  of  the  splendor, 
gaiety,  and  scattered  wealth,  attendant  on  a 
court.    No  troops  ever  resounded  in  the  de- 
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serted  courts  of  the  Tuileries,  no  equipages 
rattled  through  them,  no  lights  illumined  its 
long  line  of  windows.  Nor  did  the  gay  forms 
of  courtiers  enliven  the  garden  promenades. 
Versailles  was  all,  Paris  nothing,  except  the- 
ahode  of  that  Parliament,  to  which  the  King 
came  from  time  to  time  to  dictate  the  registry 
of  his  decrees  of  injustice  and  taxation.  The 
hatred  of  Paris  against  Versailles  was  one  of 
the  foremost  causes  of  the  Revolution  of 
1789.  A  cause  that  has  never  been  suffi- 
ciently taken  into  account. 

Here  again  the  palatial  history  typifies  the 
political.  The  French  dynasty  turned  their 
back  on  the  middle  classes,  and  ignored  the 
existence  of  the  lower,  shutting  themselves 
up  with  courtiers  and  noblesse,  that  crowded 
to  Versailles  for  means  and  permission  to 
prey  upon  the  people.  Louis  the  Fifteenth 
and  Sixteenth  saw  nothing  of  the  people, 
save  their  courtiers,  and  notwithstanding  the 
triple  row  of  etiquette  and  the  profundity  of 
obeisance,  there  was  no  great  amount  of 
mutual  love  or  respect  engendered  even  be- 
tween monarch  and  noblesse. 

At  last  came  the  catastrophe  of  1789, 
when  the  citizens  and  the  mob  of  Paris  rose 
simultaneously  against  the  courtiers  of  Ver- 
sailles, the  end  of  the  first  act  of  that  terri- 
ble drama  being  the  triumphant  re-capture 
of  the  King  by  the  potssardes  of  Paris,  who 
brought  the  monarch  away  from  Versailles 
in  procession  to  inhabit  the  Tuileries.  The 
transferring  of  royalty  thither  was  indeed  a 
revolution.  It  at  once  established  a  very 
different  kind  of  monarchy  from  that  which 
had  thriven  at  Versailles.  Instead  of  being 
surrounded  by  courtiers  and  gardes  du  corps, 
it  was  watched  by  an  envious  public,  whilst 
the  sentinels  on  duty  at  its  gates  were  now 
taken  from  the  National  Guard,  and  bidden 
to  receive  the  orders,  not  of  the  monarch,  but 
of  Lafayette. 

The  memoirs  of  the  period  represent  the 
distresses  of  the  royal  family,  driven  from 
their  comfortable  apartments  in  Versailles  to 
those  of  an  uninhabited  palace  like  the  Tuil- 
eries, in  which  there  was  neither  comfort  nor 
convenience.  Yet  what  luxury  was  it  com- 
pared with  what  awaited  these  hapless  vic- 
tims !  Had  the  population  of  Paris,  or  their 
terrible  tribunes,  who  were  at  that  time  as- 
suming the  sway  over  it, — had  these  had 
the  building  of  the  Tuileries,  they  could  not 
have  planned  a  royal  residence,  where  pri- 
vacy was  more  impossible,  or  where  the 
monarch  could  be  more  completely  watched 
and  intruded  upon  by  his  people.  It  is,  in 
fact,  a  mere  gallery  of  glass,  that  can  be  seen 


through,  a  long  series  of  apartments,  without 
even  room  for  corridors  to  establish  separate 
comnrqnicaUon. 

Poor  Louis  the  Sixteenth  was  obliged  to 
develop  the  ingenuity  of  an  artizan  in  order, 
first,  to  sink  in  the  wall  an  iron  closet  or  re- 
cess for  the  holding  of  valuable  papers,  and, 
Eecondly,  to  devise  his  escape,  and  that  of 
his  family,  from  such  a  transparent  palace. 
Such  concealments  had,  however,  a  facility 
which  they  could  never  have  at  presenL 
This  was  the  space  now  open  towards  the 
Carouse],  between  the  palace  and  the  grille^ 
was  occupied  by  a  cluster  of  low  buildings 
and  courts,  which  obstructed  the  vigilance 
of  the  citizen  guard,  and  the  suspicion  of  the 
revolutionary  police. 

Never  was  so  painful  and  so  tedious  a. 
royal  martyrdom  as  that  which  Louis,  his 
Queen  and  sister  now  endured.  Their  resi- 
dence in  the  Tuileries  was  attended  with  as 
much  misery,  and  more  incertitude  than 
when  they  came  to  be  confined  in  the  Tem- 
ple. The  King  was  confiding,  the  Queen 
suspicious,  and  when  Louis  might  have  got 
help  from  the  Constitutionalists,  Marie  An- 
toinette would  never  allow  him.  The  unfor- 
tunate and  doomed  couple  invariably  refused 
all  reconciliation  or  understanding  with  any 
party,  as  long  as  that  party  had  power  to 
save  them  ;  but  the  moment  they  ceased  to 
have  that  power,  then  the  royal  pair  were 
ready  to  enter  upon  terms  with  them.  The 
reason  was  natural  enough  :  as  long  as  a 
party  was  in  power,  they  spoke  the  language 
of  the  people,  and  were  obliged  to  echo  the 
inveterate  and  universal  suspicions  of  the 
Court.  As  soon  as  they  declined  from 
popularity  and  power,  more  moderate  senti- 
ments resumed  their  sway.  But  their  mod- 
eration was  but  in  proportion  to  their  feeble- 
ness and  want  of  influence. 

The  Queen  would  never  trust  Lafayette ; 
the  King  never  trusted  Mirabeau,  till  he  had 
lost  his  power  and  health.  Nor  would  he 
listen  to  Barrave  or  the  Girondins,  till  these 
had  been  reduced  to  a  minority,  and  made 
to  stand  on  the  defensive  for  their  lives. 
The  Constitutionalists  of  their  day  were  not 
more  wise  than  those  who  came  after  them, 
but  they  were  more  energetic.  They  left 
the  King  a  full  command  of  money ;  and  if 
they  did  not  leave  him  the  command  of  an 
army,  it  was  that  the  old  regime  had  left  no 
army  to  command.  But  with  the  money  lie 
had,  the  army  that  was  left,  and  the  Consti- 
tutionalists who  were  ready  to  aid  him,  if  he 
had  trusted  to  them,  and  given  them  the 
right  guarantees,  Louis  might  have  been 
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saved.  But  he  would  trust  no  one,  save  M. 
de  Bouill^  and  the  emigrants ;  in  other 
words,  he  refused  to  make  friends,  or  make 
use  of  the  aid,  of  any  influential  or  acknowl- 
edged party  within  his  kingdom.  And  the 
wonder  is,  not  that  he  was  taken  at  Varennes, 
hut  that  the  royal  fugitive  had  escaped  so 
far  on  his  way  to  the  frontier. 

One  of  the  great  difficulties  even  at  pre- 
sent for  the  tenants  of  the  Tuileries  is,  how 
to  take  the  air.  There  now  extends  a  narrow 
garden,  railed  off  under  the  windows ;  a 
promenade  far  from  private. 

Id  Napoleon's  time  there  was  a  subter- 
ranean passage  discovered,  leading  from  the 
cellar  of  the  palace  underneath  the  garden. 
It  was  supposed  to  be  for  the  secretion  of 
treasures.  The  passage  was  prolonged  by 
Louis  the  Eighteenth,  and  it  was  brought  to 
open  upon  the  terrace  which  overlooked  the 
Seine.  Through  this  dark  imd  long  passage 
the  Duchess  of  Berri,  while  eneiente,  used  to 
proceed  to  her  morning  promenade  on  the  ter- 
race, which  was  considered  the  safest  for  her. 

Poor  Louis  and  Marie  Antoinette  were 
'Worse  off.  The  authorities  assigned  to  them 
the  Terrace  des  Feuillans,  that  on  the  side 
of  the  Rue  Rivoli,  for  their  promenade,  and 
the  public  was  shut  out  from  it  at  certain 
lionrs  by  ropes.  Here  the  royal  family 
walked  not  very  often ;  for  they  met  with 
more  insult  than  respect.  It  was  no  wonder, 
for  the  walk  extended  on  the  opposite  side 
to  the  very  foci  of  agitation. 

On  the  site  of  the  present  Rue  de  Pyra- 
mldes  stood  a  large  wooden  building,  in 
which  the  Assembly  sate,  and  around  which 
crowds  were  wont  to  press,  not  merely  of 
the  enthusiasts  and  the  idle,  but  of  deputa- 
tions and  petitioners.  Here,  of  course,  in 
the  very  head  quarters  of  sans-culotte  pub- 
licity were  cried  those  flying  sheets  of 
calumny,  impiety  and  blood,  which  gave 
^read  immortality  to  the  names  of  Hebert 
«nd  Marat.  The  waves  and  the  clamors  of 
such  a  tide  could  not  break  and  rise  around 
the  walls  of  the  Tuileries  without  bursting 
into  it.  And  accordingly,  on  two  occasions 
the  popular  ocean  did  burst  in,  once  in  a 
land  of  essay  of  strength,  to  insult  and  see 
Iiow  far  popular  violence  might  be  carried 
with  impunity. 

It  was  then  that  poor  Louis  got  behind  a 
table  of  the  hall  adjoining  the  Pavilion  de 
Plore,  and  harangued  the  mob  with  protest- 
ations, that  he  had  accepted  the  revolution, 
and  would  carry  out  its  interests  and  behests. 
The  mob  expressed  at  once  their  approbation 
sod  contempt  by  pulling  a  greasy  red  night- 


cap over  the  powdered  locks  of  the  King. 
Louis  himself  seemed  unaware  of  the  indig- 
nity, till  one  of  his  friends  in  the  crowd 
withdrew  the  revolutionary  badge. 

This  was  the  forerunner  of  the  tenth  of 
August.  Santerre  very  needlessly  brought 
his  artillery  into  the  Carousel  to  blow  open 
the  gates.  The  Swiss  guards  were  incapable 
of  any  prolonged  defence,  at  least  of  such  a 
pervious  buildmg,  consisting  of  suite  of  halls 
and  the  wide  staircase  of  the  Tuileries. 
These,  as  has  been  said,  seemed  made  to 
tempt  a  mob.  Indeed,  no  royal  occupant  of 
the  Tuileries  had  ever  been  attackea  by  a 
popular  force  without  at  once  losing  all 
courage,  and  giving  up  all  strength  of  reso- 
lution. It  was  just  the  same  with  Louis. 
Philippe  at  the  close  of  the  revolutionary 
period,  as  with  Louis  the  Sixteenth  at  its 
commencement. 

After  having  been  the  scene  of  the  long 
agony  of  Loub  the  Sixteenth's  decline,  from 
the  period  of  his  capture  at  Versailles  to  that 
of  his  escape  into  the  wooden  building,  in 
which  the  Assembly  sate,  and  which  was 
still  standing  in  1820,  on  the  site  of  the 
present  Rue  des  Pyramides,  and  from  which 
building  he  was  transferred  to  the  Temple, 
the  Tuileries  became  the  seat  of  the  Con- 
vention and  its  government.  Paris,  in  truth, 
did  not  contain  another  building  suitable  for 
the  purpose.  And  the  many  issues  from  it 
were  considered  advantageous  for  enabling 
the  deputies  to  escape  upon  occasion  the  fury 
of  the  mob. 

The  true  government,  however,  will  never 
be  found  in  a  legislature,  or  in  the  place  of  a 
legislative  sitting,  but  beside  it.  And  thus 
the  government  of  France,  though  nominally 
established  at  the  Tuileries,  was  in  reality  to 
be  sought  at  the  Jacobin's,  or  found  in  the 
hall  of  the  Hotel  de  Ville.  The  armed  force 
of  the  capital  was  in  the  hands  of  those  who 
held  the  municipal  magistracy.  And  this 
enabled  the  Terrorists  to  send  the  Girondists 
to  the  scaffold,  and,  later,  enabled  Robes- 
pierre to  sacriflce  Danton  and  Desmoulins. 

A  very  slight  degree  of  moderation  and 
address  would  have  secured  to  Robespierre  a 
reign  of  some  duration.  But  he  had  become 
like  a  wild  beast,  that  must  have  prey,  and 
his  friends  and  fellow-assassins  were  obliged 
to  turn  against  him,  lest  he  should  devour 
them.  The  Tuileries  was  the  scene  of  the 
fearful  struggle,  in  which  Louis  the  Sixteenth 
and  his  Queen  were  fully  avenged.  The 
royal  victims  left  the  palace  to  the  exe- 
cutioners as  an  abode  of  faction,  terror,  of 
death-struggles  and  mulMo\  ^l^j^\TSi\\i«b^AQXi« 
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Soon  after  came  the  Directory,  and  the 
separation  of  Executive  and  Legislature,  the 
Directors  withdrawing  to  the  Luxembourg 
and  leaving  the  Tuileries  to  the  Assembly. 
But  even  then,  the  terror  over,  th^  royal 
palace  was  a  place  of  panic  and  of  trial  to 
those  who  sate  in  it.  In  the  reaction  of  the 
moment  the  better  thinking  of  them  became 
royalists  and  sought  a  restoration.  The  Re- 
publican Directors  punished  them  for  it  by 
arrest,  and  by  a  sweeping  deportation  to 
Cayenne.  The  young  citizens,  who  enter- 
tained the  same  royalist  ideas,  and  who 
without  the  Assembly  sought  to  establish 
themselves  in  the  streets,  were  crushed  by 
the  cannon  of  Bonaparte,  firing  from  the 
steps  of  St.  Roche.  The  Directory  in  em- 
ploying Bonaparte  had  taught  the  military 
instrument  how  to  put  down  themselves. 
This,  after  a  glorious  campaign,  he  had  the 
character  and  the  courage  to  effect.  And 
Bonaparte,  as  First  Consul,  took  possession 
of  the  Tuileries  at  the  commencement  of  the 
century. 

He  was  the  first  occupant  to  whom  the 
residence  of  the  Tuileries  really  broi^ht 
prosperity,  and  for  the  time  happiness.  The 
locale  he  contrived  to  render  splendid.  If 
the  first  object  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth  was 
to  have  a  garden  to  contemplate,  which  in- 
spired ideas  of  the  beautiful  and  the  ^tran- 
diose,  the  first  object  with  Bonaparte  was  a 
good  review-ground.  And  he  forthwith 
formed  it  by  removing  all  the  cross  buildings 
and  courts  that  obstructed  the  palace  on  the 
side  of  the  Carousel.  These  he  swept  away, 
and  was  enabled  always  to  review  20,000 
soldiers  from  his  balcony.  .This  was  the  di- 
version he  loved.  It  was  to  him,  what  guil- 
lotining was  to  Robespierre,  a  pleasure  he 
could  not  dispense  with.  And  as  the  one 
cut  off  heads,  till  his  comrades,  in  fear  of 
their  own,  cut  off  his,  so  Napoleon  went  on 
marshalling  and  marching  armies  against  his 
dear  friends  and  brother  sovereigns,  Alex- 
ander and  Francis  and  Frederic,  until  they 
turned  their  big  armies  against  him,  and 
having  crushed  him  once,  declared  they 
would  never  trust  him  with  an  army  again. 

Inside,  Napoleon  filled  the  Tuileries  with 
the  best  and  most  enlightened  society  that 
his  position  could  command.  His  wife  was 
charming,  agreeable,  and  had  the  manners 
of  the  highest  class  under  the  old  Court. 
Napoleon  himself  patronized  men  of  science, 
was  an  ardent  lover  of  the  drama.  The  In- 
stitute, and  the  theatres,  both  objects  of  his 
care  and  patronage,  grew  eminent  under  his 
fostering  care.    %ut  philosophy,  and  that 


description  of  letters  which  partakes  of  it, 
and  brings  large  and  philanthropic  views  into 
its  views  and  rules  for  men,  these  could  never 
be  brought  in  harmony  with  a  despotism,  of 
which  the  very  principle  was  to  annihilate 
freedom  and  publicity,  to  forbid  politics  to 
the  masses,  and  proscribe  all  intellect  that 
would  not  wear  the  livery.  Genius  and  art, 
therefore,  were  'not  to  be  found  in  her  sa- 
loons. Let  it  be  hoped,  however,  that  had 
the  i^e  demanded  a  Voltaire,  a  Montesquieu, 
or  a  Rousseau,  there  would  have  been  politi- 
cians, there  would  have  been  moral,  religious, 
and  political  philosophers,  in  despite  of  des- 
potism, to  answer  the  demand.  From  18.00 
k)  1815  was,  however,  a  halt  for  the  French 
mind — a  syncope  of  its  intellects. 

If  the  Tuileries  were  an  abode  of  triumph 
and  success  for  Napoleon,  they  were  not  so 
for  those  who  succeeded  him.  For  as  he 
grew  and  swelled  from  the  general  into  the 
emperor,  he  flung  off  from  him  all  bis  old 
friendships,  loves,  companions,  and  society. 
Duroc  and  Bertbier  were  the  only  military 
commanders  who  enjoyed  his  intimacv.  A 
cannon  ball  carried  off  the  one,  whilst  the 
other  lived  to  be  a  traitor  to  him.  Talley- 
rand and  Fouch^  fell  into  disgrace,  which 
both  found  the  opportunity  of  avenging. 
Josephine,  who  at  first  rendered  the  saloons 
of  the  Tuileries  so  charming,  and  who  made 
herself  generally  beloved  by  the  nohUtH^ 
whom  she  protected,  and  the  people,  who 
appreciated  her  virtues,  had  even  cause  to 
regret  her  country  retreat  of  Malmaison,  and 
the  private  condition,  which  was  hers  ere  ad- 
vanced to  grandeur.  At  first  rendered  un- 
happy by  the  favor  of  Mademoiselle  Qeor- 
ges,  she  soon  found  more  serious  cause 
anxiety  in  the  project  to  remove  her  from  her* 
throne,  in  order  to  make  way  for  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  Cesars.  The  cold  faaU  of  Mari9 
Louise  was  very  differcgit  from  the  enjouemgnt- 
of  Josephine.  But  whatever  regrets  were 
felt  or  shown  by  either  her  husband  or  by 
the  Court  for  Josephine,  were  soon  extin- 
guished in  the  breasts  of  both  by  the  emula- 
tion and  hope  arising  from  the  birth  of  the 
King  of  Rome.  It  was  no  longer  the  mere 
reign  of  the  hero,  but  the  dynasty  and  the 
empire,  that  promised  to  be  eternal.  This 
mighty  jubilation  gave  a  high  tone  to  na- 
tional feeling.  It  swelled  Napoleon's  pride 
and  confidence  to  a  degree  that  mocked  all 
prudence,  and  the  orders  for  the  Russian  ex- 
pedition were  given.  Napoleon  did  not  again 
see  the  Tuileries  until  his  return  from  Mos- 
cow. And  then,  day  after  day,  its  court 
was  filled  with  troops,  which  he  as  anxious- 
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ly  as  ever  reviewed.  But  they  wefe  do 
longer  the  yeterans  of  his  early  victories, 
but  beardless  youths,  torn  from  their  fami- 
lies, who  adored  his  renown,  indeed,  and 
were  prepared  to  sacrifice  themselves  to  up- 
hold it,  but  in  whom  even  Napoleon  could 
DO*  longer  see  the  certitude  of  victory. 
There  are  few  pictures  more  touching  than 
ihat  of  the  Emperor's  departure  for  the  next 
campaign,  when  the  troops  filling  the  ground 
before  the  Tuileries  were  no  longer  of  the 
line,  but  consisted  of  the  National  Guard  of 
the  capita],  to  whom  the  Empress  Marie 
Louise  appeared  on  the  balcony,  holding  in 
her  arms  the  King  of  Rome.  Napoleon  en- 
trusted these  pledges,  he  declared,  to  the 
protection  of  the  National  Guard  of  Paris — 
pledges  that  he  was  destined  never  more  to 
behold.  The  Marshals,  without  perhaps  an 
alternative  left,  abandoned  them.  The 
brother  of  the  Emperor  despaired  of  the  de- 
fence of  the  capital.  And  the  Empress,  with 
the  ladies  of  the  court,  carefully  packing  up 
their  jewels,  escaped  to  Blois,  almost  without 
an  escort,  certainly  without  one  staunch  fol- 
lower or  friend. 

Thus  were  the  Tuileries  a  prize  for  which 
royal  pretenders  and  rival  politicians  strug- 
ffled,  pleaded,  conspired,  and  intrigued  for. 
The  game  was  played  out  in  the  saloons  of 
Talleyrand  at  the  comer  of  the  Rue  St.  Flo- 
rentine. The  Bourbons  carried  the  day, 
and  Louis  Dixhuit,  with  legs  like  those  of  an 
elephant  clothed  in  enormous  gaiters,  was 
wheeled  into  the  Tuileries,  swore  there  to  the 
people's  liberties,  which  he  meant  to  be  illu- 
sive, and  received  in  turn  the  oaths  of  alle- 
giance, which  were  given  with  the  same  con- 
viction. Within  the  year  the  chair  of  the 
great  king  was  wheeled  out,  even  before  the 
grand  officers  were  installed.  Then  came 
more  reviews,  the  rekindled  enthusiasm  of 
the  young,  the  redoubled  mistrust  of  the  old, 
more  promises  of  constitutions,  and  more 
oaths  of  allegiance  and  attachment.  The 
fortune  of  war  fixed  the  duration  and  value 
of  both,  and  Napoleon,  flying  from  Water- 
loo, hid  himself  in  the  Ely86e,  nor  dared  to 
face  the  sombre  grandeur  of  the  Tuileries. 
The  Constitutionalists  bearded  him  in  the 
Elys^e,  whilst  Fouch^  tracked  and  cast  hb 
nets  around  him.  Fortunately  he  threw  him- 


self on  board  an  English  ship,  for  Baron 
Muffling's  Memoirs,  |containing  Gneisenau's 
original  letters,  prove  that  Wellington  had 
some  difficulty  in  saving  his  old  rival  from 
being  actually  shot  by  the  Prussians. 
Gneisenau  stigmatizes  the  Duke's  determi- 
nation in  this  respect  as  a  signal  proof  of  his 
weakness. 

When  such  were  the  feelings  of  the  allies, 
the  marvel  is  that  there  were  not  more  exe- 
cutions.    And  Louis  the  Eighteenth  must  be 
done  the  justice  to  admit,  that  at  such  a 
moment  of  genera]  reaction,  he  stood  as  firm 
as  could  be  expected  of  him  against  the  hosts 
of  proposals,  which  were  showered  upon  him 
for  establishing  tyranny  and  shedding  blood. 
A  younger  person,  or  a  more  active  man, 
might  have  been  carried  away  by  this  savage 
and  retrograde  zeal.     But  Louis  sat  in  his 
easy  chair,  thought  of  Hartwell,  of  English 
sentiments,  principles  and  ways,  and  so  with- 
stood the  frenzy,  not  merely  of  his  courtiers, 
but  of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies  itself.  Louis 
established  himself  in  the  pavilion  or  square 
tower  of    the  Tuileries  near  the  river,  his 
brother,  the  Count  d'Artois,  at  the  other  end. 
The  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Angouleme  took 
the  ground-floor  .apartment  on   the    south 
side  of  the  great  entrance.     The  Princes  and 
courtiers  filled  the  old  palace  to  the  very 
garrets.    And  secretaries  and  aides-de-camp 
were  obliged   to  seek  lodgings  elsewhere. 
The  gardes  des  corpes,  composed  of  youths, 
who  could  claim  birth  with  the  Cent  Suisses, 
who  could  merely  boast  height,  now  filled 
the   Salle  de  Marichaux^  a  great   square 
ffuard-room  under  the  central  clock,  a  beard- 
less generation  compared  with  the  old  mouS' 
tacJus,  whom   they  expelled.     The  Count 
d'Artois  restored,  as  far  as  he  could,  the  old 
etiquette  of  Versailles,  whilst  the  Duchess 
d'Angouleme  tried  to  bring  back  with  it  the 
prior  usages,  which  the  Court  of  Versailles 
had  neglected.     The  Chapelle  Royale  began 
to  be  the  great  resort,  and  almoners  came  to 
jostle  aides-de-camp  on  the  great  staircase. 

We  have  dwelt  enough,  however,  on  the 
Tuileries  as  it  was,  and  must  reserve  for  an- 
other time  aD  account  of  what  they  have 
been  for  the  last  twenty -five  years,  and  are 
now. 
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CAIUS  MABCIUS   CORIOLANUS,  AND    CHARLES    DUKE  OF  BOURBON. 


**  Was  ever  man  bo  proud  as  is  this  Maroiust 
Being  moyed,  he  will  not  spare  to  gird  the  g^oda.** 

"Snohanatnre, 
Tickled  with  good  snooess,  disdains  the  shadow 
Which  he  trei^  on  at  noon." 

— Shakspkarb— Corto/L,  Act  L  se.  1. 

*' Andglory  lonp^  has  made  the  sases  smile ; 

lis  something,  nothing,  worch^  illusion,  wind — 
Depending  more  upon  the  historian's  style, 
Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind." 

»-LoBO  Btbow. 


As  remarkable  instances  of  haughtiness 
of  temper  and  ungovernable  pride,  leading 
to  perilous  and  unjustifiable  extremes,  Cori- 
olanus  and  the  Constable  Bourbon  appear  to 
stand  in  close  relationship.  Two  thousand 
years  intervened  between  them.  They  existed 
under  forms  and  institutions  of  social  and 
political  government  exceedingly  dissimilar  ; 
and  yet  they  may  be  classed  as  historic  bro* 
thers,  closely  resembling  each  other  in  moral 
and  physical  attributes,  in  the  leading  incident 
of  their  lives,  the  extent  of  their  provocation, 
the  nature  of  their  revenge,  and  the  violence 
of  their  deaths.  Each,  under  the  impulse  of 
grievous  wrong,  renounced  allegiance  to  his 
own  country,  cast  aside  the  ties  of  kindred, 
friendship,  and  loyalty,  and  took  up  arms  as 
leaders  in  the  ranks  of  foreign  enemies.  The 
indelible  stamp  of  renegade  thus  attaches  to 
two  names  otherwise  noble,  and  distinguish- 
ed by  heroic  actions  beyond  the  compass  of 
ordinary  mortals.  On  abstract  principles  of 
right  and  wrong,  they  must  be  condemned  ; 
in  a  comparative  estimate  of  strong  tempta- 
tion, they  may  be  pitied  and  excused.  Who 
can  affirm  that  he  would  not  have  yielded 
under  the  same  trying  circumstances  ?  Man 
cannot  read  the  heart  of  man,  and  is  incom- 
petent to  pronounce  sentence  on  defective 
proof — 

•*  Then  at  the  balanc<>  let's  be  mute, 
We  never  can  adjust  it ; 
What's  done  we  partly  may  compute, 
But  know  not  what's  resisted."* 

*  Bums'  '^Address  to  the  unoo  guid,  or  the  rigid- 
fy  righlBoyuC* 


The  life  of  Coriolanos  is  familiar  to  all 
classical  readers  in  the  pages  of  Plutaroh, 
who  derived  his  materials  from  Livy  and 
Dionysius  of  Halicamassus,  authors  preceding 
the  Greek  biographer  by  more  than  a  centa- 
ry.  Their  information  came  from  Fabius 
Pictor,  He  lived  and  wrote  two  hundred 
years  before  they  were  bom,  and  is  the  firai 
Roman  who  composed  an  historical  account 
of  his  own  country.  His  work  is  known  to 
have  been  lost.  That  which  still  remains 
and  bears  his  name,  has  been  proved  by 
Gerard  Vossius*^  to  be  a  spurious  composition. 

Shakspeare  transfused  the  essence  of  Plu- 
tarch into  his  own  glowing  scenes,  with  ac- 
curacy enriched  by  genius ;  and  those  who 
are  old  enough  to  remember  John  Kemble 
in  Sbakspeare's  magnificent  paraphrases,  have 
seen  the  lofty  Roman  move  before  their  eyes 
in  living  identity.  According  to  the  nearest 
computation,  Coriolanus  lived  about  six  hun- 
dred years  before  the  Christian  era.  The 
period  refers  back  to  a  remote  date,  bat 
there  are  no  conclusive  grounds  for  supposing 
that  these  early  annals  are  to  be  rejected  as 
unauthentic,  however  they  may  have  reached 
us  through  oral  tradition,  or  transmitted 
documents.  All  writers  are  agreed  on  their 
leading  features,  and  this  unanimity  of  opin- 

•  See  his  treatise,  "De  Historicis  Latinie."  Ge- 
rard Voesius  must  not  be  confounded  with  his  son 
Isaac,  also  an  eminent  scholar,  and  Canon  of  Wind- 
sor in  Charles  IL's  time.  He  was  skeptical  in  mat- 
ters of  religion,  but  yeiy  credulous  on  all  other 
subjecte.  This  made  his  Majesty  remark — **  Vossius 
is  a  strange  fellow  for  a  parson :  he  believes  every- 
thing except  the  Bible." 
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ion  in  esseotialpoints  is  reasonable  evidence 
of  veracity.     Written  memorials  are  some- 
times less  to  be  depended  on  than  traditions. 
They  are  more  likely  to  be  distorted  by  pre- 
jodice,  biassed  judgment,  or  wilful  misinter- 
pretation.   Traditionary  lore  is  usually  found- 
ed on  facts.     It  may  amplify,  but  rarely  in- 
vents.    Discrepancies   in    particular  details 
exist  in  the  most  unquestionable  authorities. 
Such   may  be  traced  even  in   the  inspired 
writings  of  the  Evangelists ;  but  no  candid 
arguer  attempts,  on  this  showing,  to  depre- 
ciate the  currency  or  throw  doubt  on  the 
sterling  value  of  the  works  in  which  they  ap- 
pear.    Neither  would  the  argument  be  re- 
ceived by  clear  logicians,  if  it  was  put  for- 
ward.    Antiquity  is  not  in  itself  a  necessary 
bar  to  correct  information.     Truth  is  still  ac- 
cessible, although  it  may  be  distant,  fenced 
round  with  obscurities,  and  the  avenue  of 
approach  a  winding  path,  instead  of  a  direct 
and  open  road.     Where  positive  evidence  is 
wanting^  we  must  rely  on  circumstantial  tes- 
timony; and  if  both  are  deficient,  there  is 
Btill  a  retreat  on  probable  inference.    The 
course  is  admissible  m  reasoning,  if  not  in  law. 
We  can  speculate  with  more  certainty  on 
the  causes  and  effects  of  many  ancient  revo- 
lutions of  the  world,  than  on  some  that  have 
occurred  within  recent  times.     We  are  more 
fiamiliar  with  the  siege  of  Troy  than  with  the 
^ege  of  Paris  by  Henri  Quatre.     We  know 
more  of  Horace  and  Cicero  than  we  do  of 
Shakspeare,  and   possess  more   undisputed 
details  on  the  campaigns  of  Alexander  and 
Ocesar,  than  we  can  produce  of  the  wars  of 
TTurenne,  Marlborough,  or  Napoleon.     The 
present  age  inquires  deeply,  and  demands 
%ab8tantial  proof.    There  is  a  disposition  in 
%he  spirit  of  the  day  to  question  reputed 
learning,  early  discoveries,  and  statements 
liallowed  by  time.  Our  ancestors  were  easily 
mausfied,  and  believed  everything  they  saw 
in  print    We  reject  positively  one  half  of 
'what  has  been  handed  down  as  history,  and 
ure  much  inclined  to  throw  doubt  on  the 
l^mainder.     Everything  is  now  put  to  the 
fjoestion,  and  bein^  subjected  to  the  torture 
of  analysis,  generally  turns  out  to  be  some- 
thing else.    Established  opinions  are  thrown 
Bside  as  exploded  fallacies  to  such  an  extent, 
that  we  hourly  expect  to  hear  the  Newtonian 
philosophy  repudiated  as  a  mistake,  and  to 
£nd  Euclid  ostracized  as  an  unsound  mathe- 
matician.    In   a   comparison    with   modern 
genius,  the  "wisdom  of  the  ancients"  is  de- 
scending to  a  very  humble  level.     Does   it 
ever  occur  to  any  of  the  competitors  in  this 
headlong  race,  that  they  may  gallop  too  fast, 


and  that  Shakspeare  once  said  something 
about  "vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erleaps 
itself,  and  falls  on  the  other  side  ?  "  There 
can  be  no  doubt  that,  with  the  progressive 
march  of  education,  every  succeeding  race 
of  man  is,  as  it  ought  to  be,  wiser  and  more 
enlightened  than  that  which  went  before; 
but  it  is  surely  no  token  of  wisdom  to  deny 
all  that  has  been  said  or  done  by  our  pro- 
genitors, or  to  ignore  their  existence  alto- 
gether. Between  extreme  credulity  and 
utter  disbelief,  the  balance  of  evil  vibrates  as 
a  pendulum,  in  regular  time  and  equal  pro- 
portions— 

*'And  80  great  names  are  nothing  more  than  no- 
minal, 
And  love  of  glory's  bat  an.  airy  lust, 
Too  often  in  its  fury  overcommg  all 
Who  would,  as  'twere,  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction  which,  entomb- 
ing all. 
Leaves  nothing  till '  the  coming  of  the  just,' 
Save  chan^ ;  I've  stood  upon  Achilles'  tomb, 
And  heard  Troy  doubted  ;  time  will  doubt  of 
Rome."* 

Let  us,  in  the  interim,  turn  over  once 
again  the  leaves  which  afforded  us  such  de- 
light in  our  boyhood,  and  endeavor  to  extract 
from  them  a  summary  of  what  we  find  in 
connection  with  the  present  subject.  Caius 
Marcius  derived  the  surname  of  Coriolanus 
from  his  supereminent  valor  and  conduct  at 
the  capture  of  Corioli — a  distinction  not 
easily  won  where  all  were  brave,  and  courage 
was  synonymous  with  virtue.  Scipio  Afri- 
can us  the  Elder  has  been  mentioned  by 
several  historiansf  as  the  first  Roman  who 
bore  the  name  of  a  conquered  state,  as  a 
trophy  of  renown  achieved  in  war,  thus  care- 
lessly passing  over  Coriolanus  and  the  exploit 
immortalized  by  his  honorary  cognomen.^ 

The  family  of  Marcius  was  one  of  the 
noblest  in  the  commonwealth.  He  descended 
in  direct  lineage  from  Ancus  Marcius,  the 
fourth  King  of  Rome,  and  grandson  of 
Numa,  bv  his  daughter  Pompilia.  His 
father  dymg  while  he  was  yet  an  infant,  he 
was  brought  up  by  his  mother,  yolumnia,§ 

♦  Lord  Byron's  "Don  Juan,"  canto  iv. 

f  Amongst  others,  by  the  usually  accurate  Ahhi 
Seran  de  la  Tour,  in  hia  Life  of  Scipio. 

X  Livy  and  Horace  mention  a  Koman  general 
about  this  time,  called  Posthumius  Regillenaisw  If 
this  was  the  same  dictator  (Aulus  Posthumius)  who 
commanded  at  the  victory  of  Lake  Regillua,  which 
is  not  clearly  indicated,  his  honorary  surname  pre- 
ceded that  of  Coriolanus  by  several  years. 

§  So  named  by  Plutarch,  who  is  followed  by 
Shakspeare.  Dionysius  of  Halicamassus,  Livy,  and 
Valerius  Mazimus,  call  her  Veturia,  and  give  the 
name  of  Yolumnia  to  thft  wU^  fki  ^riit^'^^Q^ 
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who,  knowing  that  military  prowess  was  all 
in  all  at  Rome,  trained  his  hody  to  active 
exercise,  and  his  mind  to  daring  resolution. 
Nature  had  gifted  him  with  great  strength, 
Rctivity,  and  fearlessness  of  danger.  The 
frame  and  constitutional  temperance  of  Her- 
cules, joined  to  a  mind  of  towering  aspira- 
tion— qualities  indispensable  in  the  composi- 
tion of  a  successful  warrior,  at  a  time  when, 
to  decide  the  event  of  battles,  the  arm  of 
the  private  soldier  was  nearly  as  important 
as  the  head  of  the  commanding  general. 
But  the  stem  check  of  paternal  influence 
was  wanting  in  his  education ;  and  thus  the 
temper  of  Marcius,  always  domineering  and 
aristocratic  to  a  painful  extent,  was  suffered 
to  grow  with  his  growth,  and  expand  with 
his  ^ears,  until  it  entirely  overshadowed  his 
more  generous  qualities,  and  became  (as  the 
wayward  history  of  the  human  heart  illus- 
trates in  a  thousand  other  instances)  the 
bane  of  his  existence,  the  stumbling-block  of 
his  fortunes,  and  the  source  of  the  only 
stain  that  tarnishes  his  memory.  When 
Gains  Marcius  lived,  tbe  Romans  had  not 
matured  or  ripened  into  national  dissolute- 
ness :  their  habits  were  still  primitive,  their 
manners  simple.  They  carried  on  little  inter- 
course with  other  nations,  and  held  in  equal 
esteem  domestic  propriety  and  public  patriot- 
ism. They  were  incessantly  engaged  in  wars 
with  surrounding  states,  as  restless  and 
semi- barbarous  as  themselves,  and  had  no 
time  to  cultivate  the  vices  of  indolence. 
Twenty  years  before,  and  thirty  after  the 
time  of  which  we  are  now  writing,  the  indi- 
vidual profligacy  of  Sextus  Tarqum  and  Ap- 
pius  Claudius  occasioned  two  revolutions. 

Coriolanus  regarded  his  mother  with  love 
approaching  to  adoration.  He  pursued  and 
coveted  glory,  because  it  delighted  her  to  see 
him  honored  and  applauded.  He  married, 
rather  in  compliance  with  her  wishes  than 
from  any  personal  preference  or  taste  for 
conjugal  retirement ;  and  though  uniformly 
kind  and  attached  to  his  family,  continued  to 
dwell  in  his  mother's  house,  even  after  his 
wife  had  borne  him  children.  Plutarch 
draws  a  comparison  between  Coriolanus  and 
Alcibiades.  We  can  trace  but  little  simi- 
larity beyond  the  one  important  characteris- 
tic of  each  abandoning  the  cause  of  his  na- 
tive land,  and  going  over  to  the  enemy.  In 
military  capacity,  and  in  the  importance  of 
his  victories  by  sea  and  on  shore,  while  yet 
the  soldier  and  champion  of  his  own  country, 
the  Athenian,  perhaps,  excelled  the  Roman ; 
while  he  left  him,  at  an  immeasurable  dis- 
taace,  in  the  BuavHy  ot  manner,  the  subtle 


eloquence,  and  the  self-command,  which  win 
all  hearts,  and  sway  the  listeners  according 
to  the  views  and  wishes  of  the  speaker.  But 
again,  the  Roman  towers  above  the  brilliant 
and  unsteady  pupil  of  Socrates,  in  the  manly 
consistency  and  unbending  firmness  of  his 
character,  in  the  unblemished  purity  of  his 
private  life,  his  temperate  habits,  his  lofty 
contempt  of  riches,  his  disregard  of  self-inte- 
rest, and  his  ingenuous  openness,  which 
scorned  dissimulation.  Alcibiades  was  ac- 
complished in  all  the  arts  and  chicanery  of 
politics;  capable,  by  studied  sophistry,  of 
turning  the  tide  of  a  debate  even  in  a  mo- 
dern senate-house  —  a  practised  trimmer, 
withal,  who  could  shuffle  in  or  out  of  a  lead- 
ing question,  as  adroitly  as  any  disciple  of 
expediency  in  our  own  House  of  Commons. 
Coriolanus,  on  the  other  hand,  presented  a 
magnificent  specimen  of  a  high,  unflinching 
tory,  an  absolute  protectionist,  who  lost  his 
consulship  by  losing  his  temper,  and  who 
would  really  have  died  on  the  floor, (instead 
of  threatening  to  do  so)  rather  than  compro- 
mise his  opinions ;  a  man  to  vote  with  his 
party  to  any  extreme,  no  matter  how  palpa- 
bly they  might  be  in  the  wrong  ;  who 
thought  the  people  totally  unfit  for  self-gov- 
ernment, and  not  sufficiently  grateful  for 
permission  to  live  and  breathe  the  common 


air.' 


His  military  practice  began  while  he  was 
a  mere  stripling.  In  the  great  fight  at  Lake 
Regillus,  where  Tarquinius  Superbus  (then 
in  extreme  old  age)  made  hb  last  effort  to 
recover  the  regal  power,  young  Marcius  dis- 
tinguished himself  by  saving  the  life  of  a  fel- 
low-soldier, for  which  he  was  rewarded  by 
the  general  with  an  oaken  crown — a  decora- 
tion of  nobler  order  than  the  laurel  garland ; 
as  preserving  a  citizen  was  deemed  an  act  of 
more  valuable  service  than  destroying  an 
enemy.  The  Romans  at  that  time  were  en- 
gaged in  other  wars,  and  fought  numerous 
battles,  in  all  of  which  he  participated,  and 
never  returned  home  without  some  ad- 
ditional token  of  honor.  Early  reputation 
gave  him  a  preponderance  beyond  his  years, 
which  ministered  to  his  inherent  pride,  and 
encouraged  rather  than  softened  his  unbend- 
ing manners. 

The  common  people  were  generally  op- 
pressed by  the  senate  and  the  richer  classes. 
Those  proceedings  drove  them  at  last  to 

*  Pope's  estimate  of  senatorial  virtne,  its  impnlaas 
and  coDTictioDs,  may  stand  as  an  average  specimen 
for  all  ages  and  countries — 
**  And  here  and  there  a  stem,  high  patriot  stood, 
>    Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued.' 
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abandon  the  city  in  a  body,  and  retire  to  the 
Mons  Sacer,  from  whence  they  were  won 
back  by  the  address  of  Menenius  Agrippa, 
who  a?ailed  himself  of  the  celebrated  apo- 
logae  of  the  belly  and  the  members,  and  by 
the  conceded  privilege  of  appointing  tri- 
bunes* to  defend  their  rights  on  all  occasions. 
The  persons  of  the  new  functionaries  were 
held  sacred.  Their  chief  power  consisted  in 
a  veto,  or  prohibition,  against  the  passing  of 
any  law  which  dbpleased  them;  a  power 
nearly  absolute,  which,  while  it  produced 
some  good,  created  greater  evil,  and  engen- 
dered a  race  of  restless,  dissatisfied  dema- 
gogues, who  perpetually  impeded  legislation, 
and  then  as  now,  were  ever  on  the  alert  for 
turmoil  and  sedition.  It  was  not  so  much 
the  abolition  of  undue  rights,  as  the  transfer 
of  despotism  from  bad  hands  into  worse. 
Government  of  every  kind  and  degree,  in  all 
ages  and  countries  of  the  ancient  world,  ap- 
pears to  have  been  an  unmitigated  choice  of 
evils;  an  unremitting,  selfish  struggle  for 
place  and  power,  aptly  designated  by  Sir  W. 
i^apier,  ''a  scourge  with  a  double  thong," 
whether  vested  in  prince  or  people,  the  peer 
or  the  plebeian ;  equally  unjust  and  tyran- 
nical imder  the  open  name  of  a  monarchy, 
or  the  specious  delusion  of  a  republic.  The 
newly-created  tribunes  were  not  long  in  se- 
lecting a  victim  from  the  ranks  of  the  aris- 
tocracy. Their  choice  fell  upon  Gains  Mar- 
cius,  who,  in  truth,  had  rendered  himself 
obnoxious  by  many  overt  acts  and  expres- 
sions of  contempt  against  the  sovereign  ma- 
jesty of  the  people.  In  the  meantime  he 
pursued  his  military  career  with  increasing 
success  and  renown,  and  had  gained  the  sur- 
name by  which  he  is  best  known  to  poster- 
ity. After  the  taking  of  Corioli,  and  the 
subsequent  battle-;— in  both  of  which  his  cour- 
age and  conduct  were  conspicious  above  all 
the  other  Roman  ofiicers — the  Consul,  Comi- 
nius,  who  impartially  attributed  these  great 
successes  to  his  individual  prowess,  awarded 
him  a  tenth  of  the  entire  booty  taken,  includ- 
ing horses  and  prisoners,  before  any  distri- 
bution was  made  to  the  army  in  general. 
Coriolanus  nobly  rejected  all  pecuniary  re- 
compense, accepting  only  a  charger  fully  ca- 
parisoned, and  the  exemption  from  slavery 
of  one  amongst  the  captives,  with  whom  he 
was  bound  in  ties  of  reciprocal  hospitality. 
He  fought  for  glory  alone,  and  thought  not 
of  prize-money  or  reward — unlike  the  French 
republican  generals  in  the  early  wars  of  the 

*  The  tribimeB  were  at  first  five  in  namber,  but 
in  A  few  years  afterwards  were  inoreaied  to  ten. 


Revolution,  who  combated  with  a  sword  in 
one  hand,  and  a  poker  in  the  other,  to  ferret 
out  and  stir  up  the  treasures  of  the  vanquish- 
ed. "U  na  pas  trouvS  kfourgtm  cTAuge- 
reaoT  ("  He  has  not  found  the  poker  of  An- 
gereau  ')  passed  into  a  proverbial  expression 
with  the  French  soldiers,  when  either  a  scru- 
ple of  conscience,  or  the  absence  of  oppor- 
tunity, prevented  any  one  of  their  generals 
from  enriching  himself  by  plunder.  Auge- 
reau  was  distinguished  for  rapacity  above 
all  the  rest,  while  in  command  at  Milan, 
in  1796,  he  levied  a  contribution  of  one  mil- 
lion of  francs  (£50,000)  on  the  city.  The 
authorities  complained  to  Napoleon,  as  gen- 
eral-in-chief.  He  indignantly  reprimanded 
his  lieutenant,  ordered  him  to  dbgorge  the 
money,  and  sent  him  the  amount  from  his 
personal  funds.  Augereau,  according  to 
Bourienne,  contrived  to  pocket  both  the  rob- 
bery and  the  compensation.  History  records 
but  few  examples  of  disinterestedness  and 
contempt  for  money,  similar  to  that  of  Cori- 
olanus, on  the  part  of  victorious  commanders, 
who  usually  consider  lawful  spoil  as  part 
and  parcel  of  their  vocation.  A  remarkable 
modem  exception  deserves  to  be  recorded 
to  the  honor  of  the  late  Marquis  Wellesley, 
whose  private  fortune  was  insignificant. 
When  governor-general  of  India,  he  gave  up 
his  prize-money  for  Seringapatam,  to  swell 
the  shares  of  the  army  who  achieved  the 
conquest. 

Coriolanus  now  being  at  the  height  of  his 
fame,  stood  for  the  consulship.  The  law 
required  the  candidates  for  this  high  office 
to  solicit  votes  publicly  in  the  Forum.  It 
was  no  slight  penance  for  a  haughty  spirit 
like  his,  to  lay  aside  his  ordinary  habiliments, 
with  the  symbols  of  patrician  dignity,  to  put' 
on  the  gown  of  humility,  and  prate  of  his 
claims  and  services  to  parties  he  so  thoroughly 
despised.  He  got  through  the  degrading 
ordeal  with  tolerable  grace,  exhibited  the 
scars  of  seventeen  battles,  and  told  his  gentle 
constituents  that  he  received  the  greater 
part  of  them  while  they  ran  away  and  roared 
for  mercy.  His  speech  sounded  strangely  in 
their  ears  ;  some  hesitated,  others  wished  to 
recall  their  votes  which  they  had  given  in  a 
hurry,  but  the  influence  of  his  great  reputa- 
tion prevailed,  and  they  chose  him  consul. 
When,  shortly  after,  the  day  of  elecUon  ar- 
rived, he  was  conducted  by  the  senators  with 
great  pomp  into  the  Campus  Martins,  for 
the  ceremony  of  mstallation.  It  was  then 
found  that  the  fickle  populace,  instigated  by 
the  tribunes,  had  changed  their  minds.  Co- 
riolanua  was  rejectAd>«A!i«SL<^^\^\.HML^ 
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consideration  proposed  in  his  place.  The 
offence  proved  indeKble,  and  the  wound  too 
deep  to  be  forgotten.  His  resentment  as 
yet  extended  only  to  the  people  and  their 
representatives,  and  embraced  no  thought  of 
treason  against  his  country.  Open  war  was 
declared  between  conflicting  parties,  but 
peace  and  reconciliation  were  still  within  the 
circle  of  probable  events.  About  this  time, 
a  scarcity  prevailed.  To  meet  the  general 
want,  grain  was  bought  up  in  other  parts  of 
Italy  out  of  the  state  coffers,  and  a  present 
of  a  large  quantity  reached  Rome,  from 
Gelon,  King  of  Syracuse.  Then  ensued  in 
the  senate  a  warm  discussion  as  to  the  dis- 
posal of  these  supplies ;  the  first  corn-law 
debate  of  which  we  have  any  authentic 
records.  The  people  demanded  through 
their  tribunes  that  the  purchased  com  should 
be  sold  at  a  reduced  rate,  and  that  the  gift 
should  be  distributed  gratis.  There  was 
nothing  very  outrageous  in  the  expectation. 
More  unreasonable  demands  have  often  been 
conceded  by  popularity-hunters  and  expe- 
dientists.  Coriolanus  vehemently  opposed 
thb  measure,  using  strong  and  opprobrious 
language.  He  recommenaed  that  all  should 
be  sold  at  a  high  price,  to  teach  the  com- 
monalty submission  to  their  superiors,  and 
concluded  by  moving  the  abolition  of  the 
tribuneship.  This  excited  an  immediate  tu- 
mult. The  tribunes  ran  out  among  the  peo- 
ple, called  on  them  to  stand  by  their  own 
magistrates,  to  surround  the  senate-house, 
and  demand  the  life  of  Coriolanus  as  a  just 
expiation.  He  came  forth  attended  by  his 
friends  and  supporters,  including  all  the  fiery 
young  patricians  who  had  been  trained  to 
war  and  victory  under  his  commanding  ge- 
nius, and  who  sympathized  with  his  detes- 
tation of  democracy.  The  tribunes,  acting 
by  the  influence  of  Sicinius  Vellutus,  the 
most  turbulent  and  boldest  of  their  order, 
proclaimed  aloud  that  he  had  incurred  the 
penalty  of  death,  and  attempted  to  seize  him 
by  force  to  hurl  him  from  the  Tarpeian  Rock. 
He  was  rescued  by  his  partisans,  who  con- 
ducted him  safely  home,  and  formed  a  guard 
for  his  future  protection.  Coriolanus  seeing 
the  senate  considerably  embarrassed  and  di- 
vided in  their  opinions  by  these  untoward 
proceedings,  demanded  a  fair  trial  and  a 
specific  charge,  declaring  that  he  would  sub- 
mit to  any  kind  of  punishment,  if  found 
guilty  in  due  course  of  law.  He  was  told 
that  he  was  to  be  impeached  for  treason 
against  the  commonwealth,  in  designing  to  set 
himself  up  as  a  tyrant.  "  Bring  no  other 
charge  Bgaioat  me,  '*said  he,  "and  I  will  abide 


by  the  issue."  The  tribunes  agreed  to  these 
conditions,  and  the  cause  was  to  turn  upon 
this  single  point.* 

But  the  first  infraction  of  the  treaty  origi- 
nated with  the  tribunes.  They  compelled 
the  people  to  give  their  votes  by  tribes  and 
not  by  centuries — an  innovation  of  the  es- 
tablished law,  which  opened  the  rights  of 
suffrage  to  ignorance  and  numbers,  and 
thereby  neutralized  rank,  wealth,  and  edu- 
cation. In  the  next  place  they  passed  over 
the  charge  of  attempting  sovereignty,  which 
they  knew  could  not  be  proved,  and  substi- 
tuted in  its  place  the  proposal  of  Coriolanus 
in  the  senate,  to  raise  the  price  of  com,  and 
to  do  away  with  the  tribunitian  office.  Fi- 
nally, they  added  to  the  impeachment,  as  a 
supplemental  article,  his  not  having  brought 
into  the  public  treasury  the  spoils  he  had 
taken  in  the  country  of  the  Antiates,  but 
which  he  had  divided  on  the  spot  among  his 
soldiers,  who  had  done  the  work  and  gained 
the  victory.  The  principal  of  supplemental 
charges  as  make- weights,  in  case  the  leading 
accusation  should  break  down,  has  been 
sanctioned  by  practice  in  modem  military 
jurisprudence.  We  could  point  to  more 
than  one  court-martial,  in  which  the  party 
arraigned  has  been  acquitted  on  the  point 
that  led  to  trial,  and  found  guilty  on  some 
minor  allegation  which  never  would  have 
been  brought  forward  had  the  more  impor- 
tant one  been  considered  tenable.  The  prin- 
ciple of  civil  law,  which  condenses  all  in  one 
specific  charge,  is  more  in  character  with 
equitable  judgment. 

Coriolanus  disdained  to  appear  before  a 
prejudiced  tribunal,  or  to  answer  charges  not 
contained  in  the  original  indictment.  He  was 
then  condemned  without  trial  or  hearing  by 
a  majority  of  three  tribes ;  the  penalty  pro- 
nounced was  perpetual  banishment  from  the 
city  and  territories  of  Rome.  Such  is  the 
correct  substance  of  these  transactions,  as 
preserved  by  the  historians  who  have  written 
of  them,  and  who  differ  only  in  unimportant 
particulars.  From  this  it  may  be  gathered, 
that  if  Coriolanus  was  mistaken  and  intem- 
perate in  the  first  instance,  the  tribunes  and 
the  people  were  more  so  in  the  second,  and 
blinder  still  in  the  sequel,  by  which  they 
drove  from  the  national  service  their  most 
incorruptible  senator,  their  ablest  general, 
and  their  bravest  soldier  against  the  foreign 
enemy. 

Coriolanus  at  this  time  was  in  the  enjoy- 
ment of  more  blessings  than  usually  fall  to 

*  Plutarch  in  Vit  Goriolan. 
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the  lot  of  man.     In  the  prime  of  his  days,  at 
the  zenith  of  his  fame,  happy  in  liis  domestic 
dreamstances,  and    placed  beyond   public 
competitorship  by  the  number  and  impor- 
tance of  hu  victories,  a  single  dark  speck 
ohacored  his  bright  horizon,  which,  like  the 
small  distant  cloud  in  a  tropical  sky,  gathered 
rapidly  until  it  exploded  into  a  hurricane. 
He  was  a  warrior  of  impulsive  action,  and 
not  a  thinking  philosopher,  subdued  by  men- 
tal discipline,  and  trained  in  the  habit  of  cal- 
culating causes  and  efifects.     Had  he  really 
wished  to  seize  supreme  power,  according  to 
the  idle  asseveration  of  his  enemies,  he  might 
have  resisted  the  illegal  decree  of  banishment 
perhaps  with  success.    Another  course  al- 
ready suggested  itself,  acting  on  which,  he 
submitted  in  sullen  indignation,  not  the  less 
deep  because  it  found  no  vent  in  words.    He 
took  an  affectionate  leave  of  his  family,  con- 
signing his  two  children,  both  of  tender  age, 
to  the  care  of  his  wife  and  mother,  and,  at< 
tended  by  the  patricians  in  a  body  to  one  of 
the  gates,  left  the  city,  which  he  never  en- 
tered again.   He  spent  a  few  days  in  solitude 
at  a  farm  of  his  own  in  the  neighborhood, 
pondering  over  many  schemes   which   in- 
volved no  thought  of  advantage  to  himself 
beyond  the  gratification  of  revenge  for  the 
injuries  he  had  received.    In  the  meantime 
'  the  people  of  Rome  and  their  tribunes  gave 
"Way  to  the  most  tumultuous  joy,  as  if  a  great 
national  triumph  had  been  achieved.     The 
nobles  and  senators  remained  silent  and  de- 
pressed, as  if  in  anticipation  of  a  coming  evil. 
After  a  short  interval,  during  which  he 
Arranged  his  plans  in  his  own  mind,  Corio- 
lanuB  passed  over  to  Antium,  an  important 
^ty  of  the  Volscians,  placed  himself  on  the 
liearthstone  of  Tullus  Aufidius  their  leader, 
^hom  he  had  often  encountered  in  personal 
fsonflict  in  the  field  of  battle,  demanded  the 
frights  of  hospitality,  and  offered  to  serve 
cigainst  his  ungrateful  countrymen.   His  offer 
"Was  gladly  accepted  ;  he  was  joined  with  his 
Conner  adversary  in  the  chief  command ;  a 
j>reiext  was  easily  sought  and   found   for 
breaking  the  truce  existing  with  the  Romans, 
^nd  the  Volscians  soon  discovered  the  value 
of  their  new  ally,  in  the  altered  aspect  of 
^heir  affairs,  produced  by  the  rapidity  and 
nncceas  of  his  enterprises.     He  took  many  of 
Xhe  principal  towns  in  the  territories  of  Rome 
Hnd  Latium,  sweeping  resistance  before  him ; 
«nd  while  the  senate  and  people  were  wast- 
ing precious  time  in  mutual  recrimination, 
instead  of  attending  to  the  national  defence, 
lie  encamped  with  bis  victorious  armv  at  the 
Foasse  Cluilise,  within  five  miles  of  the  eter- 


nal city.  "  His  name  and  valor,"  says  Plu- 
tarch, ''resounded  through  Italv,  and  all 
were  astonished  that  one  person  s  changing 
sides  could  effect  so  prodigious  a  revolution. 
It  was  in  truth  a  signal  mstance.  History 
presents  few  so  strikmely  illustrative  of  the 
might  which  dwells  in  mdividual  superiority. 
No  better  evidence  of  the  great  military  ta- 
lents of  Coriolanus  could  be  produced  than 
the  simple  fact,  that  the  Volscians  who  had 
never  beaten  the  Romans  before,  now  be- 
came, under  his  leadership,  irresistible.  At 
a  vast  distance  of  time,  and  in  the  absence  of 
minute  details,  we  have  still  the  certainty  of 
these  great  leading  results  on  which  to  form 
opinions.  It  is  also  equally  certain  that  soon 
after  the  death  of  Coriolanus,  the  Volscians 
relapsed  back  a^ain  into  their  inferior  posi- 
tion, from  which  they  never  emerged,  and 
were  gradually  swept  away  in  the  growing 
extension  of  the  rival  republic. 

The  Roman  populace,  astounded  at  the 
rapid  progress  of  the  enemy,  and  the  near 
approach  of  danger,  as  usual  cowered  before 
the  storm  they  had  raised.  Taken  by  sur- 
prise, unable  or  unwilling  to  fight,  they  ap- 
pealed for  protection  to  the  senate  and  the 
higher  orders,  with  whom,  in  the  absence  of 
external  pressure,  they  waged  perpetual  war. 
The  senate  dispatched  a  chosen  embassy  * 
from  their  body  to  propitiate  the  invader, 
and  endeavor  to  obtam  terms.  The  ambas- 
sadors included  his  dearest  friends  and  rela- 
tives. He  received  them  with  cold  solemni- 
ty, in  council,  surrounded  by  the  Volscian 
ofiicers ;  and  proposed  such  humiliating  con- 
ditions of  submission  and  surrender,  as  would 
have  kept  Rome  for  a  loner  series  of  years  in 
a  secondary  state,  and  might  have  clipped 
for  ever  the  lofty  wings  with  which  she 
soared  in  after  ages  to  universal  dominion. 
The  Romans  next  had  recourse  to  the  influ- 
ence of  religion,  and  ordered  the  priests  and 
flamens,  the  ministers  and  guardians  of  the 
mysteries,  in  their  sacred  vestments,  bearing 
the  symbols  of  office,  to  proceed  to  the  hos- 
tile camp,  as  humble  suppliants.  They,  too, 
were  dismissed  without  effect.  The  heart  of 
Coriolanus  appeared  to  be  converted  to  steel. 
Finally,  as  a  last  hope,  the  women  came  for- 
ward and  offered  their  intervention  in  this 
urgent  necessitv.  Headed  by  Volumnia,  the 
mother,  and  Virgilia,  the  wife  of  Coriolanus, 
accompanied  by  her  two  young  children, 
they  proceeded  in  mourning  robes  to  the 
tent  of  the  victorious  general,  threw  them- 
selves at  his  feet,  and  embraced  his  knees 
with  tears  and  lamentations.  Volumnia  was 
the  principal  speaker.    Plutarch  has  ooa- 
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densed  the  substance  of  her  speech  (as  hand- 
ed down  by  the  earlier  historians)  with  his 
own  peculiar  eloquence,  and  Shakspeare  has 
embodied  this  in  immortal  verse,  which  none 
but  himself  could  have  composed.  Coriola- 
nus  was  unable  to  resist  this  conclusive  ap- 
peal. The  soldier  yielded  to  the  man.  Na- 
tural affection  triumphed  over  assumed  Beve- 
rity  and  the  desire  of  vengeance.  Raising 
Volumnia  tenderly  from  the  ground,  he  ut- 
tered these  memorable  words — "Mother, you 
have  saved  your  country,  but  have  lost  your 
son !"  He  already  foresaw  the  fate  that 
awaited  him  at  the  hands  of  the  Volscians, 
who  would  never  for^ve  clemency  to  Rome 
when  prostrate  at  their  feet.  It  was  scarcely 
within  reason  that  they  should.  Rome  had 
ever  been  merciless  in  conquest,  and  unspar- 
ing to  vanquished  enemies.  The  general 
dread  and  dislike  in  which  she  was  held,  is 
well  conveyed  in  the  speech  which  Thomp- 
son, in  his  alteration  of  Shakspeare,  puts  into 
the  mouth  of  Tullus  Aufidius,  in  answer  to 
Coriolanus,  who  demands  what  he  would 
desire  for  hb  nation,  beyond  perfect  equality 
with  Rome,  in  rights  and  privileges : — 

*'What  would  I  more,proudRoman7    This  I 

would — 
Fire  the  cursed  forest  where  those  Roman 

wolves 
Haunt  and  infest  their  nobler  neighbors  round 

them ; 
Extirpate  from  the  bosom  of  the  land, 
A  false,  perfidious  people,  wbo,  beneath 
The  mask  of  freedom,  are  a  combination 
Against  the  liberties  of  all  mankind — 
The  genuine  seed  of  outlaws  and  of  robbers.*' 

Charitable  sentiments  and  benevolent  feel- 
mgs  like  these  have  been  plainly  indicated, 
and  loudly  expressed  towards  modern  Eng- 
land, by  more  than  one  continental  nation, 
who  fall  into  the  common  error  of  fancying 
they  are  just  where  they  are  only  jealous. 
We  can  afford  to  smile  while  we  reject  the 
application,  and  retort  with  the  old  Latin 
proverb,  "  Qui  capit  ille  faciV^  Coriolanus 
drew  off  his  army,  promising  to  obtain  for 
the  Romans  honorable  terms  of  peace.  His 
orders  were  implicitly  submitted  to,  although 
opinions  were  divided  on  his  conduct.  Rea- 
sonable men  thought  he  was  to  be  excused. 
The  lovers  of  peace  were  silent  and  satisfied. 
The  restless  spirits,  who  traded  in  war  and 
rapine,  loudly  expressed  their  discontent,  and 
threatened  while  they  obeyed.  Tullus  Aufi- 
dius, on  his  return  to  Antium,  charged  him 
in  full  assembly  with  treason  to  the  state, 
and  assisted  by  prepared  conspirators,  sur- 
jvtwded,  rushed  on  him  in  a  body,  and  killed 


him  on  the  spot;  an  act  of  private  pique 
and  personal  enmity  rather  than  public  in- 
dignation. As  soon  as  the  event  was  known, 
the  inhabitants  assembled  from  many  cities* 
and  honored  him  with  a  public  funeral,  at- 
tended by  every*  possible  token  of  esteem 
and  admiration. 

Such  was  the  brilliant  but  short  career  bt 
a  very  remarkable  man,  to  whose  name  much 
interest  attaches,  and  of  whom  it  might  be 
said,  with  more  truth  than  in  the  case  of 
Moolraj  of  Moultan,  ''  he  was  the  victim  of 
circumstances."*  Take  away  one  question- 
able act,  to  which  he  was  goaded  by  injus- 
tice, and  his  life  appears  to  have  been  per- 
fectly heroic  and  virtuous.  There  can  be 
little  doubt  that  Coriolanus  died  at  the  time 
and  in  the  manner  we  have  related,  although 
the  authorities  differ  even  on  this  important 
point.  Livy,  following  Fabius  Pictor  (the 
earliest  writer),  says  that  he  lived  to  extreme 
age ;  and  in  the  decline  of  life  was  wont  to 
say,  **'  a  state  of  exile  is  more  intolerable  to 
an  old  man  than  to  any  other."  We  search  in 
vain  for  some  reasonable  foundation  for  this. 
Had  Coriolanus  grown  old  amongst  the 
Volsci,  his  counsels  would  have  saved  'them 
from  the  ruin,  and  the  dependence  on  Rome 
as  a  tributary  state,  into  which  they  fell  soon 
after  the  death  of  Tullus  Aufidius,  and  the 
destruction  of  the  army  he  commanded.  His- 
torians, in  all  ages,  delight  in  raising  doubts 
on  questions  which  are  not  proved  to  the 
certainty  of  mathematic  demonstration.  It 
has  been  often  said  and  written  that  Harold 
escaped  from  the  disastrous  field  of  Hastings, 
and  was  still  alive,  a  secluded  hermit,  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  I. ;  that  #on  Sebastian  of 
Portugal  did  not  fall  at  Alcazar ;  and  that 
James  IV.  of  Scotland  survived  the  slaughter 
of  Flodden.  These  wild  theories  have  given 
rise  to  much  ingenious  disquisition,  in  which 
more  time  has  been  lost  than  information 
gained.  The  sober  inquirer  must  admit  that 
they  rest  on  a  very  sandy  basis. 

The  family  of  Coriolanus  appears  to  have 
fallen  into  oblivion  with  the  misfortunes  and 
death  of  their  head.  We  hear  no  more  of 
his  children,  or  of  that  branch  of  the  Marcian 
line  in  the  long  annals  of  Rome.  The  name 
survived,  but  its  representatives  seldom 
mounted  beyond  secondary  fame.     An  ex* 

*  It  will  be  remembered  that  the  Court  whieh 
Bat  on  this  criminal,  found  him  guilty  of  the  mur- 
der of  the  two  English  officers,  Messrs.  Anderson 
and  Agnew,  but  recommended  him  to  mercy  as 
"  the  victim  of  circumstances."  Many  were  aston- 
ished at  the  recommendation,  and  many  more  when 
they  found  it  was  acted  on. 
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eoptioo  mtj  be  named  in  the  person  of  La-  I 
aos  Marcitu,  who,  ihoueh  onl;  of  the  eqnea- 
trian  order,  eomnwudea  the  Roman  armies  | 
m  Spain  after  the  death  of  the  two  elder 
Scipkw,  and  whose  skilful  conduct  was  well 
contrasted  with  the  incompetence  of  his  suc- 
cessor, the  Proconsul  Clandios  Nero. 

The  noble  ladies  who  had  rescued  their 
country  from  the  Volscians,  were  received 
and  congratiihited  by  senate  and  people,  on 
their  return  to  Rome,  with  affectionate  re- 
gard and  honor.  It  was  decreed  that  they 
should  name  their  own  reward.  They  desir- 
ed only  that  a  temple  should  be  built  to  the 
"  Fortune  of  Women,"  the  expense  of  which 
they  offered  to  defray  themselves,  Thesen- 
sie  ordered  the  temple  to  be  erected  at  the 
public  charge,  but  the  women  provided  an 
image  of  the  goddess,  which,  on  being  set 
up  in  its  place,  was  said,  like  Orson,  to  be- 
come suddenly  endowed  with  reason,  and  to 
have  uttered  these  words,  "  O,  women  !  ac- 
ceptable to  the  gods  is  this  your  gift,"  The 
prodigy  is  gravely  related  by  Dionysins,  but 
Plutarch  comments  on  it  as  absurd  and  fa- 
bulous. Ungenerous  poets  and  romanciats 
have  much  stigmatised  the  softer  sex  for  the 
misebief  they  have  wrought  on  man,  while 
the;  have  passed  over,  without  sufficient 
praise,  the  public  benefits  produced  through 
their  agency.  In  this  signsl  instance,  Uome 
was  saved  by  the  patriotism  of  her  female 
eitiiena,  when  all  other  resources  had  failed. 
The  act  and  the  sequel  were  equally  glori- 
ons.  Where  would  hsve  been  the  subse- 
quent deeds  of  the  Fabii,  the  Decii,  the  Me- 
telli,  the  Scipios,  and  the  Csesars?  where 
the  pens  whiob  have  recorded  their  transac- 
tions^ where  the  influence  of  Roman  energy 
and  civilization  ?  where  the  vestiges  of  Bo- 
man  greatness  with  which  the  world  is 
filled  ?  where  the  poems  by  which  we  are 
delighted,  the  volumes  of  philosophy  by 
which  we  are  soothed  and  made  wise,  if 
Yolumnia  and  Virgilia  had  returned  from  the 
camp  of  Coriolanus  as  unsuccessful  suitors  ~ 
Oar  chronological  tables  would  have  con 
tained  a  different  series  of  events,  and  would 
have  reached  us  through  other  channels. 
Otway,  in  the  "Orphan,"  puts  into  the 
month  of  his  hero,  Castalio,  an  overcharged 
invective,  when  under  the  impulse  of  sn  im~ 
aginary  wrong,  he  makes  him  burst  forth  as 
follows : — 


mightjr  ills  have 
Who  wsrt  betrayed  the  Capitol  ?  a  i 
Who  loM  Hare  Antony  the  world  I  a 


Who  was  the  csnse  of  a  long  ten  years'  war, 
And  laid  at  last  old  Troy  in  ashes  ?  woman  l 
Destructive,  damnabte,  deceiiful  woman." 

And  so  he  goes  oo,  up  to  the  weakness  of 
Eve  inclusive.  We  retrace  the  lines  with 
reluctance,  for  although  they  flow  easily,  and 
oany  on  imposing  sound,  they  contain  only 
imperfect  illustraiioas,  aud  are  not  more  to 
be  depended  on  than  the  accounts  of  the 
merchant  who,  in  summiug  up  bis  balance- 
»heet,  should  offer  but  one  side  of  the  page, 
omilting  the  per  contra.  Ji  is  assuredly  not 
difficult  to  cull  from  the  weeds  which  choke 
up  the  fairer  flowers  of  humanity,  more  than 
<juu  TuiliH,  Tarpeia,  Cleopatra,  Helen  or 
Uessalina;  but  turn  the  same  mirror  in 
which  these  are  reflected,  and  a  correspond- 
ing surface  will  exhibit  multiplied  and  grace- 
ful portraitures  of  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  Cor- 
nelia,  and  Agrippina;  or  ascending  into  the 
higher  regions  of  sacred  history,  our  attea- 
lion  will  tw  arrested  and  our  respect  de- 
manded by  the  domestic  virtues  and  public 
iervioes  of  Jael,  Deborah,  Abigail,  Ru&,  the 
regal  Esther,  and  the  devoted  widow  of 
Bethulia. 

->  The  eyes  gUzing  that  o'erlook'd  the  world, 
And  saw  no  equal." 

—Defurmed  Trani/ormed— Lord  Btbm. 

'  His  only  blot  was  this ;  that,  mcch  ptovok'd, 
He  rais'd  his  vengeful  arm  against  bis  country." 
— Tbomboh. 

Charlea  de  Montpensier,  Duke  of  Bour- 
bon, and  Constable  of  France,  was  the  second 
son  of  Gilbert  Count  de  Montpensier,  and 
was  born  in  148Q.  He  was  nearly  connected 
by  blood  with  the  reigning  house  of  Value, 
and  five  years  older  than  the  King,  Francis  1. 
From  boyhood  bis  character  bore  the  dis- 
lingutsbiug  marks  of  pride,  self- concentration, 
ant)  reserve.  His  general  abiUties  wore  great, 
and  bis  mind  highly  ci^ltivated.  His  mUitary 
skill,  and  knowledge  of  the  science  of  war, 
placed  him  in  the  foremost  list  of  eminent 
generals  in  an  age  which  produced  such  men 
us  lionsolvo  di  Cordova,  Gaston  de  Foiz, 
Prosper,  and  Marc- Antonio  Colunna,  Pesca- 
ra,  Trivulzio,  D'Alviano,  Ua  Leyva,  La  I're- 
mouille,  and  iiayard.  Selected  in  early 
youth  as  one  of  the  King's  chosen  compan- 
ions at  the  castle  of  Amboise,  they  never 
cordiallylikedeachother;  this  mutual  distaste 
had  almost  broken  into  a  single  combat,  aris- 
ing from  ^  quarrel  in  the  tennis-court,  which 
was  with  difliculty  compromised  by  the  author- 
ity of  the  Mu^tml  Bohan,  governor  of  Fna- 
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him  from  his  eervice,  replied,  "  Not  even  the 
offer,  sire,  of  three  kingdoms  like  to  that  of 
Franoe,  would  have  anj  effect  on  my  lojalty, 
but  I  should  be  staggered  bj  the  slightest 
insult/*  The  distinctioD  between  the  effects 
of  wrongs  and  affronts,  on  certain  tempera- 
ments, is  well  explained  bj  Junius,  in  one  of 
his  letters  to  the  Duke  of  Grafton  :* — 
**  Injuries  maj  be  atoned  for  and  forgiven, 
but  insults  admit  of  no  compensation  ;  they 
degrade  the  mind  in  its  own  esteem,  ana 
force  it  to  recover  its  level  by  revenge." 

Soon  after  the  accession  of  Francis  I.,  he 
determined  to  recover  the  Milanese,  a  project 
which  had  been  suspended  only,  but  not 
abandoned,  on  the  death  of  Louis  XII.  This 
led  to  the  first  great  feat  in  war  which  illus- 
trated his  busy  reign — the  battle  of  Marig- 
nano.  The  Swiss  here  sustained  a  total 
defeat,  after  combating  with  an  obstinacy 
which  has  few  parallels.  Bourbon,  as  con- 
stable, commanded  the  French  army,  and 
displayed  the  most  consummate  genet  alship. 
It  was  no  easy  matter  to  beat  the  hardy 
mountaineers  who  had  scattered  the  Bur- 
gundian  chivalry  at  Morat  and  Granson.  who 
had  trampled  under  foot  the  disciplined 
armies  of  Charles  the  Bold,  and  had  since 
obtained  the  reputation  of  being  the  best  and 
bravest  infantry  in  Europe.  Francis,  who 
had  before  fought  at  Novara,  distinguished 
himself  by  personial  bravery,  equal  to  that  of 
the  fabulous  paladins  of  Ariosto,  and  after 
the  battle  received  knighthood  at  the  hands 
of  Bayard,  the  good  knight,  without  fear  and 
without  reproach.  It  was  a  bright  day  in 
the  history  of  France,  and  the  result  carried 
the  reputation  of  Bourbon  to  the  highest 
point.  The  entire  conquest  of  the  Milanese 
followed  rapidly,  and  when  peace  was  con- 
cluded, he  remained  as  governor  of  the  new 
territory,  with  the  title  of  Lieutenant- General 
of  the  King :  a  tribute  to  his  acknowledged 
services,  and  no  token  of  personal  regard,  as 
the  sequel  soon  evinced.  His  administration, 
as  might  be  expected  from  his  known  abili- 
ties, was  vigorous  and  statesmanlike ;  hon- 
orable to  the  monarch  he  represented,  just 
and  satisfactory  to  the  people  he  controlled. 
But  clouds  were  gathering  where  least  ex- 
pected, to  overcast  the  splendor  of  a  public 
career,  which  hitherto  seemed  to  set  at 
defiance  the  ordinary  chances  of  fortune. 
His  private  affections  had  been  checked  by 
an  early  blight,  but,  saving  in  this  one 
instance,  his  fife  had  been  all  sunshine. 

Relieved  for  a  time  from  the  employment 


CIS,  at  that  time  heir  presumptive  to  the 
throne.  The  quarrel  rankled  in  the  breasts 
of  both  for  years.  In  mature  manhood,  as 
sovereign,  and  first  subject  of  the  crown, 
there  was  the  outward  semblance  of  friend- 
ship, but*little  internal  cordiality.  Bourbon 
was  as  remarkable  for  the  beauty  of  his  per- 
son as  for  his  intellectual  accomplishments. 
A  mutual  attachment  existed  between  him 
and  Marguerite  de  Yalois,  the  sister  of 
Francis. 

The  princess  was  compelled  to  marry, 
much  against  her  inclination,  the  Duke 
D'Alen9on,  a  man  every  way  her  inferior, 
and  a  painful  contrast  to  the  object  of  her 
choice.  Bourbon  soon  after  this  united  him- 
self to  his  cousin  Suzanne,  daughler  and  sole 
heiress  of  Madame  Anne  de  France,  and  the 
Sire  de  Beauj^u,  by  which  prudential  alliance 
he  obtained  the  title  of  Duke,  and  undisputed 
possession  of  the  largest  estate  in  France. 
Although  both  parties  were  amiable,  this 
marriage  was  not  likely  to  produce  domestic 
happiness:  there  might  be  esteem  and  re- 
gard where  there  was  mutual  good  breed- 
ing, but  affection  was  impossible,  as  their 
hearts  were  otherwise  engaged.  The  young 
kmg,  on  ascending  to  the  throne,  yielded  to 
the  earnest  request  of  his  sister  Marguerite, 
and  still  farther  advanced  the  fortunes  of 
Bourbon,  by  bestowing  on  him  the  vacant 
office  of  Constable  of  France — an  act  to 
which  he  was  exclubively  prompted  by  fra- 
ternal love,  as  the  early  quarrel  at  Amboise 
had  never  faded  from  bis  recollection. 

The  life  and  actions  of  the  Duke  of  Bour- 
bon have  been  amply  detailed  by  Guicciar- 
dini,  Brant6me,  De  Bellay,  Ruscelli,  Alloa, 
and  other  writers  of  established  name.  Mod- 
em historians  have  compiled  many  interest- 
ing narratives  from  these  authentic  sources. 
The  stirring  events  of  an  age  abounding  in 
great  men,  have  come  down  to  us  through 
pens  well  able  to  describe  them. 

The  innate  .pride  and  haughtiness,  which, 
as  in  Coriolanus,  formed  the  prominent  fea- 
ture in  the  character  of  the  Constable,  had 
shown  itself  long  before  he  appeared  in  arms 
against  his  sovereign,  in  his  general  demean- 
or and  familiar  conversation.  It  was  easy 
to  perceive  that  he  was  a  man  who  might  be 
roused  to  extreme  measures  by  extreme  pro- 
vocation ;  one  who  would  forgive  an  injury 
more  readily  than  a  personal  offence.  He 
was  fond  of  repeating,  with  strong  expres- 
sions of  approval,  the  answer  made  to 
Charles  VII.  of  France  by  a  Gascon  officer, 
who,  on  being  asked  by  that  monarch, 
whether  luiything  in  the  world  could  detach 
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of  war,  King  Francis  began  to  indulge  in 
aoother  ruling  passion,  wbich  possessed  him 
through  life  as  completely  as  inordinate  am- 
UttOQ  or  love  of  glory.  His  mistresses 
became  more  numerous  and  more  pernicious 
in  their  influence  than  were,  in  a  subsequent 
age,  those  of  his  successor,  Louis  XIV.  He 
bad  lately  added  to  the  list  the  beautiful 
Frangoise  de  Foix,  Countess  of  Chateaubri- 
ant,  who  reigned  over  his  volatile  heart  for 
the  moment  with  unbounded  sway.  From  a 
blinded  desire  to  promote  her  brother  Lau- 
treo»  and  from  personal  enmity  to  Bourbon, 
•he  instilled  into  the  King^s  mind  the  first 
•eeda  of  doubt  as  to  the  loyalty  of  his  pow- 
erful subject.  The  fair  favorite  represented 
that  Bourbon  was  courting  popularity  in  his 
goyemment  with  the  object  of  erecting  him- 
«  self  into  an  independent  sovereign,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  persuading  the  King  to  recall  an 
adequate  representative,  to  be  replaced  by 
an  incompetent  one.  Bourbon  obeyed  the 
royal  mandate,  and  returned  to  Paris,  in  a 
state  of  excited  disgust,  of  which  he  made 
DO  secret.  He  had  also  another  active  enemy, 
leldom  absent  from  the  court,  the  Admiral 
de  Bonnivety  whose  name  was  linked  with 
that  of  the  reigning  sultana  in  a  manner 
which  rendered  the  King  contemptible,  and 
his  mistress  utterly  depraved.  When  sus- 
pected by  her  royal  paramour,  sl^e  directed 
hit  suspicions  on  a  wrong  scent,  and  went  so 
far  as  to  insinuate  that  it  was  Bourbon,  and 
not  Bonnivet,  who  was  endeavoring  to  sup- 
plant him  in  her  affections.  In  a  few  years 
war  broke  out  again.  The  command  of  an 
army,  which,  in  his  capacity  of  constable, 
Bourbon  had  a  right  to  claim,  was  taken  from 
him  and  given  to  the  Duko  D'Alen^on,  a 
toldier  without  a  name,  and  no  pretensions 
beyond  the  accident  of  being  married  to  the 
King's  sister.-  It  is  difficult  to  trace  the 
progressive  effect  of  these  repeated  insults 
on  a  man  of  so  fiery  a  temperament  as 
Bourbon,  nor  can  we  calculate  exactly  when 
and  how  the  first  thought  of  withdrawing  his 
allegiance  from  France  dawned  upon  his 
mind  ;  but  it  is  quite  certain  that  he  endured 
many  heavy  wrongs  before  he  adopted  the 
course  which  darkened  his  reputation,  and 
has  sullied  the  fair  page  of  his  history. 

Soon  after  the  commencement  of  the  new 
war  with  the  Emperor  and  the  Pope  (1522), 
the  Milanese  was  invaded  by  the  confederate 
army,  and  wrested  from  France  more  speed- 
ily than  it  had  been  conquered.  The  utter 
incapacity  of  Lautrec,  either  in  military  or 
kj^slative  affairs,  led  directly  to  this  disaster. 
Had  Bourbon  still  commanded,  the  result 
VOK  XXIZ.    NO.  XL 


might  have  been  very  different.  He  would 
have  been  something  more  than  man  not  to 
have  rejoiced  at  the  failure  of  bis  successor. 
He  was  now  a  widower.  The  Kinj;r*8  mo- 
ther, Louise  of  Savoy,  Duchess  D'Angou- 
l^me,  under  the  pretext  of  a  family  claim, 
had  instituted  le^l  proceedings  against  him 
to  obtain  restitution  of  the  lar^e  property  he 
had  received  as  the  dowry  of  his  late  wife. 
The  attempt,  if  successful,  would  reduce  him 
from  bf  ing  the  richest  to  one  of  the  poorest 
noblemen  in  France.  But  this  abandoned 
woman  had  long  secretly  loved  the  Consta- 
ble, and  thought  by  these  means  to  mould 
him  to  her  wishes.  She  summoned  him  to 
Amboise,  and  in  the  course  of  their  confer- 
ence, offered  him  her  hand,  to  compromise 
the  law-suit  pending  between  them.  Bour- 
bon at  this  time  was  thirty-two,  and  Louise 
in  her  forty-seventh  year;  her  beauty  unim- 
paired, her  taste  for  gallantry  as  unrestrained 
as  ever.  The  Constable  rejected  her  offer 
with  haughty  contempt.  He  had  never 
ceased  to  remember  the  Princess  Marguerite. 
He  still  loved  the  daughter ;  the  passion  of 
the  mother  inspired  him  with  disgust.  From 
that  moment  he  added  another  and  most 
implacable  auxiliary  to  the  ranks  of  his  ene- 
mies. The  Duchess  determined  on  his  ruin, 
and  instigated  the  chancellor,  Du  Prat,  who 
was  entirely  subservient  to  her  authority,  to 
press  on  the  law-suit  with  unrelenting  acri- 
mony. It  was  easy  to  foresee  the  result.  A 
ffreat  portion  of  his  property  was  wrested 
from  him  by  an  unjust  award,  and  the  re- 
mainder was  threatened,  although  the  par- 
liament refused  to  ratify,  in  extenso,  the 
decree  of  the  inferior  court.  An  impetuous 
temper,  such  as  that  of  Bourbon,  was  not 
likely  to  remain  quiescent  under  these  reiter- 
ated injuries — this  unprovoked  system  of 
persecution.  He  expressed  his  feelings 
loudly  and  in  the  most  unguarded  language, 
sparing  neither  the  King  s  mother,  nor  the 
King  himself,  who  entirely  submitted  to  the 
arbitrary  caprice  of  a  bad  and  violent  woman. 
As  he  began  to  waver  in  his  thoughts  of 
allegiance  to  France,  the  tempter  appeared 
in  the  person  of  an  envoy  from  the  Emperor, 
with  direct  proposals  to  transfer  his  services 
on  stipulatea  terms.  Bourbon  listened,  tem- 
porized, and  yielded.  His  indignation  tri- 
umphed over  his  loyalty.  The  terms,  to 
which  Henry  VIII.  became  an  assenting 
party,  included  the  partition  of  France  be- 
tween Charles  and  Henry,  and  the  erection 
of  Provence  and  Dauphiny  into  an  indepen- 
dent kingdom  for  Bourbon  himself.  He  was 
also  to  receive  the  hand  of  the  Emperor's 
It 
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sister,  Eleonora,  the  widowed  Queen  of 
Portugal,  with  the  province  of  Beaujolois,  as 
her  dower.  Had  these  schemes  been  carried 
out,  the  state  of  Europe  would  have  been 
very  different  from  what  it  is  at  present. 
Bourbon  was,  if  possible,  worse  treated  than 
Coriolanus,  but  in  his  contemplated  revenge, 
he  thought  much  more  of  his  own  personal 
interest.* 

The  plot,  in  all  its  corj plicated  machinery, 
was  revealed  to  the  King  of  France,  who 
lost  the  opportunity  of  arresting  his  danger- 
ous subject  on  the  spot,  and  sutfered  him  to 
retire  from  the  court  to  his  country  residence 
at  Moulins.  Many  of  the  dearest  friends 
and  relations  of  Bourbon  crowded  round 
him,  admitted  his  wrongs,  reminded  him 
that  they  sprang  from  the  *'  love  to  hatred 
turned*'  of  a  vindictive  woman ;  that  the 
King,  if  left  to  his  own  impulses,  was  still 
well  disposed  towards  him  ;  and  that  it  was 
no  time  to  desert  his  native  land  when  the 
kingdom  was  threatened  with  invasion. 
Bourbon  listened  without  conviction,  and 
remained  firm  in  his  determination  to  for- 
swear allegiance  to  France.  "  I  have  not 
shaped  my  own  destiny,"  said  he ;  **  it  has 
been  hewn  out  for  me,  and  I  will  follow  it  to 
the  end."f  From  this  time  he  assnmed  for 
his  motto  the  Latin  sentence,  indicating  his 
position  and  future  fortune,  "  Spes  omnis  in 
ferro  sita  est.**  A  fine  portrait  of  him  was 
painted  by  Titian,  in  which  he  is  represented 
pointing  to  these  words  inscribed  on  his 
helmet.^ 

Francis  now  determined  to  possess  himself 
of  the  person  of  Bourbon,  but  he  feared  to 
make  the  attempt  in  the  Duke's  own  pro- 
vince, where  his  influence  was  paramount. 
He  therefore  determined  to  visit  him  pri- 
vately, and  sound,  if  possible,  his  real  inten- 
tions. The  Constable,  pretending  severe 
illness,  received  the  King  in  his  bed-cham- 
ber. The  interview  that  followed  was  a 
mere  fencing  match  of  reserve  and  duplicity. 
Each  stood  on  his  guard,  waiting  for  a  favor- 
able opening.  They  parted  as  they  met, 
with  mutual  distrust.  Bourbon  removed 
from  Moulins  to  his  Castle  of  Ohantelle,  for 
better  security  against  the  surprise  of  a  sud- 
den attack.  He  knew  not  at  what  moment 
the  blow  might  fall.  Soon  after  this  Lau- 
tree  forwar^d  to  the  King  unanswerable 
evidences  of  the  intended  treason  of  Bourbon. 

*  See  Brantome,  ThuaniUt  De  Bellaj. 

4  See  MisB  Pardoe*8  **  Court  and  Reign  of  Franois 
I,'*  vol.  L 

i  An  enrnving  from  this  portait  is  in  the  first 
volume  of  Mifls  Pardoe^s  work,  referred  to  above. 


Francis  immediately  despatched  an  expedi- 
tion to  seize  him  in  his  fortress,  proclaimed 
him  guilty  of  lezt-majesU,  confiscated  his 
possession  to  the  last  acre,  and  arrested 
many  of  his  confidential  friends.'  Bourbon 
seeing  that  resistance  against  the  superior 
forces  of  the  King  would  end  in  his  capture, 
disguised  himself  as  the  valet  of  his  own 
governor,  M.  de  Pomperant,  and  sought  re- 
fuge in  flight.  He  encountered  many  diffi- 
culties and  obstructions,  but  with  the  assist- 
ance of  a  small  body  of  gentlemen  devoted 
to  his  cause,  raised  a  troop  of  horsemen,  and 
after  a  delay  of  nearly  two  months,  escaped 
through  Germany  to  Mantua»  where  he 
found  himself  in  safety. 

The  friei^s  of  Bourbon,  who  had  been 
arrested  as  his  accomplices,  were  tried  for 
treason  before  the  high  parliament  of  Paris. 
The  court  rejected  the  charges,  regarding 
Bourbon  as  the  victim  of  private  malice, 
proceeding  from  the  King's  mother.  Nine- 
teen of  the  accused  effected  their  escape. 
Two  only  were  condemned  to  death,  the 
aged  Count  de  St.  Yallier  and  M.  de  Yau- 
guiron.  Neither  of  the  two  were  executed. 
The  latter,  first  reprieved,  and  finally  par- 
doned, was  saved  by  the  intercession  of 
powerful  friends.  The  life  of  the  former 
was  granted  to  the  prayers  of  his  daughter, 
the  beautiful  Diane  de  Poictiers,  who,  it  was 
currentlv  believed,  had  sacrificed  her  homn* 
to  prolong  the  days  of  her  parent.  Be  this 
as  it  may,  she  soon  became  another  of  the 
King's  avowed  mistresses.  The  great  and 
chivalrous  Francis  I.,  the  accomplished 
knight,  the  liberal  patron  of  learning,  the 
enlightened  monarch,  stripped  of  his  outward 
tinsel,  appears,  in  reality,  a  constitutional 
libertine,  devoid  of  feeling,  consideration,  or 
remorse,  entirely  governed  by  his  capricious 
tastes,  and  a  slave  to  his  sensual  appetites. 

In  an  interval  of  sound  judgment,  when 
not  biassed  by  the  presence  of  his  mother, 
whose  influence  was  generally  exerted  for 
evil  purposes — looking  steadily  on  the 
dangers  by  which  France  was  surrounded, 
the  King  repented  that  he  had  driven  from 
his  side  the  strongest  bulwark  of  his  throne, 
the  most  popult^  and  wealthiest  noble  in  the 
land,  and  the  ablest  soldier  in  his  numerous 
ranks.  He  privately  despatched  a  confi- 
dential gentleman  of  his  household,  to  offer 
Bourbon  a  free  pardon,  and  the  restitution 
of  his  estates,  pensions,  and  honors,  if  he 
would  return  to  his  allegiance.  Bourbon 
demanded  immunity  for  all  his  friends.  "I 
am  only  authorized  to  treat  with  yourself," 
was  the  reply.     ''In  that  case,"  rejoined 
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the  Constable,  **  our  interview  need  not  be 
prolonged  ;*'  and  thus  was  severed  the  last 
tie  which  bound  him  to  his  own  country.* 

The  cold  and  calculating  Emperor,  find- 
ing the  influence  of  his  new  adherent  less 
than  he  expected,  and   that,  instead  of  a 
powerful   prince,  with   half  France   at  his 
back,  he  had  gained  only  an  impoverished 
exile,  with  nothing  but  his  sword  and  his 
name,  sought  now  to  draw  back  from  the 
splendid  promises  by  which  he  had  seduced 
him.     He  withheld  the  hand  of  his  sister, 
and  even  hesitated  to  give  him  employment 
until  impelled  to  do  so  by  the  want  of  his 
abililies.     Expediency  rather  than  inclination 
obtained  for  Bourbon,  after  some  delay,  the 
command  of  the  Imperial   army  in   Italy. 
Pescara,  a  general  of  first-rate  talents,  was 
associated  with  him ;  but  he  was  jealous  of 
the  Constable,  and  their  combinations,  from 
this    cause,   lacked    the  perfect  unanimity 
which  conducts  the  great  operations  of  war 
to  great  results.     Nevertheless,  their  cam- 
paign was  successful  on  every  point.     The 
French  army  was  led  by  the  Admiral  Bon- 
nivet,  the   bitter  personal  enemy,  and  for- 
merly the  vassal  of  Bourbon.     He  had  no- 
thing to  recommend  him  for  this  ^high  post, 
but  the  favor  of  the  Duchess  Louise  de  Sa- 
voie,  a  remarkably  handsome  person,  and 
feckless  courage — the  lowest  qualification  of 
«  general -in-chief.     It  soon  became  apparent 
that  he  was  no  match  for  his  opponents, 
although  seconded  by  the  long- tried  experi- 
ence, the  skill,  and  valor  of  Bayard.     The 
defeat  of  Romagnano  deprived  France  of  the 
matchless   chevalier.      While   covering   the 
retreat,  he  received  a  mortal  wound  by  a 
citone-shot,  discharged  from  an  arquebuss, 
'which  struck  him  across  the  loins,  and  broke 
the  vertebrse  of  his  back.     He  felt  that  he 
was  dying,  caused  himself  to  be  helped  off 
Ilia  horse  and  placed  at  the  foot  of  a  tree, 
••  that  at  leafct,"  said  he,  "  I  may  die  with 
Uy  face  towards  the  enemy."     Bourbon  and 
Pescara,  leading  the  pursuit,  rode  up  at  this 
moment.     The  Duke  dismounted,  removed 
Ilia  helmet,  and  bent  bareheaded  over  his  old 
friend   and   companion   in   many  desperate 
conflicts.      "Alas!    Bayard,"   cried   he,   in 
tones  of  unfei||ped  grief,  **  how  shocked  and 
eonfounded  I  am  to  see  you,  whom  I  have 
always  loved  and  honored,  expiring  in  such 
agony  before  my  eyes."     Bayard,  making  an 
effort  to  recover  strength,  raised   himself, 
leaned  forward  to  the  Constable,  and  said, 
in  a  firm  tone  of  voice,  **  My  Lord  of  Bour- 


bon, I  desire  no  pity  at  your  hands  ;  keep  it 
for  yourself,  who  are  fighting  against  your 
faith,  your  allegiance,  and  your  sovereign, 
while  I  am  dymg  for  my  sovereign,  my 
allegiance,  and  my  faith."*  Bourbon  replied 
no  more,  but  turned  away  in  silence.  How- 
ever conscience-stricken  may  have  been  his 
thoughts,  they  found  no  utterance  at  his 
lips.  Perhaps  he  would  then  and  there 
gladly  have  exchanged  conditions  with  the 
unsullied  warrior  and  patriot  who  lay  before 
him.  History  can  find  no  speck  on  the  cha- 
racter of  Bayard.  He  presents  a  perfect 
specimen  of  modern  chivalry ;  a  noble 
soldier,  who  may  be  set  forward  as  a  selected 
exemplar,  a  true  type  of  the  military  profes- 
sion in  its  most  exalted  grade.  It  was  said 
of  him,  by  his  contemporaries,  that  ho  as- 
saulted like  a  greyhound,  defended  himself 
like  a  lion,  and  retreated  like  a  wolf,  who 
always  retires  from  his  pursuers  with  his 
face  towards  them.  His  device  was  a  por- 
cupine, with  the  motto,  "  Vires  arjnninis  unuit 
habet**  ('*  One  man  may  concentrate  in  him- 
self the  force  of  a  whole  troop").  This  was 
given  to  him  in  commemoration  of  an  exploit 
in  whioh  he  singly  defended  a  bridge  against 
two  hundred  Spaniards — a  feat  of  prowess 
rivalling  that  of  Horatius  Codes  against  the 
army  of  Porsenna. 

The  continence  and  generosity  of  Bayard 
have  been  immortalized  in  the  Spectator. 
They  are  the  favorite  themes  of  every  his- 
torian of  his  time.  Being  asked  one  day, 
what  was  the  best  legacy  a  father  could 
leave  to  his  children,  he  replied,  ^'La  vertu 
et.  la  soffesse,  qui  ne  craignent  ni  pluie,  ni 
vent,  ni  tempHe,  ni  force  d'homme**  ("  Valor 
and  virtue,  which  fear  neither  rain,  nor 
storm,  nor  tempest,  nor  the  strength  of 
man'').  Bayard  was  taken  prisoner  at 
Guinegate,  and  very  courteously  treated  by 
Henry  VIII.,  who,  struck  by  admiration  of 
his  character,  proposed  to  him  to  enter  his 
service.  **  Sire,"  answered  he,  "  I  have 
already  ft  wo  masters,  God  and  my  own 
prince  ;  I  will  never  serve  any  other."  His 
loyalty  to  king  and  country  was  more  inter- 
woven with  his  nature  than  that  of  Bourbon  ; 
but  let  it  be  remembered  that  he  had  never 
received  the  same  bitter  wrongs  in  the  same 
exalted  rank. 

Bonnivet  evacuated  Italy,  and  retreated  in 
confusion  across  the  frontiers,  closely  pur- 
sued by  the  Imperial  generals.  Bourbon 
pressed  urgently  a  vigorous  invasion  of 
France,  and  proposed  a  bold  march  into  the 


*  See  Gaiociardini,  Brantome,  and  De  Bellay.       | 


*  See  <*Histoire  du  Chev.  de  Bayard." 
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centre  of  the  kingdom.     Pescara  refused  to 
cooperate,  alledging  that  their  means  were 
inadequate  to  so  great  an  undertaking;  but 
when   be   found   that  Provence  submitted 
almost  without  resistance  to  the  name  and 
influence  of  the  Constable,  he  consented  to 
assist  in  the  siege  of  Mrirseilles.    The  defence 
proving  more  obstinate  than  was  expected, 
Pescara  drew  off  his  army,  and  Bourbon  was 
compelled  to  abandon  an  enterprise  which 
certainly  would  have  succeeded,  had  they 
persevered  and  acted  with  mutual  cordiality. 
The  troops  of  the  Emperor,  always  badly 
paid,  and  worse  supplied,  began  to  murmur 
at  their  arrears,  became  mutinous,  and  left 
their  ranks  to  plunder.    The  French  king, 
roused  by  the  frowning  aspect  of  his  affairs, 
levied  a  large  army,  took  the  field  in  person, 
and  determmed  to  make  a  gigantic  effort  for 
the   recovery   of    the  Milanese.      Bourbon 
pawned   his  jewels  to    pay  his   men,  and 
hastening  into  Germany,  levied  a  corps  of 
twelve  thousand  lansquenets,  with  whom  he 
speedily  returned,  and  disciplined  them  into 
efficient  soldiers.    Francis  laid  siege  to  Pavia, 
which  fortress  was  most  gallantly  defended 
by  Antonio  da  Leyva,  a  brave  and  skilful 
offiicer;  but  being  at  last  reduced  to  great 
extremity,  Bourbon  and  Pescara,  joined  by 
Lannoy,  Viceroy  of  Naples,  resolved  to  at- 
tempt   its   relief,  although   thoir  combined 
forces  were   much  inferior  in  number  and 
quality   to   the   gallant    armament   of    the 
French,  which  coinprised  all  that  was  noble, 
knightly,  and  distinguished  in  the  kingdom, 
fighting  under  the  eye  of  their  monarch,  and 
burning  to  achieve  another  victory  to  parallel 
with  that  of  Marignano.     But  they  were  still 
commanded  by  the  incapable  Bonnivet,  whose 
fatal  measures  foreboded  nothing  but  disas- 
ter.     The  Imperial    army,  as  usual,   were 
without  pay  or  provisions,  and  a  battle  had 
become  necessary  to  their  very  existence. 
But  when  they  approached  the  enemy's  po- 
sition, and  saw  how  formidably  he  was  in- 
trenched, they  hesitated  to  attack  under  such 
disadvantageous  circumstances.     Every  pru- 
dential motive  called  on  the  French  to  delay 
a  battle,  and  wait  the  certain  result  of  time 
and  famine.     But  Francis  had  rashly  sworn 
that  he  would  take  Pavia,  or  perish  in  the 
attempt.     Yielding  to  his  mistaken  sense  of 
honor,  his  impetuous  courage,  and  the  advice 
of  evil  counsellors,  he  came  forth  from  his 
lines,  and  offered  his  adversaries  the  chance 
they  could  scarcely  have  compelled — ^a  fair 
combat  in  the  open  field.    The  two  armies 
engaged  with  a  desperate  determination  to 
wm  on  either  side.    But  the  superior  skill  of 


Bourbon  and  Pescara  prevailed  over  the 
most  heroic  efforts  of  ill-directed  French 
valor,  and  obtained  for  them  one  of  the  moat 
signal  victories  recorded  in  the  annals  of  his- 
tory. The  success  was  noaterially  indebted 
to  a  charge  by  the  Spanish  cavalry  of  Pes- 
cara, mingled  with  chosen  companies  of 
heavy  armed  musqueteers — a  mode  of  at- 
tack hitherto  unpractised  in  modem  warfare, 
but  afterwards  adopted  as  a  general  princi- 
ple, and  always  with  irresistible  result,  by 
the  Admiral  Coligni,  the  Marquis  of  Mon- 
trose, Henry  IV.  of  France,  Gustavos 
Adolphus,  and  Turenne.*  Da  Leyva,  too, 
seizing  the  critical  moment,  sallied  with  his 
garrison  from  Pavia,  made  a  furious  assault^ 
upon  the  rear  of  the  French,  and  completed 
their  confusion.  Mere  courage  could  effect 
nothing  against  such  well -concerted  man- 
oeuvres. 

Ten  thousand  gallant  Frenchmen  fell  on 
that  fatal  day,  while  the  loss  of  the  Imperial- 
ists was  trifling  in  comparison.  Francis,  af- 
ter performing  prodigies  of  valor,  and  killinff 
seven  men  with  his  own  hand,  was  compelled 
to  surrender  himself  a  prisoner.  Severely 
wounded,  unhorsed,  surrounded,  and  on  the 
point  of  being  cut  down  by  numbers,  he  was 
rescued  by  Monsieur  de  Pomperant,  the 
friend  and  confidant  of  the  ex-constable,  who 
galloped  up,  and  throwing  himself  at  his  feet, 
entreated  him  not  to  sacrifice  his  life  by  a 
fruitless  resistance.  "  To  whom  can  I  re- 
sign my  sword  ?"  said  the  unfortunate  mon- 
arch. *'  The  Duke  de  Bourbon  is  close  at 
hand,  sire,"  murmured  Pomperant,  with  some 
reluctance.  *'  Never,*'  replied  the  King. 
"  This  sword  is  that  of  Francis  of  France.  I 
would  die  a  thousand  deaths  rather  than  sur- 
render it  to  a  traitor.  Conduct  me  to  the 
Viceroy  of  Naples — to  him  I  may  deliver  it 
without  shame."  Around  the  person  of  the 
king  lay,  stiff  in  death,  many  of  the  highest 
nobility,  the  bravest  warriors  of  France, 
while  many  more  were  made  captives  with 
him.  The  Duke  d'Alengon,  the  contempti- 
ble husband  of  Marguerite  de  Valois,  alone 
disgraced  himself,  by  seeking  safety  in  flight 
He  might  have  retrieved  the  day,  or  at  least 
have  rescued  the  king,  by  a  timely  and  vigor- 
ous charge  with  the  reserve,  but  he  turned 
his  face  in  an  opposite  direction,  and  lost 

*  Some  historians  say  that  to  Antonio  da  Leyva, 
and  not  Pescara,  is  due  the  merit  of  intermingiiiig 
the  infantry  with  cavalry  at  Pavia.  It  iB^  perhaps 
needless  to  remind  our  readers  that  the  formatioia. 
was  invented  by  Epaminondae^  at  Mantinea.  See 
a  dissertation  en  this  subject  in  Folard's  Ck>mment 
aries,  vol.  iv. 
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alike  his  cbaracter  and  his  opportunity.  His 
high-souled  wife  spurned  him  from  her  pre- 
sence, and  demanded  her  brother  at  his 
hands.  In  a  month  D'AleuQon  was  dead, 
and  slept  in  a  dishonored  grave,  when  he 
might  have  chosen  a  glorious  one.  Bonni- 
vet  had  fallen  at  his  post,  a  brave  soldier, 
although  a  defective  general.  Bourbon 
sought  him  through  the  field,  burning  for  a 
personal  encounter  with  his  mortal  enemy. 
When  he  gazed  on  his  lifeless  body,  covered 
with  wounds,  he  exclaimed,  with  mingled 
fselings  of  bitterness  and  compassion,  "  Mis- 
erable man !  it  is  to  you  that  both  France 
and  myself  are  indebted  for  our  ruin." 

This  decisive  victory,  and  the  captivity  of 
Francis,  spread  dismay  throughout  Europe. 
The  power  of  Charles  V.  had  no  longer  an 
opposing  check.  The  French  army  was  an- 
nihilated;  Milan  was  immediately  abandoned, 
and  in  a  few  weeks  not  a  Frenchman  re- 
muned  in  Italy. 

By  the  success  of  Pa  via  and  its  important 
consequences,  fortune  seemed  to  make  more 
than  full  atonement  to  Bourbon  for  her  for- 
mer fickleness.    Had  he  then  asked  himself, 
with  Zanga,  "How  stands  the  great  account 
Wizt  me  and  vengeance  ?"  he  would  have 
found  the  scale  inclininc^  in  his  favor  beyond 
all  reasonable  calculation,  and  might  have 
dedicated  a  temple  to  Nemesis  in  token  of 
gratitude.    To  all  outward  appearance  his 
star  was  high  in  the  ascendant.     He  had 
Mined  a  great  battle,  which  placed  him  in 
tne  first  rank  of  first-rate  generals ;  he  had 
broken  the  power  of  France,  and  seemed  to 
liold  her  destiny  in  his  hands ;  the  king  who 
had  wronged  him  was  a  vanquished  prisoner ; 
tbe  minion  who  had  supplanted  him  was  cold 
in  death ;  the  only  woman  he  had  ever  truly 
lored  was  a  widow,  and  within  two  months  the 
impatience  of  the  captive  monarch  submitted 
to  the  reluctant  conditions,  that  he  should 
reeeive  her  hand,  with  the  restitution  of  his 
forfeited  honors  and    estates.      Successful 
tieason  was  never  before  so  perfectly  tri- 
umphant.    But  even  then  the  worm  that 
never  dies  was  gnawing  at  his  heart ;  the 
deapotic  influence  of  opinion  was  withering 
lua  laurels  while  they  clustered  most  thickly 
on  bis  brow,  and  within  the  flowing  plumes 
of  his  helmet  the  grim  skeleton  sat,  dart  In 
hand,   already  preparing  the  blow  which, 
within  the  short  space  of  two  years,  pros- 
trated his  ambitious  hopes,  and  closed  for 
ever  his  stormy  career.    The  moral  is  pro- 
found, the  application  salutary,  and  the  les- 
ion invaluable.     De  Lannoy,  the  Viceroy  of 
Naples,  more  cunning  in  diplomacy  than 


effective  in  battle,  conducted  Francis  to 
Madrid,  with  the  view  of  making  his  own  ad- 
vantage with  the  Emperor,  to  the  exclusion 
of  the  superior  claims  of  Bourbon  and  Pcscara. 
Bourbon  hastened  after  him  to  look  after  his 
own  interests,  and  in  the  presence  of  Charles, 
loudly  taxed  De  Lannoy  with  treachery  and 
cowardice.  Pescara  did  the  same  by  letter, 
and  offered  to  prove  his  allegations  in  personal 
combat.  The  Emperor  received  Bourbon  with 
the  external  show  of  deference,  but  with  in- 
ward dislike.  The  proud  Spanish  nobles  shrank 
from  his  contact,  and  extended  to  him  no 
hands  of  fellowship.  They  stood  aloof,  and 
made  no  secret  of  their  personal  contempt. 
Robertson,  following  Guicciardini,  says  : — 

*^  Notwithstanding  his  great  and  important  ser- 
vicefl,  they  shnnned  nil  intercourse  with  him  to 
such  a  des^ree,  that  Charles,  having  desired  the 
Marquis  de  Villana  to  permit  Bourbon  to  reside 
in  his  palace  while  :he  court  remained  at  Toledo, 
he  politely  replied, '  that  he  could  not  refuse  m- 
tifying  his  sovereign  in  that  request,*  but  added, 
with  a  Castllian  dignity  of  mind,  Mhat  the  Em- 
peror must  not  be  surprised,  if  the  moment  the 
Constable  departed,  he  should  bum  to  the  grouud 
a  house  which,  having  been  polluted  by  the  pre- 
sence of  a  traitor,  became  an  untit  habitation  for 
a  man  uf  honor.'  "♦ 

This  speech  appears  to  have  suggested  to 
Sir  Walter  Scott  the  answer  of  the  stem  lord 
of  Tantallon  to  the  double-dealing  Marmion, 
when,  under  something  like  similar  circum- 
stances, he  offered  him  his  hand  at  parting, 
having  been  his  imposed  guest  by  the  king  s 
command — 

^  My  manor,  halls,  and  bowers,  shall  still 
Be  open  at  my  Sovereign's  will, 
To  each  one  whom  he  lists,  howe'er 
Unmeet  to  be  the  owner's  peer. 
My  castless  are  my  king's  alone, 
From  turret  to  foundation  stone  ; 
The  hand  of  Douglas  is  his  own, 
And  never  shall,  in  friendly  grasp, 
The  hand  of  such  as  Marmion  clasp."f 

A  noble  and  sensitive  nature,  like  that  of 
Bourbon,  notwithstanding  his  fall,  must  have 
felt  keenly  the  taunts  he  was  compelled  to 
endure ;  and  still  more  acutely  the  overacted 
courtesy  of  King  Francis,  to  whose  presence 
he  was  occasionally  admitted,  and  the  stu- 
died reserve  of  the  Princess  Marguerite,  then 
at  Madrid,  with  whom  he  had  a  confidential 
communication  on  political  points,  but  in 
which  old  memories  and  associations  were 
neither  revived  nor  alluded  to.     Time  rolled 


*See  Rohertson's  Charles  Y.,  v.  IL  b.  4. 
t  Marmion,  Canto  vL 
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on.  Francis  obtained  his  liberty  by  submit- 
ting to  terms  which  he  repudiated,  as  wrung 
from  him  by  compulsion,  the  moment  he  set 
foot  on  his  own  soil.  Pescara  having  been 
tempted  into  wavering  allegiance,  died  sud- 
denly, not  without  suspicion  of  being  poison- 
ed. Bourbon  thus  became  more  necessary 
than  ever  to  the  Emperor,  who,  glad  to  get 
rid  of  his  presence,  and  to  retain  his  services, 
sent  him  oack  to  Italy  in  supreme  command, 
with  a  promise  of  the  investiture  of  Milan  as 
the  reward  of  success.  But  he  supplied  no 
funds  either  to  feed  or  supply  the  army,  who 
were  authorized  to  plunder  the  unfortunate 
Italians,  and  to  live  at  free  quarters  wherev- 
er they  could  obtain  them.  Bourbon  felt 
that  he  was  thus  reduced  to  a  captain  of 
banditti  on  a  large  scale,  but  he  had  no  al- 
ternative. When  he  entered  Milan  the  ma- 
gistrates and  principal  cities  loudly  entreated 
his  mercy,  and  assured  him  that  their  re- 
sources were  exhausted.  The  situation  of 
Bourbon  imposed  on  him  acts  of  violence 
extremely  repulsive  to  his  natural  character, 
which  was  generous  and  humane.  He  pro- 
mised to  withdraw  and  encamp  beyond  the 
walls,  if  the  inhabitants  would  raise  among 
themselves  a  sum  sufficient  to  defray  the  ar- 
rears of  pay  due  to  his  troops.  They  had 
already  suffered  from  bad  faith,  and  placed 
no  confidence  in  his  assurances.  Some  au- 
thorities have  stated,  that  he  then  voluntarily 
called  Heaven  to  witness  that  if  he  broke  his 
pledged  word,  he  wished  that  the  first  shot 
fired  at  the  next  battle  in  which  he  was  en- 
gaged might  end  his  li^e.  He  falsified  his 
promise,  and  his  death  before  the  walls  of 
Koroe  has  been  quoted  as  a  judgment.  But 
it  appears  more  likely  that  tlie  anecdote  was 
the  child  of  the  catastrophe,  and  may  be 
classed  with  the  popular  traditions  which  tell 
as  that  the  cunning  Athenian  artist,  Penllus, 
was  the  first  victim  of  the  brazen  bull  he 
presented  to  Phalaris ;  that  Dr.  Joseph  Ig- 
natius Guillotin,  who  died  in  peaceful  retire- 
ment in  1814,  was  the  first  victim  of  the  hu- 
mane invention  which  bears  his  name  ;  and 
that  Dean  Swift  was  the  first  inmate  of  the 
lunatic  hospital  he  endowed  with  his  fortune, 
but  which  was  not  erected  until  several  years 
after  his  death.  How  many,  or  rather  how 
few,  of  these  ingenious  coincidences  are 
founded  in  fact  is  a  puzzling  question,  to  be 
decided  as  the  organ  of  credulity  or  unbe- 
lief predominates  in  the  development  of  the 
reader. 

The  army  of  Bourbon,  driven  to  extremity 

by  want  of  everything,  and  seeing  no  pros- 

pect  of  pay  or  further  plunder,  mutmied. 


By  great  address,  and  the  influence  of  their 
attachment  to  his  person,  he  restored  them 
to  discipline  and  obedience,  and  feeling  the 
necessity  of  striking  a  blow  while  there  was 
yet  time,  resolved  on  an  enterprise  which  has 
few  parallels,  either  for  the  boldness  with 
which  it  was  conceived,  or  the  unscrapulous 
disregard  of  all  the  laws  of  civilized  war, 
with  which  it  was  carried  into  execution.  He 
announced  to  his  soldiers  that  he  would 
lead  them  to  the  attack  and  pillage  of  Rome, 
and  place  at  their  disposal  the  treasures  of 
the  richest  city  in  the  world.  They  follow* 
ed  him  with  alacrity.  In  the  depth  of  winter 
he  began  his  march  with  a  large  and  motley 
force,  but  without  money,  magazines,  artille- 
ry, or  field  equipage.  The  inhabitants  of 
northern  Italy  gazed  in  terror  as  he  passed 
along.  The  garrisons  of  the  different  for- 
tresses manned  their  ramparts,  and  watched 
anxiously  his  onward  progress,  marked  by  a 
track  of  desolation,  portentous  as  the  tail  of 
a  comet,  on  the  line  he  had  taken,  Bourbon 
accompanied  his  men  on  foot,  sharing  their 
coarse  food,  enduring  all  their  privations,  and 
even  joining  in  their  camp  ballads,  in  which 
they  jeered  his  poverty,  eulogized  his  valor, 
and  expressed  their  confidence  in  his  fortunes. 
The  burden  of  their  favorite  song  consisted 
of  two  Spanish  lines,  which  may  be  thus 
translated — 

**  We  are  as  good  gentlemen  as  you, 
And  quite  as  rich,  without  a  sous." 

On  the  evening  of  the  5th  of  May,  1527, 
he  encamped  on  the  plains  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  Rome,  and  having  inflamed  the  pas- 
sions of  his  soldiers,  by  pointing  out  to  tnem 
the  palaces  and  churches  mto  which  the 
riches  of  Europe  had  flowed  for  many  cen- 
turies, early  on  the  following  morning  he  led 
them  to  the  attack  of  the  Eternal  City.  To 
render  himself  more  conspicuous,  both  to 
friends  and  enemies,  he  wore  a  surcoat  of 
white  tissue  over  his  armor,  and,  well  know- 
ing the  force  of  example,  planted  the  first 
ladder  with  his  own  hands.  He  was  deter- 
mined to  distinguish  that  day  either  by  his 
death,  or  by  a  success  which  should  resound 
through  the  nations  of  the  world.  His  foot 
had  scarcely  reached  the  third  round  of  the 
ladder,  when  he  was  struck  mortally  by  the 
ball  of  a  retreating  sentinel  (who  fired  at  ran- 
dom), and  fell  to  the  ground.  He  called  on 
one  of  his  attendant  squires,  Louis  Combald, 
to  cover  his  body  with  a  cloak,  that  the  sol- 
diers might  not  be  discouraged  by  the  news 
of  his  death,  and  expired  in  a  few  moments, 
with  their  shouts  of  victory  ringing  in  bis 
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ears.  No  time  was  granted  him  *for  repent- 
ance, even  if  his  thoughts  turned  that  way  ; 
no  friendly  hand  proffered  the  offices  of  reli* 
gion,  even  if  his  agony  of  mind  and  body 
permitted  him  to  require  them.  He  fell  with 
courage  worthy  of  h  better  cause,  and  in  the 
exercise  of  military  abilities  which  would 
have  placed  him  high  in  the  temple  of  fame, 
had  they  been  employed  in  the  service  of  his 
oountry,  and  not  at  the  head  of  her  enemies. 
Take  him  for  all  in  all  he  was  a  mighty, 
though  an  erring  spirit ;  perverted  from  the 
true  course  of  honor  by  circumstances  he  nei- 
ther sought  nor  created,  and  driven  into  a 
career  which  carried  itsown  punishment  at  the 
moment  of  the  greatest  apparent  triumph. 

Benvenuto  Cellini,  in  his  eccentric  autobi- 
ography, claims  the  merit  of  having  ghot  the 
Duke  de  Bourbon  with  his  own  hand,  but 
nobody  believes  him.     He  says : — 

**  Levelling  my  arquebuss,  I  discharged  it  with 
ddiberate  aim  at  a  person  who  seemed  to  be  lifted 
above  the  rest,  but  the  mist  prevented  me  distin- 
guishing whether  he  was  on  horseback  or  on  foot. 
Then,  turning  suddenly  about  to  Alessandro  and 
Cecchino,  I  bid  them  fire  off  their  pieces,  and 
showed  them  how  to  escape  every  shot  of  the  be- 
siegers. Having  accordingly  fired  twice  for  the 
enemy's  once,  I  cautiously  approached  the  walls, 
and  perceived  that  there  was  an  extraordinary 
confusion  among  the  assailants,  occasioned  by  our 
having  shot  the  Duke  de  Bourbon.  He  wass  as  I 
understood  afterwards,  that  chief  personage  whom 
I  saw  raised  above  the  rest." — Vol.  i.  p.  120. 

The  memoirs  of  Cellini  are  full  of  marvels ; 
a  tissue  of  improbable  adventures,  in  the 
style  of  those  of  the  renowned  Baron  Mun- 
chausen. He  was  skilful  with  chisel  and 
graver,  unequalled  in  the  moulding  of  silver 
and  ffold,  almost  as  cunning  in  his  art  as 
TubaT-cain,  the  first  instructor  of  every  one 
who  wrought  in  brass  and  iron ;  but  he 
dreamed  strange  fantasies,  and  wrote  them 
down  as  truth. 

Many  pens  have  described  with  harrowing 
ek)quence  the  horrors  which  ensued  on  the 
capture  of  Rome  by  the  army  of  Bourbon. 
Men  of  various  nations,  mercenary  traders  in 
human  life,  who  sold  their  services  for  hire, 
unrestrained  by  discipline,  infuriated  by  the 
loss  of  their  commander,  and  prompted  by 
the  thirst  of  rapine,  were  let  loose  on  the  de- 
voted city ;  nor  did  their  outrages  cease,  as 
is  commonly  the  case,  when  the  first  fury  of 
the  storm  was  over,  and  temporary  excite- 
ment was  glutted  to  satiety.  For  many 
months  the  helpless  inhabitants,  without  dis- 
tinction of  age,  rank,  or  sex,  were  plundered, 
outraged,  and  murdered.     Pope  Clement 


YIL,  who  had  taken  refuge  in  the  Castle  of 
St.  Angelo,  was  obliged  to  surrender  at  dis- 
cretion, and  was  treated  little  better  than  a 
common  malefactor.    Priests  were  torn  from 
the  altar,  and  virgins  suffered  violation  in  the 
arms  of  their  mothers.     The  booty  in  ready 
money  exceeded  one  million  of  ducats,  and 
that  large  sum  was  more  than  doubled  by 
ransoms  and  confiscations.     The  systematic, 
organized  barbarism  exceeded  all  that  had 
been  inflicted  in  earlier  ages  by  the  hordes  of 
Alaric,  Genseric,  or  Odoacer.     The  excesses 
of  an  army  professing  Christianity,  subjects 
of  a  Catholic  monarch,  in  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury, and  in  the  acknowledged  capital  of  the 
Christian  world,  have  left  m  the  shade  the 
cruelties  perpetrated  in  the  ages  of  ignorance 
by  heathen  Huns,  Goths,  and  Vandals.     To 
match  their  unbridled  license,  to  equal  their 
proceedings  in  atrocity,  we  roust  trace  down 
the  pages  of  modem  history,  until  we  arrive, 
a  hundred  years  later,  at  the  dark  chapter 
which  describes  the  sacking  of  Magdeburg 
by  the  remorseless  Tilly.     War,  the  great 
safety-valve,  but  at  the  same  time  the  heavi- 
est scourge  of  society,  has  never  been  exer- 
cised in  all  its  gloomy  terrors  without  a  re- 
deeming ray  of  heroism,  so  completely  as  in 
these  two  memorable  instances.     A  thirst  for 
plunder,  the  worst  of  all  human  passions — 
the  cupidity  or  exigence  of  the  brigand,  and 
not  the  martial  spirit  of  the  soldier — was  in 
either  case  the  exciting  cause. 

Bourbon  had  only  attained  his  thirty-eighth 
year,  when  he  fell,  as  described,  before  the 
walls  of  Rome.  At  the  same  age  died  Gus- 
tavus  of  Svi{|den,  on  the  plains  of  Lutzen. 
But  the  latter  perished  in  a  bright  field  of 
glory,  in  a  just  cause,  and  with  an  unblem- 
ished reputation. 

We  have  endeavored  to  brinsr  under  one 
view  all  that  credible  authority  has  disclosed 
with  regard  to  two  eminent  personages,  whose 
lives  and  characters  suggest  points  of  strong 
comparison.  The  modem  presents  a  dupli- 
cate of  the  ancient,  under  very  similar  cir- 
cumstances. Whatever  may  be  the  influence 
of  times  and  manners  in  moulding  the  actions 
of  men,  the  general  features  of  human  nature 
will  always  be  found  to  be  the  same.  In  one 
respect,  Coriolanus  stands  above  Bourbon. 
He  almost  redeemed  his  disloyalty  to  hia 
country,  by  pausing  in  the  hour  of  triumph, 
and  yielding  up  public  resentment  to  natural 
affection.  Bourbon  suffered  no  touch  of 
feeling  to  interfere  with  his  steady  march  of 
vengeance,  on  which  he  was  permitted  for  a 
time  to  advance  with  destructive  power.  The 
wrongs  of  Coriolanus  wete  m^x^  «\0m»:»*^*" 
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public  wrongs.  He  was  driven  into  banish- 
ment by  the  voice  of  the  majority.  His  coun- 
trymen repudiated  him ;  he  was  disfran- 
chised, and  became,  by  their  own  act,  a  free 
citizen  of  the  world.  The  wrongs  of  Bour- 
bon were  private  wrongs,  the  more  stinging, 
perhaps,  inasmuch  as  they  arose  from  per- 
sonal enmity,  jealousy.and  ingratitude.  Rome 
was  the  enemy  of  Coriolanus.  The  King,  his 
mother,  and  Bonnivet,  not  France,  were  the 
enemies  of  Bourbon.  Coriolanus  relented 
under  abject  supplications.  It  does  not  ap- 
pear that  Bourbon  was  ever  cordially  invited 
to  return,  that  the  offers  of  the  King  to  rein- 
state him  were  sincere,  or  that  he  ever  wa- 
vered in  his  schemes  of  retaliation.  On  the 
whole,  the  conduct  of  Coriolanus  was  more 
defensible,  on  broad  grounds,  and  the  close 
of  his  life  more  consistent  with  the  elevation 
of  his  character.     Coriolanus  sought  to  pun- 


ish Rome,  rather  than  to  exalt  himself.  Bour- 
bon hoped  to  find  a  throne  in  the  dismem- 
berment of  the  French  monarchy.  Theveo- 
geance  of  Coriolanus  was  lofty  and  unselfish. 
That  of  Bourboo  was  never  separated  from 
personal  ambition.  We  can  justify  neither 
entirely,  while  we  may  pity  and  palliate  the 
conduct  of  both.  It  is  more  easy  to  find  ex- 
cuses for  Bourbon  than  for  either  BernadoUe 
or  Moreau,  who,  in  our  own  days,  appeared 
in  arms  against  their  native  country,  and  as- 
sisted to  strangle  her  when  already  gasping 
beneath  the  pressure  of  confederated  Europe. 
They  sought  to  overthrow  an  ancient  rind 
who  had  gone  beyond  them,  without  caring 
much  by  what  means  the  object  was  accom- 
plished ;  and  the  chances  are,  that  neither 
would  have  objected  to  fill  his  seat  had  the 
opportunity  presented  itself. 

J.  W.  C, 


»»< 


From   the   Edinburgh   Review  for   April. 


MEMOIRS    OF   THE   RESTORATION.* 


Monsieur  de  Chateaubriand  has  some- 
where  observed   that   the   Government    of 
Louis  XVIII.  was   the  best  resting-place  of 
France  on  the  declivity  of  revolutions.     The 
force  of  this  remark  is  increas^  by  the  im- 
partiality of  advancing  time,  and  the  experi- 
ence  of  more  deplorable   vicissitudes.     At 
the  present  moment  especiM^,   when  the 
condition  of  that  great  nation  is  such  that  we 
are  more  disposed  to  avert  our  eyes  from  its 
▼oluntarv  servitude  than  to  commemorate 
and  applaud  its  sacrifices  for  freedom,  the 
fifteen  years  of  the  Restoration  deserve  to 
be  remembered  as  an  era  of  extraordinary 
promise ;  and  we  the  more  lament  the  bigotry 
and  the  follies  which  hurried  it  to  a  grievous 
and  early  termination.     The  Government  of 
the  French  Restoration  combined  the  varied 
and  abundant  talents  of  more  than  one  age. 
Amongst  its  elder  servants  and  advisers,  the 
lofty  traditions,  the  great  names,  and  the  re- 
fined manners  of  the  old  French  Court  were 
not  yet  extinct,  for  the  Due  de  Richelieu  and 
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the  Due  Mathieu  de  Montmorency  sate  in  its 
councils ;  to  these  were  added  the  states- 
manlike  prudence  of  M.  de  Villdle,  the  judg* 
ment  of  M.  de  SeiTe,  the  brilliancy  and  elo- 
quence of  M.  de  Chateaubriand.    The  Cham- 
ber of  Peers,  hereditary  in  rank  and  inde- 
pendent by  position,  included  all  that  wae 
most  eminent  in  the  military  and  civil  servioe 
of  the  Empire,  as  well  as  of  the  Royalist 
party.     The  Chamber  of  Deputies  was  al- 
ternately swayed  by  the  austere  gravity  of 
M.  Royer  CoUard,  and  the  vehement  elo- 
quence of  Manuel  or   General  Foy.     The 
schools  teemed  with  the  instruction  and  the 
eloquence  of  the  first  thinkers  of  the  age. 
Guizot  had  invoked  the  genius  of  philosoph- 
ical history  and  constitutional  government; 
Victor  Cousin  rekindled  among  the  country- 
men of  Descartes  the  august  but  almost  ex- 
tinct traditions  of  a  school  of  ideal  philoso- 
phy ;  Villemain  gave  new  life  to  literary  crit- 
icism ;  whilst  Thierry,  Thiers,  and  Mignet, 
opened  their  career  by  the  narrative  of  revo- 
lutions whose  influence  was  heightened  by 
the  force  and  fidelity   of   their  language. 
Even  poetry  revived  once  more  on  the  pro- 
saic soil  of  France ;  for  Lamartine  opened  a 
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rem  of  sentimeDt  in  meditative  verse  which 
mme  of  his  countrymen  had  attempted ; 
Casimir  Delavigne  and  Victor  Hugo  gave  a 
romantic  color  to  the  lyrics  of  a  new  age ; 
and  B6ranger,  the  most  national  of  French 
writers  since  La  Fontaine,  found,  in  the 
slight  melody  of  his  songs,  touches  to  stir 
the  hearts  of  a  people.  Why  pursue  the 
contrast  which  these  recollections,  scarce  a 
quarter  of  a  century  old,  suggest  to  the 
mind  ?  We  cannot  recall  a  more  mysterious 
reverse  in  human  affairs  than  that  this  short 
and  splendid  period  should  have  left  no 
traces  on  the  French  nation,  except  in  the 
imperishahle  pages  of  her  literature;  and 
that  by  far  the  greater  part  of  the  men  we 
have  named — ilTustrious  in  every  department 
of  philosophy  and  government — should  have 
survived  the  constitution  they  founded,  the 
monarchy  they  served,  the  liberty  they 
loved,  and  even  the  epoch  they  adorned. 

This  reflection  may  suffice  to  account  for 
the  peculiar  interest  with  which  we  turn  to 
the. political  annals  of  the  Restoration,  even 
m  the  diffuse  and  inaccurate  pages  of  M.  de 
Lamartine's  last  historical  production.  But 
Louis  XVIIL  deserves  a  more  trustworthy 
historian,  and  we  have  no  doubt  that  the 
memoirs  and  the  correspondence  of  his  reign 
will  gradually  disclose  to  the  world  the  ex- 
istence of  far  greater  ability  and  liberality 
than  was  supposed  to  exist  at  the  Bourbon 
Court ;  especially,  for  example,  the  extensive 
collection  of  historical  and  personal  reminis- 
cences, still  in  manuscript,  to  which  the  ven- 
erable Chancellor  Duke  Pasquier  is  under- 
stood to  have  recently  put  the  finishing  touch. 
The  volume  before  us  is  one  of  the  earliest 
contributions  to  the  history  of  this  period ; 
and  although  we  can  place  neither  M.  de 
Chateaubriand  nor  M.  de  Marcellus  in  the 
first  rank  of  the  political  servants  of  the 
Crown  of  France,  their  private  and  authen- 
tic correspondence  is  extremely  characteris- 
tic, and  it  deserves  the  more  notice  in  this 
country,  as  it  concerns  transactions  in  which 
the  British  Cabinet  of  1823  played  a  very 
prominent  part. 

It  was  upon  the  16th  of  September,  1822, 
that  Mr.  Canning  reHnquished  the  Governor- 
Generalship  of  India  to  which  he  had  been 
appointed,  and  received,  for  the  second  time, 
the  seals  of  the  Foreign  Office,  then  vacant 
by  the  death  of  Lord  Londonderry,  which 
had  taken  place  about  a  month  before. 
M.  de  Chateaubriand  had  been  up  to  that 
time  the  ambassador  of  France  in  London ; 
and  M.  de  Marcellus,  then  a  young  diploma- 
tist of  twenty-four,  had  Just  joined  the  £m- 
baasy  as  its  secretary.    The  moment  was  one 


I  pregnant  with  interest,  for  the  Cpngress  of 
Verona  was  about  to  assemble.  The  question 
of  the  intervention  of  the  Holy  Alliance  in 
the  internal  affairs  of  Spain  lowered  on  the 
political  horizon.  The  Eastern  question  was 
to  be  considered  ;  the  ascendancy  of  Austria 
over  Italy  consolidated  ;  and  the  questions 
of  the  Slave  Trade  and  of  piracy  in  the 
American  seas  discussed.  But,  more  than 
all  the  rest,  a  change  of  vital  moment  had 
taken  place,  for  the  first  time  since  1815,  in 
the  spirit  of  the  Foreign  Minister. of  England. 
Lord  Castlereaeh  had  framed  and  followed 
a  system  of  policy  more  conformable  to  the 
views  of  Prince  Metternich  than  to  the  pub- 
lic opinion  and  interests  of  the  English  peo- 
ple, for  he  had  sacrificed  the  popularity  and, 
in  some  degree,  the  influence  of  the  British 
Cabinet  to  an  habitual  compliance  with  the 
views  of  the  continental  confederacy.  Upon 
the  occurrence  of  the  melancholy  event  which 
terminated  his  career,  Prince  Metternich 
spoke  of  it  as  '  an  irreparable  loss,'  and  the 
expression  was  never  forgotten  or  forgiven 
by  Lord  Londonderry's  successor.  Mr.  Can- 
ning was  often  wrong  in  his  judgment,  often 
misled  by  his  own  vivid  imaginative  powers; 
but  he  aspired  to  restore  England  to  the 
independence  and  the  spirit  of  her  own  proud 
and  free  policy  in  the  councils  of  Europe ; 
and  whilst  the  House  of  Commons  rang  with 
his  eloquence,  and  the  world  with  his  fame, 
he  found  himself  opposed  by  the  diplomatic 
maxims,  the  manoeuvres,  the  artiBces,  and 
the  resentment  of  every  other  Court,  not  ex- 
cepting that  of  France.  This  change  might 
have  given  an  immediate  and  peculiar  inter- 
est to  the  duties  which  M.  de  Chateaubriand 
still  discharged  at  the  Court  of  St.  James. 
But  the  ambition  of  that  singular  personage 
was  already  directed  to  higher  objects.  Lon- 
don afforded  no  sufficient  field  to  his  insatia- 
ble vanity.  At  the  very  moment  when  Mr. 
Canning  took  office,  Chateaubriand  aspired 
to  figure  amongst  the  plenipotentiaries  of 
France  at  Verona,  to  defeat  his  rivals  and  to 
supplant  his  colleagues  on  the  most  active 
scene  of  European  politics,  and  eventually  to 
assume,  on  the  fall  of  M.  de  Montmorency, 
the  direction  of  the  foreign  policy  of  the 
House  of  Bourbon.  Never  were  the  emulous 
and  often  conflicting  tendencies  of  French 
and  English  diplomncy  swayed  by  two  men 
in  whom  an  enthusiastic  temperament  and 
inordinate  personal  ambition  were  more  con- 
spicuous than  in  M.  de  Chateaubriand  and 
in  Mr.  Canning ;  never  did  these  dangerous 
gifts  acquire  a  greater  ascendancy  over  the 
traditions  of  official  routine  and  the  rales.  <^C 
pubUc  law.    'IVi^  «m\«%V '^Vx^  \»sg«o^ '^"s^  ^ 
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familiar  correspondence  between  the  two 
Ministers,  ended  in  a  duel  of  orations,  from 
the  tribune  of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies  to 
the  Treasury  Bench  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons ;  and  the  world  was  as  much  interested 
and  excited  by  the  knightly  bearing  of  the 
two  antagonists  as  by  the  questions  which 
called  them  into  the  lists  and  agitated  the 
world. 

When  M.  de  Chateaubriand  extorted,  not 
without  difficulty,  from  M.  de  Villele,  his 
nomination  as  plenipotentiary  to  the  Congress 
of  Verona,  he  retained  his  titular  appointment 
as  French  ambassador  in  London ;  and  M. 
de  Marcellus,  who  had  joined  the  Embassy 
only  a  few  days  before,  was  left  in  the  re- 
sponsible position  of  charge  d'affaires.    The 
position  of  the  young  diplomatist  was  a  sin- 
gular one.     He  had  not  completed  his  twen- 
ty-fifth year,  but  his  rise  had  been  rapid,  and 
his  talents  were  remarkable.     The  property 
of  his  family  was  considerable,  and  its  roy- 
alism  enthusiastic.    Young  Marcellus  entered 
the  diplomatic  service  early,  by  an  appoint- 
ment to  the  Turkish  Embassy,  in  which  ca- 
pacity he  learned  modem  Greek,  and  per- 
formed at  least  one  service  which  deserves 
to  perpetuate  his  name.    He  had  the  good 
fortune  to  purchase  the  Venus  of  Milo  for 
the  French  Government,  and  to  place  in  the 
noble  statue  gallery  of  the  Louvre  its  most 
beautiful  and  precious  ornament.     Chateau- 
briand and  Marcellus  had  met  in  the  East, 
and  were  afterwards  wont  to  console  them- 
selves for  the  fogs  of  London  and  the  tur- 
moil of  diplomacy,  by  waftins;  a  sigh  to  the 
Egean  for  the  glory  and  freedom  of  Greece. 
They  were  thus  designated  to  act  together 
in  Portland  Place,  but  owing  to  the  departure 
of  M.  de  Chateaubriand  the  correspondence 
now  before  us  is  the  chief  record  of  their 
intimacy.     Marcellus  was  directed  to  supply 
his  chief  at  Verona  with  ample  private  infor- 
mation as  to  the  state  of  affairs  in  England, 
whilst  his  official  despatches  were  addressed 
to   the  Department  of  Foreign   Affairs  in 
Paris :  and  he  acquitted  himself  so  agreea- 
bly of  this  task  that  the  secret  correspond- 
ence was  kept  up  in  this  form  after  M.  de 
Chateaubriand  became  Minister  of  Foreign 
Affairs,  to  the  great  amusement  not  only  of 
the  Minister  himself,  but  of  the  King,  who 
combined  a  royal  appetite  for  gossip,  with  a 
taste  for  the  art  of  diplomacy  and  the  refined 
pastimes  of  social  life. 

M.  de  Chateaubriand  has  himself  informed 

the  world  in  that  portion  of  his  reminiscences 

which  he  called  the  '  Congress  of  Verona,* 

£bat  the  interreDtion  of  France  in  the  inter- 

aaJ  ankin  of  Spain  had  been  an  object  of  hU 


constant  and  passionate  solicitude  during  the 
whole  period  of  his  embassy  to  this  country. 
He  regarded  a  diplomatic  triumph  by  the 
Ministers  of  Louis  XVIII.  as  a  necessary^ 
compensation  for  the  Treaties  of  1815,  and 
a  military  expedition  under  the  Duke  of  An- 
goul^me  as  no  less  essential  to  the  stability 
of  the  monarchy  and  the  honor  of  the  King  8 
arms ;  but  he  had  to  brave  the  opposition  of 
England  and  to  surmount  the  manifest  re- 
pugnance of  the  ablest  counsellor  of  the 
Crown,  M.  de  Villele,  and  possibly  of  Louis 
XVIII.  himself.  Two  years  earlier,  Lord 
Castlereagh  had  expressed,  in  a  confidential 
minute  on  the  affairs  of  Spain,  communicated 
to  the  Four  Great  Courts  in  May,  1820,  the 
dissent  of  this  country  from  a  precautionary 
interference  in  the  internal  affairs  of  the  Pe- 
ninsula, especially  as  there  was  no  ground 
for  asserting  that  the  Spanish  revolution  en- 
dangered the  tranquillity  of  Europe.  Mr. 
Canning  went  further,  and  his  first  instrac- 
tion  to  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  who  was 
then  at  Paris  on  his  way  to  Verona,  was 
couched  in  the  following  terms : — 

**  If  there  be  any  determined  project  to  interfere 
by  force  or  by  menace  in  the  present  stniggle  in 
Spain,  80  convinced  are  his  Majesty's  Govern- 
ment of  the  uselessness  and  danger  of  each  inter- 
ference— 80  objectionable  does  it  appear  to  them 
in  principle  as  well  as  utterly  impracticable  in  ex- 
ecution, that,  when  the  necessity  arises,  or  ([ 
would  rather  say)  when  the  opportunity  offers^  i 
am  to  instruct  Your  Grace  at  once  frankly  and 
peremptorily  to  declare,  that  to  any  such  interfe- 
rence, come  what  may,  bis  Majesty  will  not  be  a 
party.  8epi,  27, 1822.^' 

The  conflict  between  these  opposite  opin- 
ions was  carried  on  at  Verona,  and  the  policy 
of  this  country  was  defended  with  great 
firmness  and  ability  by  the  Duke  of  WeDin^- 
ton  against  the  demands  of  France  and  the 
instigation  of  the  Northern  Courts.  It  was 
not  till  the  termination  of  the  Congress  in 
December  that  the  march  of  events  became 
more  rapid,  and  the  rival  policy  of  the  war 
party  in  France  and  the  peace  party  in  Eng- 
land openly  opposed.  M.  de  Chateaubriand 
reached  Paris  from  Verona  on  the  18th  De- 
cember, 1822.  The  train  which  he  had  al- 
ready laid  was  ready  to  explode.  The  mo- 
deration of  M.  de  Villele  was  overcome.  M. 
de  Montmorency  resigned,  and  on  the  29th 
December  the  diplomatist,  who  had  already 
in  a  subordinate  position  been  the  most  ac- 
tive promoter  of  the  Spanish  war,  was  gra- 
zetted  in  the  "  Moniteur"  as  Minister  of  For- 
eign Affairs.  Mr.  Canning  appears,  however, 
not  to  have  at  once  penetrated  the  real  ef- 
fect of  this  change,  and  to  have  attribnted 
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to  M.  de  MoDtmoreDcy  the  warlike  lansuatfe 
vhicb  waa  really  inspired  at  VeroDB  By  H. 
de  ChaleaubriftDd.  "  What,"  aaid  be  to  M. 
de  Uarcellus,  "  M,  de  Villeie,  whom  tbe 
Dake  baa  jnst  found  to  be  entirely  opposed 
to  tbe  ayat«m  of  hostilities,  wins  the  Jay, 
and  M.  de  Montmoreecy,  who,  at  Paria  aa 
well  aa  Verona,  waa  for  an  immediate  march, 
qnils  tbe  Cabinet.  If  his  reeignatioD  ia  a 
pledge  of  peace,  he  will  not  be  regretted 
here.  £ut  I  do  not  andersland  the  attitude 
M.  de  Chateaubriand  wiil  assume  in  all 
thia."  "  He  will  explain  it  hlmaelf,"  replied 
Uarcellus  ;  "  but  be  well  asanred  before- 
hand thai  Prance  will  relax  none  of  her  mea- 
amet,  and  that  ahe  will  adopt  tbe  most  ef- 
fectual arrangements  to  put  down  anarchy 
and  the  revolution  in  Spain."  The  private 
eorreapondcnce  between  the  two  Ministere, 
already  published  in  the  "  Congreaa  of  Ve- 
rona," demonatrates  how  entirely  Mr.  Can- 
ning had  misconceiTed  tbe  real  views  and  in- 
tentions of  bia  opponent.  The  instructions 
contained  in  M.  cie  Chateaubriand's  private 
note  to  Marcellua  of  the  37th  January,  dis- 
tinctly ebow  what  waa  passing  at  the  Tuiler- 
ie*. 

"  Say  that  we  wish  for  peare,  but  thai  we  are 
preparing  for  war  :  that  we  do  noi  refuse  the  good 
offices  ofEngland  to  bring  about  tliiBpeace;  but 
U»t  the  first  condition  must  be  thai  the  King  (of 
Spain)  anal]  be  at  liberty  to  modifj  the  monstroua 
constitution  of  the  Cortea.  Go  on  to  talk  of 
peace ;  we  wish  for  it,  but  with  aocurity  and  hon- 
or, and  we  prefer  war  to  the  state  of  ancertaiuly 
and  revolutionary  peril   in   which   we  find   oor- 
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olutionary  peril 

f,  though   1 

abutting  the  door  against  peace."  (P.  136.) 


tetvea.  To-morrow  I  will  send  yon  the  King' 
speech.  /(  ii  wry  uarlike,  though  not  entirely 
shutting  the  ■" ■— "  ■"   — ■ 


On  the  morrow  the  speech  arrived,  and 
H.  de  Mareellus  was  instructed  to  commu- 
nicate it  to  the  British  minister. 

"  He  read  it  eagerly,  but  when  he  came  to  the 
paragraph,  which  he  read  aloud,  '  That  Ferdinand 
ahould  be  free  to  give  to  hin  lubjMi  the  inslitu- 
liona  they  can  only  receive  from  him,  and  which, 
by  securing  their  tranquilliiy,  will  disiipate  the 
natural  apprehensions  of  France,  and  that  from 
that  moment  hoatilities  will  cease,'—'  What  a 
principle,'  said  Mr.  Canning, 'and  what  an  ahuae. 
Is  that  your  deliberate  opinion  ?  Yon  are  going 
beyond  the  rigor  of  abaolulo  monarchy,  as  it  has 
so  lone  exieted  in  Spain,  for  even  there  the  Cot- 
tea  had  by  their  remonBlrances  the  right  of  ei- 
torting  concessions  from  the  Crown  ;  but  you  re- 
quire that  Ferdinand  shonid  model  or  replace  in- 
stitutions by  Ilia  own  will  and  pleasure.  Are  you 
making  a  crusade  for  a  political  theorv  T  Do 
ytm  want  to  propagate  your  Charter  as  IMahomet 
did  the  Koran  1  1  know  what  ia  meant  by  war 
fijf  conquest,  which  does  not  hut— war  for  a, 


change  of  auccesaion,  which  liaa  coat  ue  so  dear 
— war  for  commercial  intereats,  whicli  ia  the 
moet  rational  of  all.  Bat  war  to  modify  the 
power  of  two  Chamberr,  or  to  extend  the  prero- 
gative of  the  Crown,  paases  my  comprehension. 
The  doctrine  of  constilutior.s  emanating  from  the 
throne  ia  odions  to  us.  The  Brilii^h  Constitution 
ia  the  result  of  a  long  seriea  of  victoriea  gained 
by  (he  people  over  iheir  aovereigna.  Have  yon 
forgotten  that  Kings  ought  not  to  give  institntiona, 
but  inetituiions  alone  to  make  kinga  V  " 

This  argument  was  certainly  a  strange  one 
to  address  lo  the  Miniater  of  Louis  XVIII., 
who  bad  recovered  bis  tiirone  seven  years 
before,  with  the  asaietance  of  England  and 
upon  tbe  principle  of  legitimacy,  and  who 
had  aolemnized  nis  restoration  by  granting 
tbe  Charter.  Accordingly,  M.  de.  Marcellos 
retorted, — 

"Perfectly  irue  of  England  since  ber  (emWe 
[?]  revolution — but  in  Spain,  governed  by  an  an- 
cient and  traditional  dynasty,  will  yon  not  allow 
that  thinga  may  paae  as  in  France  1  Let  me  re* 
mind  you,  on  my  aide,  that  we  owe  our  Charter 
to  Louis  XVIII.  'Dreadful  ma lim,' continued 
the  Minister,  without  listening  tu  me :  'a  Idng 
free!  Is  there  any  king  who  deanrvfs  lo  be  a 
free  king,  in  the  precise  sense  of  the  term  ?  No 
sovereign  ia  free  but  a  despot  or  a  usurper,  the 
curaea  of  the  world — terrific  cometa  which  glare 
and  set  in  blood.  Our  Constitution  leaves  the 
Crown  an  apparent  right  of  chooajng  its  Minis- 
ters—but can  it  eiterciBc  this  privilege?  Look  at 
our  history.  Do  you  think  the  firet  Georges 
were  free  to  reject  the  Cabineta  impoaed  on  them, 
especially  the  Walpole  Administration  7  Could 
George  111.,  with  his  limited  and  almost  alwaya 
exiingnished  faculties,  make  a  choice  T  No,  hap- 
pily tor  England,  he  could  not.  And  George  tV. 
— do  yon  think  (here  his  voice  became  emphstic, 
and  he  pressed  my  arm)— do  yon  think  I  should 
be  his  Miniater,  If  he  were  free  to  choose!  Can 
he  forget  that  I  hare  constantly  declined  to  ahare 
in  the  exceasea  of  liis  youth,  and  that  I  have  con- 
stantly opposed  his  favoriles  and  his  taslea  1  He 
hates  me  for  my  resistance,  for  my  political  alti> 
lude,  and,  above  all,  fur  ray  knowledge  of  his 
married  life.  Yet  he  was  ncl  free  to  exclude  me 
from  the  Cabinet. 

Well,  then,'  added  Air.  Canning,  calming 
himself,  as  if  exhausted  by  his  own  energy, '  yon 
"     going  to  march  intoSpainT'     Then  tapping 
on  ihe  shoulder,  '  You  Ibiok,  young  man,  that 
war  will   be   short.     I    think  otherwise.     I, 
)  am  on  the  brink  of  old  age.     In  I'm— I  am 
old  enough  to  go  back  tn  that  lime — Mr.  Ktt,  with 
'The  patriot's  heart,  ihe  prophet's  mind,'  (and  he 
recited   with  emphasis   thia  verse  of  his  earlier 
Jayi)— Mr.  Pitt  told  me  that  a  certain  war,  de- 
clared against  a  great  nation  then   in   revolution, 
would  be  short  also — yet  liiis  war  outlived  Mr. 
Pitt.' "  (P.  17.) 

We  have  no  reason  to  doubt  the  siaQ«.tvt.'^ 
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of  M.  de  Marcelltts's  intentions,  but  we  can- 
not persuade  ourselves  that  these  reminis- 
cences are  not  overcolored.  Nor  can  we  at- 
tach the  same  degree  of  credit  to  that  part 
of  this  volume  which  consists  of  recollections 
written  thirty  years  after  the  events  and  con- 
versations to  which  they  relate,  as  we  do  to 
the  correspondence  bearing  the  date  of  the 
period.  This  distinction  must  be  borne  in 
mind  if  tliis  book  be  ever  regarded  as  ma- 
terials for  history.  The  conversations  ap- 
pear to  consist  of  fragments  of  Canning's 
public  speeches  dressed  up  with  more  or  less 
verisimilitade — the  letters  may  be  considered 
as  more  accurate  pictures  of  the  events  of 
the  day.  In  the  instance  we  have  just  quot- 
ed, the  absurdity  of  a  confidential  conversa- 
tion of  this  kind  between  a  Minister  and  a 
French  char gl d'affaires  of  twenty-four  upon 
the  repugnance  then  subsisting  between  that 
Minister  and  the  King, — the  historical  inac- 
curacy of  the  statement  that  George  II.  and 
George  III.  did  not  in  great  measure  choose 
their  own  Ministers — and  the  total  want  of 
penetration  into  the  real  question  at  issue  be- 
tween France  and  Spain,  are  almost  incredi- 
ble in  a  man  occupymg  thie  position  then  fill- 
ed by  Mr.  Canning.  But,  at  the  same  time, 
we  find  in  the  contemporary  private  letters 
annexed  to  these  reminiscences,  abundant  ev- 
idence of  a  strange  absence  of  judgment, 
temper,  and  moderation.  Mr.  Canning  con- 
tinued to  argue  the  Spanish  question  upon 
the  principles  which  Lord  Somers  might  have 
applied  to  the  House  of  Stuart,  or  Lord 
Chatham  to  the  Family  Compact ;  such  ar- 
guments produced  their  effect  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  but  they  could  only  strengthen 
the  opposite  conviction  in  the  mind  of  a 
French  Minister.  On  one  occasion  Mr.  Can- 
ning said, — 

**'  Since  Ferdinand,  like  James  II.,  resists  the 
will  of  the  nation,  let  us  apply  the  English  meth- 
od to  Spain.  What  will  be  the  consequence  ? 
Ferdinand's  expulsion.'  And  then  he  added,  as 
if  carried  away  by  a  passion  he  could  not  master 
— *  Hearken  to  me  well.  This  example  may  ex- 
tend to  yourselves.'  And,  speaking  loud,  his 
glittering  eyes  fixed  on  mine, — *  You  are  not  ig- 
norant that  a  departure  from  the  principle  of  le- 
gitimacy, almost  similar  to  our  own,  is  meditated 
and  flatted  in  France  at  this  moment.  You  know 
the  progress  it  has  made'  in  the  party  of  the  oppo- 
sition calling  itself  moderate.  The  head  to  be 
crowned  is  there."* 

"  These  terrible  words,  spoken  in  1823,  struck 

me  to  the  heart  like  an  insult.    I  cannot  express 

the  indignation  I  felt  at  them.      Meanwhile  the 

Minister,  embarrassed  and  dejected,  paced  up  and 

down  while  I  vented  my  indignation."  (P.  20.) 


And  well  he  might ;  for,  however  curiom 
and  prophetic  this  speech  has  io  the  sequel 
turned  out  to  be,  it  was  as  offensive  a  diplo- 
matic communication  as  could  be  made  to 
the  envoy  of  a  reigning  and  allied  Sovereign, 
without  even  the  apology  of  a  rational  object 
in  making  it.  On  the  contraiy,  the  very  ar- 
gument used  by  the  French  Court  in  favor 
of  the  Spanish  intervention  was  the  peril  of 
revolutionary  contagion,  and  Mr.  Canning  is 
here  represented  to  have  strengthened  the 
case  he  was  combating  by  this  extraordina- 
ry allusion  to  the  Duke  of  Orleans.  M.  da 
Marcellus  informs  his  readers  that  he  tezto- 
ally  reported  this  conversation  in  his  remlar 
despatch.  His  despatch  was  even  circulated 
to  the  principal  embassies ;  but  he  was  told 
not  to  report  any  more  such  observations  in 
future.  We  are  curious  to  learn  whether 
any  trace  of  such  a  statement  is  to  be  found 
in  the  records  of  his  regular  official  corres- 
pondence. 

As  a  contrast  to  this  scene  we  are  tempted 
to  extract  another  in  which  Mr.  Canning's 
versatile  and  theatrical  character  is  exhibited 
in  another  shape  ;  and,  in  spite  of  some  sus- 
picion of  a  heightened  tint  of  sentimentality, 
we  are  inclined  to  think  the  sketch  is  in  the 
main  true. 

'  I  found  the  Minister,  one  day,  alone  and  pen- 
sive  in  the  grounds  of  his  little  park  atGlouc^esler 
Lodge.  Walking  over  the  smooth  English  grass, 
with  a  book  in  his  hand,  under  the  budding  trees 
— "  A  truce,"  said  be, "  to  politics  to-day  !  I  am 
weary  of  them.  Let  us  read^some  Virgil.  In  my 
little  domain,  like  the  old  man  of  Ualesus,  cut 
panca  relicti  jugera  ruris  eranty  I  was  looking 
over  the  Georgics.  I  was  here — can  anything  be 
more  touching  than  these  verses — 

*  **  Hi  motus    animorum,  atque  hac  certamins 
tanta 
Pulveris  exigui  jactu  compressa  quiescent.'  ** 

*  Having  spoken  these  verses,  the  Minister 
dropped  his  arm,  as  if  overcome  by  thought. 

'*'It  must  all  end,  then,  in  this  <  little  dust!* 
What  have  I  gained  by  so  many  battles !  Many 
enemies,  a  thousand  calumnies.  Sometimes  re- 
strained by  the  timidity  or  the  simplicity  of  my 
colleagues — sometimes  thwarted  by  the  want  of 
sense  among  my  partisans — always  embarrassed 
by  the  displeasure  of  the  King,  I  can  execute 
nothing — I  can  attempt  nothin^j;  of  that  which  an 
inward  and  solemn  voice  seems  to  dictate.*     I 

*  By  a  singular  coincidence,  on  the  same  eyen- 
ing,  a  few  hours  later,  Mr.  Brougham  described  the 
poeition  of  the  Minister  in  a  passage  ^^which  may  be 
remembered  as  a  masterpiece  of  invective,  yet  not 
dissimilar  from  the  terms  he  had  himself  employed. 
He  described  the  Secretary  for  Foreign  Affldrs  at 
the  moment  "when  he  had  to  decide  whether  he 
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■aid  the  other  day,  in  my  sorrow — I  am  like  a 
bird  which,  instead  of  soaring  to  the  clifid  and 
precipices,  flies  over  the  fens  and  skims  the 
((roand.  I  am  wasted  by  internal  controversies, 
and  I  shall  die  in  a  fit  of  dejection  like  my  prede- 
cessor and  unfortunate  adversary,  Lord  Castle- 
reagb.  How  often  have  I  not  been  tempted  to 
fly,  from  society  and  from  power,  to  the  literatare 
which  was  the  food  of  mv  boyhood,  the  only 
refuge  which  is  impenetrable  to  the  delusions  of 
fate.  Literature  is  more  than  a  consolation  to 
me — it  is  my  hope  and  my  refuge — it  is,  more- 
over, the  freemasonry  of  liberal  minds.  Would 
it  Dot  have  been  better  for  M.  de  Chateaubriand 
and  for  me  if  we  had  never  raised  to  our  lips  this 
poisoned  cup  of  power  which  overpowers  us  with 
giddiness?  Literature  would  have  brought  us 
togetlier,  without  reserve  and  without  bitterness 
.  .  ."  Then  Mr.  Canning,  raising  his  eyes 
and  his  bald  forehead  to  Heaven,  repeated,  with 
that  harmonious  voice  which  was  one  of  his  great 
charms,  the  lines  of  Hamlet — 

**0h,  God  !  oh,  God  ! 
How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world !" 

^  Yet,"  he  added,  **  still  that  desire  of  fame,  which 
cannot  at  my  age  be  called  ambition,  drives  me 
back  to  public  aSUirs  and  influences  roe.  Human 
fame— mockery  !  The  ancients  made  her  a  god- 
dess— a  woman  to  be  more  seductive — and  she  is 
dressed  in  all  the  attractions  of  patriotism.  At 
this  moment,  when  I  should  so  much  like  to 
dream  with  Virgil,  I  must  ffo  to  encounter 
Brougham  at  the  Houpe  of  Commons.  Come 
with  me  ;  I  know  he  is  going  to  attack  me  di- 
rectly, but  I  will  not  yield  an  inch.  I  will  take 
you  to  Westminster." 

*  We  started,  and,  as  we  crossed  the  crowd  at 
the  door  of  the  House,  Mr.  Canning  smiled,  and 
aaid  to  me,  **  In  the  critical  state  of  our  relations 
with  France  and  Spain,  what  will  all  these  spec- 
tators and  even  my  own  colleagues  think  of  our 
long  conference  and  of  our  open  intimacy? 
They  will  send  off  couriers — the  funds  will  rise 
--^nd  yet  we  have  discussed  nothing  to-day  but  a 
few  literary  subjects  and  quoted  a  few  melancholy 
verses."'    (P.  27.) 

The  termination  of  this  Brompton  eclogue 
was  indeed  a  strange  and  abrupt  one.  The 
debate  began  with  more  than  ordinary 
warmth.  It  was  the  night  when  Mr. 
Brougham  accused  Mr.  Canning  of  tergiver- 
•ation  on  the  Catholic  Question.    The  Minis- 

'  should  go  to  India  to  honorable  exile,  or  take 
'offiee  in  England  and  not  submit  to  his  sentence 
'of  transportation,  but  be  condemned  to  hard  labor 
'in  his  own  oountry, — doomed  to  the  tUequiet  of  a 
'divided  council — sitting  toith  hit  enemiei  and 
'pitied  by  hie  friefida — with  hit  hande  chained  and 
'tied  down  on  all  thote  linet  of  operation  which  his 

*  own  tentimenti  and  wishes  wotud  have  M  him  to 

*  adopts  The  fierce  chief  of  the  opposition  little 
knew  how  deeply  the  lines  he  was  tracing  were 
already  grayen  on  the  Minister's  heart.  , 


ter,  whose  overwrought  nerves  had  sought 
relief  in  the  Georgics  that  morning,  exclaimed 
in  a  voice  of  thunder,  **  It  is  false  ;"  and  Mr. 
Bankes  moved  that  both  the  orators  should 
be  taken  into  custody  by  the  sergeant-at- 
arms.  Louis  XVIII.,  who  was  amused  with 
the  incident,  directed  M.  de  Chateaubriand 
to  inquire  whether  "  Mr.  Bankes"  was  a  son 
of  Sir  Joseph  Banks,  •*  le  grand  navigateur," 
whom  he  had  known  in  London.  Marcellus 
replied,  with  infinite  self-possession,  *<  M. 
'  Bankea  is  not  the  son  of  the  great  natural- 
'ist,  Captain  Cook's  companion,  whom  the 
'king  knew  in  London,  but  he  us  his  near 
'relation,  and  perhaps  even  his  nephew," 
Nor  does  the  ex- charts  d'affaires  appear 
even  now  to  have  discovered  the  absurdity 
of  bis  blunder. 

We  have  been  led,  however,  somewhat  to 
anticipate  on  the  course  of  events.  Parlia- 
ment opened  on  the  4th  of  February,  five 
days  after  the  French  Chambers ;  but  the 
King's  Speech  only  repeated  the  declaration 
that  the  Government  would  not  be  a  party 
to  proceedings  which  might  be  deemed  an 
interference  m  the  internal  aflfairs  of  Spain, 
without  holding  out  much  hope  of  averting 
the  calamity  of  war  between  France  and  that 
country.  In  the  debate  on  the  address,  Mr. 
Brougham  delivered  one  of  the  most  splen- 
did and  intemperate  orations  of  his  whole 
parliamentary  career,  against  the  policy  of 
"  The  Three  Gentlemen  of  Verona,"  as  he 
called  the  Holy  Alliance.  But  it  was  not 
till  the  14th  April  that  the  official  correspon- 
dence was  laid  upon  the  table,  with  fyll 
explanations  of  the  course  pursued  in  these 
transactions  by  the  British  Government.  In 
the  course  of  the  powerful  and  comprehen- 
sive speech  of  Mr.  Canning,  he  expressed 
exactly  the  same  opinion  on  "  the  extraor- 
'dinary  speech  with  which  the  French 
'  Ministers  opened  the  Chambers,"  that  M. 
de  Marcellus  records ;  and  he  even  went  so 
far  as  to  declare  that  there  was  '*  not  a  man 
Mn  the  House  who  thought  with  moie 
'  disgust  and  abhorrence  than  he  did  of  the 
'  construction  to  which  the  words  of  that 
'speech  were  liable."  It  is  satisfactory  to 
find,  in  looking  back  to  the  terms  applied 
thirty  years  ago  to  the  policy  of  Foreign 
States,  and  to  our  relations  with  them,  that, 
although  we  may  want  the  fervid  eloquence 
of  a  Canning  or  a  Brougham,  our  discussions 
have  gained  very  considerably  in  temper, 
discretion,  and  forbearance. 

M.  de  Chateaubriand,  who  bad  dictated 
the  French  King's  Speech,  was  intoxicated 
with  the  stimulus  he  had  applied   to  the 
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military  passionB  of  Prance.  "  We  cannot," 
Baid  he  to  Marcellus,  "  keep  our  army  of  ob- 
servation on  the  frontier  without  eipoaiog  il 
to  corruption ;  we  cannot  withdraw  it  with<- 
out  dishonoring  the  while  cockade  and  dis- 
gusting our  troops."  The  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton smiled  gravely  on  the  arrival  of  the 
French  King  a  Speech,  and  said  lo  Marcellus, 
"  You  must  confess  some  of  your  people  ir 
Paris  are  very  unreasonable."  "  No  doubt," 
retorted  the  Chargl  d' Affaires  ;  "  but  they 
are  in  a  minority,  which  is  more  than  can  be 
said  at  Madrid  or  in  London."  Tbe  effect 
of  the  speech  in  England  was  violent,  The 
English  Tunds  fell,  whilst  those  of  France 
rose  ;  the  Press  thundered,  and  the  "  Times" 
repeated  tbe  arguments  of  Mr.  Canning. 
Tbe  Foreign  Minister  seemed  to  hesitate  as 
to  the  length  to  which  public  opinion  would 
drive  him,  for  the  time  was  already  past 
when  Mr.  Canning  could  or  would  resist  it. 
M.  de  Marcellus  remained,  however,  unshaken 
bv  these  demonstrations  ;  and,  with  consider- 
able firmness  and  penetration,  he  continued 
to  assure  his  Government,  that  the  wor^t 
they  had  to  fear  from  England  was  aa  angry 
neutrality.  About  this  time  he  described 
Mr.  Canning's  position  in  the  following  severe 
bat  not  inaccurate  terms  : — 

"  Let  DB  not  be  mistaken  as  to  Mr.  Canning. 
He  still  vibrates  between  those  monarchical  opin- 
ions ivliich  have  been  the  basis  of  his  fame,  and 
that  popular  favor  which  is  now  his  surest  road 
to  power :  but  as  lie  lends  his  ear  more  willingly 
to  the  papular  voice,  and  spreads  his  lail  to  the 
b(eeze,  it  may  be  seen  beforehand  to  which  side 
he  will  lean.  A  disciple  of  Pitt,  and  hitherto  a 
Tory,  he  will  become  a  half-Whi^,  and  adopt 
democratic  principles  if  Iboae  principles  prevail. 
He  Is  insiiiictively  out  of  humor  with  the  aris- 
tocracy and  even  the  high  opposition  :  he  is  feared 
rather  than  beloved  by  the  King- ;  but  the  people 
is  with  him.  The  people,  struck  by  his  talenis, 
has  placed  him  where  he  is ;  and  the  people  will 
keep  him  there,  if  he  obeys  the  people.''  (K  180.) 

Some  months  later,  when  M.  de  Chateau- 
briand had  taken  up  an  absurd  notion  that 
the  Marquia  of  Hastings,  who  had  just  re- 
turned from  India,  was  likely  to  supersede 
Mr.  Canning  as  Foreign  Minister,  or,  ai  least, 
to  be  sent  as  ambassador  to  Paris,  Marcellus 
announced  with  the  same  good  seuse, — 

"  Do  not  imagine  that  Mr.  Canning  is  approach- 
ing the  close  of  his  ministerial  career.  1  have 
seen  liow  he  reached  power,  what  obsiacles  he 
has  thrown  aside,  what  sntipalhies  he  has  over- 
come, and  I  hsvB  not  to  reproach  myself  with 
having  for  one  insiant  deceived  my  Court  by  (ho 
illusion  or  the  hope  of  his  approaching  fall. 
George  IV,  botoleA  a  little  when  he  said  that  be 


woDld  drive  out  his  Hinisters  If  they  *iid  he  was 
mad.  He  would  wish  to  fortret  for  the  momeiit 
that  English  kings  have  no  will  of  their  own,  and 
Mr.  Canning  in  office  Is  a  proof  of  iL"  (P.  34B.] 

The  impression  produced  on  tbe  Freocli 
Government  by  Mr.  Canning's  intemperate 
speech  of  the  lltb  April,  and  by  the  open 
avowal  of  his  hopes  for  the  triumph  of  the 
Spanish  Cortes,  was  one  of  extreme  irritatioo 
at  tbe  expressions  used,  mingled  with  the 
assurance  that,  in  spite  of  this  torrent  of  in- 
vective, France  had  nothing  else  to  fear  from 
the  displeasure  of  England.  M.  de  Chateau- 
briand still  preserved  in  public  a  decorotu 
attitude,  and  spoke  with  more  temper  Ifasn 
Mr.  Canning  bad  shown  ;  but  his  private 
notes  display  the  coarsest  and  moat  vulgar 
resentment ;  thus,  for  instance,  on  the  26th 
April,  he  writes, — 

"  The  nentrality  of  England  Is  established  b»- 
yonnd  a  doubt,  aa  I  expected.  But  don't  troat  the 
wiles  of  Mr.  Canning.  He  is  Blirring  the  coals 
there,  and  trying  to  sllr  them  here,  underhand. 
As  for  mysetr,  I  shsl!  never  recnminate  with  the 
English.  Even  on  Tharsdnv,  I  shall  answer  them 
politely.  But  their  cowardly  insu lis  have  given 
me  the  measure  of  the  capacity  and  honor  of 
these  men,  and  I  have  done  with  them."  (P.  ai8.] 

To  this  tirade  Marcellus  replies  with  excel- 
lent taste  to  his  irritated  Chief: — 

"  I  see  well  enough  here  that  temper  and  pas- 
sion are  bad  counselkirB.  It  is  time  to  end  these 
recriminations.  They  ought  nol  lo  alter  our  sys- 
tem In  Paris ;  they  will  not  upset  Mr.  Canning  in 
London.  These  allercaliona  of  the  tribune  and 
(he  cabinet  will  not  certainly  prevail  over  the  no- 
ble characlen  of  two  superior  men  ;  but  (hey  may 
leave  some  clouds  on  the  moet  elevated  ana  well- 
constituted  minds."     {P.  217.) 

The  position  of  the  French  charfft  d'affaira 
in  London  at  this  time  was  curious  and  per- 
plexing. He  had  received  orders  from  FariB 
to  suspend  the  intimacy  of  his  communica- 
tions with  Mr.  Canning,  in  consequence  of 
the  violent  language  of  the  British  Govern- 
ment ;  but  he  continued  to  dance  with  Miss 
Canning,  and  even  to  give  balls,  at  which 
that  accomplished  young  lady,  who  is  sUll, 
under  another  name,  one  of  the  moat  dislin- 
guished  ornaments  of  London  society,  waa 
evidently  the  most  welcome  guest.  Indeed, 
M.  de  Marcellus  would  have  us  believe  that 
there  was  something  beyond  diplomacy  in 
his  early  predilections  for  Mr.  Canning'a  fa- 
mily, and  that  on  one  occasion  the  English 
Secretary  of  State  himself  said  to  him,  "Allts 
datuer,  mon  ffmdre,"  whilst  the  rival  Minister 
in  France  promised  his  faithful  agent  a  good 
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embassj  for  his  wedding  present.  We  do 
not  wish  to  dispute  the  accuracy  of  M.  de 
Marcellus's  juvenile  recollections;  and  he  ap- 

rrs  unconscious  of  the  fatuity  with  which 
dwelt  at  the  time  on  these  sentimental 
episodes  in  his  official  career.  But  we  must 
oe  permitted  to  question  exceedingly  whether 
Mr.  Canning  would  or  could  have  permitted 
himself,  in  the  relative  position  of  the  two 

tarties,  a  joke  of  so  questionable  a  point  upon 
is  own  daughter.  In  spite  of  his  success 
at  Almack's,  and  of  the  playful  style  in 
which  Mr.  Canning  himself  treated  the  bau- 
derie  of  his  young  antagonist,  M.  de  Mar- 
cellus  had  to  hold  his  ground  against  the  all 
but  unanimous  expression  of  English  popular 
feeling.  When  the  Duke  of  St.  Lorenzo  ar- 
rived in  London,  having  been  compelled  by 
the  rupture  of  the  two  Courts  to  withdraw 
from  his  post  of  Spanish  Ambassador  in 
Paris,  he  was  received  with  popular  acclama- 
tion, whilst  the  mob  threw  dirt  and  broke 
windows  at  the  French  Embassy  in  Portland 
Place,  llie  parish  of  Marylebone  offered  Ce 
pay  the  damage ;  but  this  parochial  indem- 
nity was  declined  by  the  aggrieved  diploma- 
tbt,  who  seems  perfectly  unconscious  that  it 
"was  offered  him  as  the  legal  compensation 
for  a  breach  of  the  peace. 

But,  in  the  higher  spheres  of  political  and 
aocial  life,  the  course  of  these  events  was 
regarded  with  very  different  sentiments.  The 
Tory  aristocracy  were  favorable  to  the  poli- 
cy of  the  Holy  Alliance.  The  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington, though  he  had  steadily  opposed  the 
projects  contemplated  at  Verona,  always 
foresaw  and  predicted  the  success  of  the 
French  expedition  in  Spain,  and  more  than 
once  encouraged  the  charge  d'affaires  to  dis- 
regard the  clamor  around  him,  and  to  urge 
his  Court  to  advance  resolutely  to  the  ^reat 
object  of  its  policy.  "  J^ai  vu  M.  Croekert** 
writes  the  chargi  d'affaires,  "  il  est  excellent." 
Lord  Westmoreland  spoke  out,  and  exhorted 
the  French  Ministers  to  smother  this  time 
the  Jacobin  party.  '*  Let  them  not  mind  the 
clatter  of  the  Opposition,  which  is  the  only 
old  Imperial  furniture  that  Lous  XVIIL  has 
repaired  and  regilt,  but  whi-jh  will  crack  if 
he  leans  on  it.  Every  one  of  these  bawlers, 
who  want  now  to  prevent  you  from  entering 
Spain,  were  as  quiet  as  mutes  fifteen  years 
ago,  when  a  traitorous  aggression  set  fire  to 
the  Peninsula.  Write  what  I  say  to  M.  de 
Chateaubriand." 

The  "bawlers,"  here  alluded  to  by  the 
Lord  Privy  Seal  in  Lord  Liverpool's  Cabinet, 
were  probably  none  other  than  Manuel  and 
General  Foy ;  for  this  remark  was  made  at 


the  very  time  of  the  scandalous  expulsion  of 
the  former  of  these  orators  from  the  Cham- 
ber of  Deputies.  M.  de  Chateaubriand, 
whose  constitutional  ardor  was  ere  long  to 
be  displayed  in  a  different  manner,  when  it 
had  to  revenge  his  own  fall  from  power,  talk- 
ed of  that  outrage  on  the  privileges  of  the 
Chamber  as  *'  a  scene  that  every  one  here  (in 
Paris)  has  laughed  at."  And  a  day  or  two 
later,  "  You  see  the  humbug  of  our  Liberals ! 
They  are  ashamed  of  themselves,  for  on  this 
motion  of  Manuel  they  could  not  raise  four 
Savoyards  to  rebellion.'*  He  suppressed  the 
fact  that  sixty-two  of  the  most  distinguished 
members  of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies  had 
signed  an  indignant  protest  against  it.  Even 
in  the  high  Tory  circles  of  London,  not  a 
voice  was  raised  to  palliate  that  outrage, 
which  so  forcibly  recalled  one  of  the  most 
ominous  passages  in  British  history — the 
seizure  of  the  four  members  by  Charles  I. 
The  presentiment,  that  a  Government  sup- 
ported by  so  violent  a  majority  would  perish 
by  violence,  became  general;  and  M.  de 
Marcellus  was  again  driven  to  his  last  expe- 
dient of  giving  a  ball.  It  was  honored,  he 
informs  his  Government,  by  the  presence  of 
all  the  Ministers,  and  even  of  the  Lord 
Major.  The  rank  and  beauty  of  the  Court 
of  George  IV.  came  to  dance  at  the  bachelor 
diplomatist's,  and  Count  d'Orsay  shone  con- 
spicuous amongst  a  constellation  of  dandies. 
Louis  XVin.  was  amused  by  the  happy  au- 
dacity of  his  young  envoy,  and  Chateaubriand 
laughed  his  fill  at  the  **  insulaires,**  who 
were  set  hopping  to  stop  their  months. 
These  pleasant  passages  occurred,  however, 
before  the  speech  of  Mr.  Canning  had  open- 
ed a  wider  breach  between  the  two  Govern- 
ments. 

But  although  the  Parliamentary  debate  of 
the  14th  of  April  had  inflamed  the  wound, 
there  was  one  man  in  the  kingdom  who  took 
the  earliest  opportunity  to  mark  the  differ- 
ence of  opinion  he  entertained — and  that  was 
George  IV.  At  the  levee  on  the  21st  of 
April,  the  King  expressed  to  M.  de  Marcel- 
lus, in  terms  which  we  do  not  find  quoted  in 
this  volume,  his  favorable  sentiments  on  the 
Spanish  campaign.  The  *  Times '  newspaper 
some  days  afterwards  commented  on  this 
incident  with  great  violence,  hinting  that,  if 
the  King  had  really  expressed  his  cordial 
wishes  for  the  success  of  the  French  army, 
he  must  be  in  a  state  which  neither  the  gout 
nor  any  physical  malady  could  account  for ; 
in  short,  that  he  was  insane.  M.  de  Marcel- 
lus seized  the  opportunity  with  promptitude 
,  and  dexterity  to  write  an  energetic  letter  to 
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Mr.  Canning,  and  to  repudiate  in  the  strong- 
est terras  the  offensive  insinuation  of  the 
'  Times.*  This  protest  was  laid  before  the 
King,  who  was  pleased  by  it,  and  said  (though 
not  to  Mr.  Canning) — 

***!  never  addressed  to  M.  de  Marcellas  the 
language  imputed  to  me ;  but  such  good  wishes 
for  the  cause  of  France  are  certainly  at  the  bot- 
tom of  my  heart,  and  I  owed  nothing  less  to  the 
French  charg6  d'affaires.  Whilst  he  is  strug- 
gling against  the  malice  and  the  conspirators  of 
all  countries,  pardoned  but  not  cured,  and  the 
Duke  of  St.  Lorenzo  is  carried  in  triumph  by  the 
populace,  I  certainly  am  the  last  to  forsake  him  ! 
My  Ministers  have  expressed  in  Parliament  their 
wishes  ag:ainst  France,  with  which   we  are  at 

race.  That  is  not  an  honest  neutrality ;  and  as 
have  suffered  by  this  conduct  which  Europe 
may  consider  inconsistent  with  my  political  prin- 
ciples, I  have  endeavored  to  restore  the  balance, 
by  paying  to  M.  de  Marcellus  those  attentions 
which  others  have  confined  to  the  agents  of  the 
Cortes  of  Spain."  Such  were  the  King's  words — 
repeated  to  me,'  says  our  author,  *  by  the  "  ccewr 
discreC*  which  received  them.  You  may  rely 
upon  it.' 

The  *  comr  discret '  was  no  doubt  one  of 
the  clandestine  ornaments  of  the  Court  of 
that  beloved  sovereign, — but  before  such  an 
authority  we  suspend  our  investigations. 
Nor  can  v^e  determine  whether  reports  of 
this  nature  are  not  to  be  classed  with  those 
exercises  of  the  imagination  which  were 
found  to  amuse  Louis  XVIIL  Another  pas- 
ssL^e  in  M.  de  Marcellus'  reminiscences  on  this 
subject  is,  however,  still  more  extraordi- 
nary : — 

*  The  King  (Georjre  IV.)  gave  a  ball,  at  which 
I  was  disposed  to  dance  the  more  gailv  as  my 
friends  and  brothers  were  fighting  gallantly  in 
Spain, — that  is  the  rule  of  diplomacy.  At  this 
ball  Mr.  Canning  came  up  to  me.  Politicians, 
who  have  been  talking  in  the  morning,  have  al- 
ways something  to  add  in  the  evening.  1  was 
led  aside  by  the  Minister  into  the  recess  of  a  win- 
dow far  from  the  drawing  room  (I  confess  to  my 
great  regret),  whnn  George  IV.  perceived  us,  and 
approaching  us,  said, — 

**'Well,  my  dear  Marcellus,  things  have 
changed  their  aspect  since  we  met.  You  are 
triumphant  in  Spain*  and  1  am  enchanted  at  it. 
But  they  say  King  Ferdinand  has  taken  back  as 
his  Ministers  at  Cadiz  the  very  men  who  deposed 
him  at  Seville,— that  is  a  weakness  I  shall  never 
imitate,  though  they  have  tried  to  make  me  out 
to  be  mad,  as  you  know  better  than  any  one.  But 
as  I  said  just  now  to  Lord  Liverpool,  *  If  my  Min- 
isters declared  me  to  be  mad,  I  might  recover  mv 
senses,  but  they  would  not  recover  their  places.' " 

*  Mr.  Canning  already  looked  out  of  counte- 
nance, when  the  King  turned  to  him  and  said, — 
^  What  were  you  saying  there,  Canning,  to  the 


young  representative  of  France  ?"  "  Sire,"  said 
the  JMinister,  *^I  was  boasting  to  him  of  the  ez> 
cellence  of  Representative  Government,  and  ex- 
plaining to  him,  at  the  same  time,  the  *  forced 
labor '  of  the  House  of  Commons,  which  is  its 
result.  M.  de  Marcellus  is  a  listener  here,  not 
being  old  enough  to  become  an  orator  at  home." 

*  **  I  know  iV'  rejoined  the  King ;  "  and  you 
have  had  very  painful  things  to  listen  to.  I  sin- 
cerely pitied  you  for  all  you  have  had  to  bear  and 
to  endure.  If  your  lips  had  not  been  clooed,  you 
would  have  had  plenty  to  say  in  reply."  "  Sire," 
said  I,  "  the  sailor  forgets  the  storm  when  calm 
returns."  "  So  much  the  better,"  said  the  King; 
**  but  don't  be  dazzled  with  our  system  of  govern- 
ment which  they  boast  so  much  of.  It  has  its 
advantages,  but  it  has  its  evils.  I  have  never  for- 
gotten what  a  King,  who  was  also  a  man  of  wit, 
said  to  me  of  it  *  Your  English  Government,' 
he  declared,  '  is  only  fit  to  protect  adventurers, 
and  intimidate  holiest  men.'  What  do  you  say  to 
that,  Canning?"  And  as  the  Minister  faltered 
and  hesitated  to  reply,  the  King  continued,  **  At 
any  rate,  for  the  welfare  of  mankind,  we  ought 
not  to  wish  any  other  people  to  have  our  instlta- 
tions.  What  does  pretty  well  for  us,  would  be 
worthless  elsewhere.  Every  soil  does  not  pro- 
duce the  same  fruits  and  the  same  minerals  ;  and 
it  is  the  same  with  nations.  Remember  this, 
Marcellus :  it  is  my  unalterable  conviction."  Up- 
on this  George  IV.  turned  on  his  heel,  with  a  look 
and  a  searching  smile  at  me.  Mr.  Canning  had 
some  difficulty  to  keep  his  temper.  At  last  he 
said,  ^  Representative  Government  has  one  other 
advantage  which  His  Majesty  has  forgotten  :  it 
enables  Ministers  to  listen  in  silence  to  the  taunts 
of  a  sovereign  who  has  no  other  means  to  vent 
his  resentment" '    (P.  4L) 

If  this  story  had  been  related  by  an  ordi- 
nary traveller  at  a  foreign  Court,  we  should 
have  set  it  down  for  a  clumsy  and  impudent 
invention.  This  picture  of  George  IV.,  stalk- 
ing away  from  the  ball-room  at  CarlUm 
House  at  a  time  when  he  could  not  walk 
without  difficulty,  and  following  about  his 
guests  in  order  to  insult  his  Principal  Secre- 
tary of  State,  to  repudiate  the  policy  of  his 
Government,  and  to  traduce  the  institutions 
of  his  country, — is  too  burlesque  to  be  cre- 
dited. But  when  we  remember  the  position 
which  M.  de  Marcellus  filled  in  this  coun- 
try, the  favors  he  received  from  the  King, 
the  regard  shown  him  by  Mr.  Canning,  and 
the  toleration  of  English  society  for  his  rani- 
ty  and  presumption,  the  publication  of  such 
'  reminiscences  becomes  an  oflfence  of  greater 
magnitude,  and  we  are  compelled  to  place 
the  good  breeding  and  good  sense  of  M.  de 
Marcellus  on  the  same  level  as  his  veracity. 
As  we  find  in  another  passage  of  this  Cor- 
respondence that  he  thought  it  incumbent  on 
him  to  report  for  the  information  of  His  Most 
Christian  Majesty's  Government  the  fact  that 
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%  Budden  rise  tiad  just  token  place  in  the 
price  of  wives  at  Smithfield  market,  from  ten 
totwealy-lffoshillinga  n  head,  we  are  tempt- 
ed to  class  bis  recollections  of  CnrttoR  Hooee 
ind  of  Smithfield  under  the  same  head. 

Even  at  this  distance  of  time  it  is  Burpris- 
ing  that  one  of  the  survivors  in  these  trans- 
■cliouR  should  volunteer  to  discjoae  the  im- 
pertiuenl  levity  and  bad  fatLh  with  which 
they  were  conducted,  for  M.  de  Chateau- 
briand, under  whose  orders  he  serred,  fares 
no  better  in  these  papers  than  M.  de  Mar- 
eellns  himself.  The  two  following  examples 
of  his  political  morality  require  no  comment. 
The  Spanish  war  had  gone  on  Bucceesfully, 
for  the  Cortes  could  oppose  no  effectual  re- 
aiatance.  But  the  object  of  the  campaign 
wu  almost  as  remote  as  ever,  because  the 
King  of  Spain  was  still  in  the  hands  of  the 
Liberal  party,  and  some  apprehensions  were 
txpreaBWl  that  hemight  be  shipped  off  to  the 
Canary  Islands.  Ac  this  atnge  of  the  war, 
H.  de  Chateaubriand  wrote  the  following 
dnpstoh  to  his  ehari/t  d'affairet  in  London  : 

*  It  cannot  be  dissembled,  that  noiliincr  is  ended 
u  long  as  we  have  not  got  the  Kinz.  How  10  get 
him  T  That  is  the  difficulty ;  and  England  miolit 
tavesreat  inflaenr.e  upon  il.  My  opinion  >*•,  that 
the  King  can  only  be  eot  by  a  coup  mnnti  at  8e- 
Tille  or  Cadiz.  Could  nvlyou  jind  in  Letndim 
tome  ef  ihoie  enlerprising  fellows,  to  cnmmon  tn 
Out  eoutUry,  who  leould  carry  him  rff  fur  one  or 
hco  tniitiom  ?     Think  about  iL  C 
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80  much  for  the  chivalrous  defender  of 
the  aacred  persons  of  Bourbon  Kings,  sup- 
ported by  constitutional  government. 

Again,  in  May,  1823,  a  Conference  of  the 
great  Powers  took  place  in  London,  on  the 
(object  of  the  Slave  Trade,  which  had  been 
broogbt  before  the  Congress  of  Verona  by 
the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  on  which  M.  de 
Chateaubriand  had  written  one  of  his  most 
celebrated  state  papers.  M.  de  Marceltus 
supplies  us  with  the  secret  instructions  he 
received  on  thia  subject. 

'Paris,  May  13,  1823, 

'  This  Is  what  yoa  will  have  to  do  wiih  refer- 
eoc«  bi  this  confereace  on  the  Slave  Trade.  You 
will  be  present  at  It,  once:  you  will  talk  very 
philanthropies  I  ly ;  but  you  will  show  that  In  the 
present  state  of  things  and  of  politics  in  Europe 
and  America,  it  ia  difficult  to  arrive  at  any  gen- 
eral measure.  You  will  avoid  as  much  as  posii- 
Ue  any  farther  conferences,  and  the  matter  will 

In  the  same  spirit  Marcellus  replies,  that 
Ur.  Canning  wanted  this  '  temblant  de  con- 
/trenee '  for  a  motion  announced  by  Mr.  Bm- 
ton  in  the  House  of  Commone. 

TOL.  'g'TTT.    NO.  \L 


So  much  for  the  philanthropist  and  the 
compaasionale  author  of  'Atnla'  and  the 
'  MartyiB  ;'  whose  tears  were  ever  ready  to 
Sow  for  imaginary  sorrows,  or  for  hia  own 
personal  wrongs. 

We  have  already  quoted  more  than  enough 
to  show  in  how  odious  a  spirit  these  trans- 
actions were  conducted  by  the  French  Gov- 
ernment, and  to  what  a  degree  they  bore  the 
stamp  of  llie  vanity  and  presumption  of  their 
principal  authors.  But  it  is  impossible,  on 
the  other  hand,  to  award  to  Mr,  Canning  the 
praise  of  foresight  or  judgment ;  for  we  seek 
in'vain  for  traces  of  these  qualities  either  in 
this  volume,  or  in  the  authentic  despatches 
of  the  British  Secretary  of  State  at  ihia  pe- 
riod. In  condemning  the  principle  of  the 
French  intervention  in  Spain,  he  undoubtedly 
had  with  him  the  immenae  majority  of  this 
nation  and  of  Parliament.  But  hia  vehement 
antipathy  to  the  measure  deceived  him  aa  to 
the  facility  with  which  it  might  be  executed, 
and  the  results  it  might  produce  to  the 
Dourbon  Monarchy,  He  buoyed  himself  up 
with  hopes  of  an  heroic  resistance  on  the 
part  of  the  Spanish  constitutional  is  t*  to  a 
well-appointed  French  army  ;  and  even  cal- 
culated on  the  disaffection  of  the  Due  d'An- 
gouUme's  forces  when  arrayed  against  the 
liberal  cause.  The  Duke  of  Wellington,  who 
knew  the  Spaniards  and  the  French  army  in- 
Gnitely  better  than  Mr,  Canning,  scouted 
these  objections,  though  he  too  had  con- 
demned the  principle  of  the  intervention. 
The  result  was,  the  unresisted  advance  of 
the  French  troops  from  the  Bidaseoa  to  Se- 
ville, and  a  success  equal  to  M.  de  Chateau- 
briand's fondest  expectations,  purchased  with 
scarcely  the  loss  of  a  company  of  infantry. 
Mr.  Canning  had  entirely  failed  to  estimate 
the  fact,  that  in  the  Southern  countries  of 
Europe,  the  lower  orders  of  the  people  and 
the  masses  of  the  rural  population  are  some- 
times as  well  disposed  to  support  absolute 
government  as  libera]  inaiitulions;  and  that 
the  love  of  freedom  has  possessed  itself  of  a 
class,  but  Dot  of  the  nation. 

The  French  intervention  of  1823  in  Spain 
produced  several  reaulta  which  might  be 
considered  favorable  to  the  principles  then 
contended  for  in  France  by  the  Government 
of  the  Restoration.  It  flattered  the  army 
which  displayed  consummate  discipline,  and 
took  the  lield,  for  the  first  time  since  the  Re- 
volution, under  the  while  cockade.  It  satis- 
fied the  Royalist  majority  in  the  Chamber  of 
Depu^B,  which  seldom  found  King  Loum 
XVIII.  as  royalist  as  itself ;  and  it  estab- 
lished close  and  confidential  relalioDS  betii««& 
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Franee  and  the  three  great  Contioental  Pow- 
ers, leaving  this  country  entirelj  isolated  in 
Europe.  "  I  knew  how  it  woold  end,"  said 
the  Duke  of  Wellington  to  M.  de  Marcellus. 
"They  have  followed  their  notions  of  resent- 
ment ;  and  what  is  the  result  ?  Everything 
is  done  without  us,  or  in  spite  of  us.  We 
are  separated  from  the  Continent.  Pemtug 
lolo  diviios  orbt ;"    for  even  the  old  Duke 

Sooted  Latin  on  the  occasion.  "  Weil,  we 
eserred  to  be  left  out ;  for  our  part  in  uU 
this  has  not  been  what  it  ought  to  have 
been."  The  Duke  spoke  truly,  not  because 
Mr.  Canning  had  professed  a  different  prin- 
ciple to  France,  but  because  he  had  asserted 
it  with  pigne,  and  carried  it  to  the  length  of 
resentment. 

"  '  They  say,'  sud  Mr.  Canning,  the  other  day, 
'  that  I  have  been  mistaken  on  this  afliiir  of  Spain. 
It  is  better  lo  be  mistaken  once  Chan  twice,  and 
better  to  be  mistaken  twice  than  to  coofese  one- 
selr mistaken  stall.' 

"  In  these  enigmatical  seblletiea  the  great  in- 
terests of  nations  are  lost.  Mr.  Canning  pereists 
in  considering  the  triumph  of  France  as  his  defeat, 
and  everything  which  may  lessen  onr  success  Is 
a  relief  to  his  bitterness."  (P.  309.) 

Yet,  in  writing  these  lines  just  before  he 
had  quitted  London,  on  the  arrival  of  Prince 
Polignac  as  amba^dor,  M.  de  Marcellus 
pointed  out  the  possibility  of  healing  even 
these  wounds,  by  skilful  concessions  to  the 
vanity  of  the  great  English  Minister,  To 
this  overture  Chateaubriand  replied,  in  a  tone 
implying  that  he  was  not  the  man  to  under- 
take that  task,  and  that  all  confidential  rela- 
tions between  himself  and  Mr.  Canning  were 
at  an  end  for  ever — 

"I  do  not  believe  in  the  fall  of  Mr.  Canning, 
and  I  think,  with  you,  that  he  most  be  flattered  to 
be  brought  over  :  but  wounded  amour-pmpre 
never  repents,  never    returns,    never    forgives, 


when  it  is  not  controned  In  the  mind  by  lof^  hd-  1 

timents,  tnd  a  generous  Inclination  to  make  lao-  I 

rificea.  Mr.  Canning  baa  ttothing  of  this.  lie 
is  ■  man  of  talent,  of  learning,  and  of  wit,  but  be 
has  nothing  about  him  great  or  sincere,  and  his 
ambition  wilt  always  prevail  over  his  princiidea.'' 
(P.  361.) 

These  are  harsh  words,  and  they  convey 
the  judgment  of  an  embittered  antagonist, 
though  a  succeBsful  one.  They  were  pro- 
nounced by  a  Minister  intoxicated  with  the 
triumph  of  his  policy  and  convinced  of  the 
stability  of  his  power.  Who  would  have 
said,  when  they  were  written,  that  in  a  few 
weeks  from  that  time  this  brilliant  atatesman 
would  be  overthrown  by  hia  colleague  M.  de 
Villole,  and  suddenly  abandoned  bj  the 
Court  to  the  ignominy  of  a  peremptory  dis- 
missal ?  M.  de  Chateaubriand  himaelf  waa 
to  give  the  world  a  memorable  exampls  of 
that  "  wounded  amour  iproprt  which  never 
repents  and  never  forgives,"  and  the  discard- 
ed Minister  of  the  Restoration  became  ila 
most  formidable  assailant.  More  fortanate 
than  his  rival,  Mr.  Canning  retfuned  power 
long  enough  to  e^ce,  by  the  increasing  lus- 
tre of  bis  career,  the  recollections  of  hia  fail- 
ure on  the  Spanish  question,  unlit  be,  too, 
perished  under  the  fierce  and  systematic  hot- 
tility  of  his  former  colleagues,  who,  even  in  ^ 

Lord  Liverpool's  Cabinet,  had  not  eonoaaled  -i 

their  dissent  from  many  of  his  opinions.    We  c 

can  place  no  implicit  reliance  on  the  fideUty  ~' 

of  M.  de   Marcellus's  narrative,  for  he  has  ^ 

evidently  embellished  bis  youthful  rerainii-  — 

cences,  and    exaggerated  the   importance  of        "^ 
the  part  be  playe^.     It  is  unfortunate  that,  « 

with  BO  strong  a  desire   to  show  off  M.  de  « 

Chateaubriand,  Mr.  Canning,  and  himself,  he  * 

should  leave  on  our  minds  so  low  an  imprea-  ~ 

sion   of  the  wisdom,    the   dignity,  and  the  ■ 

good  faith  of  the  personages  who  figure  most        — 
conspicuously  In  these  curious  pages. 
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Since  the  world  began,  hair  has  been  an 
Qoiversal  vanity.  Our  young  reader  will 
doubtless  confess  that,  as  his  name  is  tossed 
np  from  landing  to  landing  by  imposing  flun- 
kiesy  be  passes  his  hands  carefully  through 
his  curls  to  give  them  the  last  flowing  touch 
ere  he  enters  the  ball-room — while  Mr.  Lny- 
nrd,  from  out  the  royal  palace  buried  by  the 
sand-storms  of  thousands  of  years,  has  shown 
OS  what  thorough  •  prigs'  were  the  remote 
Assyrians  in  the  arrangement  of  their  locks 
and  beards.  What  applies  to  the  male  sex 
does  so  with  double  force  to  the  women ; 
and  we  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  that 
Alcibiades  fumed  at  the  waste  of  many  a 
half-hour,  whilst  his  mistress  was  '  putting 
her  hair  tidy/  or  arranging  the  golden  grass- 
hopper.  Not  only  as  a  means  of  ornament 
has  the  hair  been  seized  upon  by  all  classes 
and  generations  of  our  kind,  but  it  has  been 
converted  into  an  index,  as  it  were,  of  their 
religious,  political,  and  social  opinions.  The 
difference  between  the  freeman  and  the 
slave  was  of  old  indicated  by  the  length  of 
the  hair.  In  later  times  we  all  knove  how 
the  Puritan  rejoiced  in  a  *  polled  '  head, 
whilst  the  Cavalier  flaunted  about  in  exube-: 
rant  curls;  so  at  the  present  moment  no 
tub-thumper  would  venture  to  address  his 
*  dearly  beloved  brethren'  without  having 
previously  plastered  his  hair  into  pendant 
candle-ends.  The  fact  of  its  being  the  only 
part  of  the  body  a  man  can  shape  and  carve 
according  to  his  fancy  is  sufficient  to  account 
for  the  constancy  with  which  he  has  adopted 
it  as  his  ensign  of  party  and  doctrine,  and 
also  for  the  multitudinous  modes  in  which 
he  has  worn  it.  Leaving  this  part  of  the 
subject  for  a  time,  however,  we  will  briefly 
consider  those  characteristics  of  hair  which, 
taken  broadly,  art  cannot  modify  nor  fashion 
hide.  Briefly,  we  say,  and  very  imperfectly 
— ^for  Hair  in  an  ethnological  point  of  view 

•  Diwate  of  the  Human  Hair.  From  the  French 

of  M.  Cazenave,  Physician  to  the  Hospital  of  St 

Louis,  Paris;  with  a  Description  of  an  Apparatus 

f  or  Fumigating  the  Scalp.     By  T.  H.  jBargess^ 

1I.D.  1851. 


is  itself  a  very  wide  subject,  and  its  adequate 
treatment  would  require  a  far  longer  paper 
than  we  at  present  contemplate. 

Dr.  Prichard,  in  his  laborious  work  on  the 
different  races  of  mankind,  apportions  to  the 
melanic  or  dark-haired  the  greater  portion 
of  the  habitable  globe.  Europe  is  the  chief 
seat  of  the  xantho-comic  or  light- haired 
races ;  indeed  they  seem  to  be  almost  con- 
fined to  its  limits,  and  within  those  limits  to 
be  cooped  up  in  certain  degrees  of  north 
latitude. 

From  Norway  and  Sweden,  following  their 
sea-kin^s.  the  hardy  fair-haired  races  poured 
their  piratical  hordes  down  the  great  over- 
hanging peninsula,  and  as  if  from  some  yard- 
arm  thronged  and  dropped,  boarding  the 
great  European  ship,  whose  more  immediate 
defenders  fled  in  consternation  before  them. 
In  this  manner  nearly  the  whole  of  North 
Germany  received  its  prevailing  population, 
and  Britain  in  her  turn  saw  her  primitive 
black-haired  Celts  and  Cymri  driven  into  the 
mountains  of  Scotland  and  Wales.  The 
subsequent  seizures  and  settlements  made 
by  the  Danes  on  our  eastern  coast,  did  not 
in  any  way  interfere  with  the  flood  of  fair- 
haired  people  in  possession,  as  they  were  of 
the  same  blond  type ;  and  the  Norman  in- 
vasion— in  whatever  proportion  actually  dark 
— would,  in  point  of  aggregate  numbers, 
have  been  far  too  limited  to  affect  it.  The 
indigenous  tribes,  on  the  whole,  seem  to 
have  been  about  as  completely  eaten  out  by 
the  fierce  fair-haired  men  of  the  North, 
whenever  they  came  in  contact,  as  were  the 
small  black  rats,  once  common  to  our  island 
and  some  portions  of  the  continent,  by  the 
more  powerful  gray  rodent  of  Norway. 

The  chief  features  of  the  ethnological  map 
of  Europe  were  settled  before  the  tenth  cen- 
tury, and  especially  as  regards  the  disposi- 
tion of  the  dark  and  light-haired  races,  it  re- 
mains in  the  mass  pretty  much  the  same  as 
then.  Nevertheless,  certain  intermixtures 
have  been  at  work  shading  off  the  original 
differences.  At  the  present  moment  the 
fairest-haired  inhabitants  of  tke  eaxVVi  ^^  v^ 
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be  found  north  of  the  parallel  48 ;  tbis  line 
cuts  off  England,  Belgium,  tbe  wbole  of 
Northern  Germany,  and  a  great  portion  of 
Russia.  Between  the  parallels  48  and  45 
there  seems  to  be  a  debateable  land  of  dark 
brown  hair,  which  includes  northern  France, 
Switzerland,  and  part  of  Piedmont,  passes 
through  Bohemia  and  Austria  Proper,  and 
touches  the  Georgian  and  Circassian  pro- 
vinces of  the  Czar's  empire.  Below  this  line 
again,  Spain,  Naples,  and  Turkey,  forming 
the  southern  extremity  of  the  map,  exhibit 
the  genuine  dark-haired  races.  So  that,  in 
fact,  taking  Europe  broadly  from  north  to 
south,  its  peoples  present  in  the  color  of 
their  hair  a  perfect  gradation — the  light 
flaxen  of  the  colder  latitudes  deepening  by 
imperceptible  degrees  into  the  blue- black  of 
the  Mediterranean  shores.  To  this  regular 
gradation,  however,  there  are  some  obvious 
exceptions.  We  have  already  noticed  the 
dark  tribes  lingering  within  our  own  island — 
the  same  is  true  as  to  the  Celtic  majority  of 
the  Irish  ;  and  even  the  Normans,  as  we 
now  see  them,  are  decidedly  ranked  among 
the  black-haired.  On  the  other  hand,  Ve- 
nice, which  is  almost  southern  in  latitude, 
has  always  been  famous  for  the  golden 
beauty  of  its  hair,  beloved  so  of  Titian  and 
his  school.  These  bolated  cases,  however, 
only  prove  the  rule  that  race  mainly  deter- 
mines, among  other  ethnological  peculiarities, 
the  color  and  texture  of  the  hair.  If  latitude 
or  temperature  affected  it  materially,  Taffy, 
Paddy,  and  Donald  would  by  this  time  have 
been  toned  down  pretty  decently  to  the  pre- 
vailing fair- haired  type ;  if  even  there  had 
been  much  mixture  of  the  Celt  with  the 
Saxon,  we  should  not  see  the  former  breed 
marked  out  by  such  a  lump  of  darkness 
amidst  the  generally  fair  portion  of  the  Eu- 
ropean map. 

The  effect  of  the  admixture  of  races  is  ev- 
idenced very  strongly,  we  think,  by  compar- 
ing the  inhabitants  of  the  great  capitals  with 
the  populations  of  their  respective  countries. 
London,  the  centre  of  the  world,  is  neither 
fair  nor  dark-haired,  but  contains  within  it- 
self all  shades  of  color.  Even  so  the  Paris- 
ian no  more  represents  the  black-haired 
Norman  or  swart  Breton  than  our  cockney 
does  the  pure  Saxon  of  the  southern  and 
western  counties.  Vienna  is  another  exam- 
ple. What  went  on  rapidly  in  such  cities  as 
these,  has  been  progressing  more  slowly  in 
those  countries  whicn  form  the  highways  of 
nations.  Thus  the  brown  hair  of  middle 
Europe  is  the  neutral  tint,  which  has  natu- 
I'idly  resulted  from  tbe  admixture  of  the 


flaxen-haired  races  of  the  north  with  the  old 
southern  population. 

If  we  open  a  wider  map  we  only  receive 
ampler  proof  that  race  alone  determines  the 
color  of  the  hair.  Thus,  taking  the  parallel 
of  51  north,  and  following  it  as  it  runs  like 
a  necklace  round  the  world,  we  find  a  dozen 
nations  threaded  upon  it  like  so  many  parti- 
colored beads.  The  European  portion  of 
the  necklace  is  light-haired — whereas  the 
Tartars,  northern  Mongols,  and  aboriginal 
American  Indians  have  black  straight  hair — 
and  Canada  breaks  the  chain  once  more  with 
the  blond  tresses  of  the  Saxon. 

That  climate  and  food  have  some  effect  in 
modifying  race,  and  with  it  hair  as  one  of  its 
most  prominent  signs,  we  do  not  deny ;  bat 
these  disturbing  causes  must  act  through  a 
very  long  period  of  time  to  produce  any 
marked  effect,  and  certainly  within  the  his- 
torical period  we  have  no  proof  of  a  dark- 
haired  people  having  become  lisht,  or  vice 
versd  of  flowing  hair  changing  into  woolly 
locks — Tom  Moore's  capital  joke  about  the 
Irish  niggers  notwithstanding. 

Having  said  that  race  determines  the 
color  and  quality  of  the  hair,  we  have  said 
nearly  all  that  ethnology  teaches  upon  the 
subject.  An  examination  of  its  structure 
shows  that  the  difference  of  color  is  entirely 
owing  to  the  tinct  of  the  fluid  which  fills  the 
hollow  tube  in  each  hair.  This  tinct  or 
pigment  shows  through  the  cortical  sub* 
stance  in  the  same  manner  that  it  does 
through  the  epidermis  of  a  negro.  Hair  is 
in  fact  but  a  modification  of  the  skin.  The 
same  might  be  said  of  feathers,  horns,  and 
scales.  Not  improbably  the  distinguished 
[ady  now  honoring  these  pages  with  her 
attention,  will  be  shocked  at  hearing  (hat 
her  satin-soft  shoulder  is  almost  chemically 
identical  with  the  plated  and  roughened  mail 
of  the  crocodile — and  she  will  hardly  per- 
haps believe  us  when  we  inform  her  that  her 
bird,  when  he  sets  right  some  erring  feather 
with  his  beak,  is  acting  with  the  same  chem- 
ically composed  instrument  upon  the  same 
chemically  composed  material  as  Mademoi- 
selle does  when  she  disentangles  with  a  comb 
her  charming  mistress's  softly-flowing  tress« 
es.  The  fond  lover  again,  as  he  kisses  soma 
treasured  lock,  will  doubtless  be  disgusted 
when  we  tell  him,  that,  apart  from  the  sen- 
timent, he  might  as  well  impress  his  fervent 
lips  upon  a  pig's  petti  toe,  or  even  upon  the 
famous  Knob  Kerry,  made  out  of  the  horn 
of  a  rhinoceros,  carried  by  the  king  of  hun- 
ters, Mr.  Roualleyn  Gordon  Cumming. 

The  hair,  anatomically  considered,  is  com- 
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posed  of  three  parts — the  follicle  or  tubular 
depression  in  the  skin  into  which  the  hair  is 
inserted — the  bulb  or  root  of  the  hair — and 
the  stalk  or  cortical  part  filled  with  pigment. 
A  single  hair,  with  its  follicle,  might  be 
roughly  likened  to  a  hyacinth  growing  from, 
a  glass — with  this  difference,  that  the  hair  is 
supplied  with  nutriment  exclusively  from 
below.  The  bulb,  which  rests  upon  the  re- 
ticolated  bed  of  capillary  vessels  of  the  cutis 
and  subrcutaneous  tissue,  draws  its  pigment 
eells  or  coloring  matter  directly  from  the 
blood — in  like  manner,  the  homy  sheath  is 
secreted  directly  from  the  capillaries — so 
that,  unlike  the  hyacinth-plant,  it  grows  at 
its  root  instead  of  at  its  free  extremity.  A 
hair  is  not,  as  it  appears,  a  smooth  cylindri- 
cal tube  like  a  quill ;  on  the  contrary,  it  is 
made  up  of  a  vast  number  of  little  homy 
laminae: — or  our  reader  might  realize  its 
structure  to  herself  by  placing  a  number  of 
thimbles  one  within  the  other — and  as  she 
adds  to  this  column  by'  supplying  fresh 
thimbles  below,  she  will  get  a  good  notion  of 
the  manner  in  which  each  hair  grows,  and 
will  see  that  its  oldest  portion  mubt  be  its 
free  extremity. 

The  pigment  cells  have  been  scrutinized  by 
Liebig,  who  finds  a  considerable  difference 
m  their  constitution  according  to  their  color. 
His  results  may  be  thus  tabulaiized : 

Fair  Hair.  Brotrn  Tl%i\  Blaek  Hair. 
Carbon        -         •        49  345  S»-6iB  499  35 

HTdfogea         •        -         6  676  6  013  6  63L 

Xitroftn  .         17-936  17-930  17  930 

Oxygen  and  nilphnr      26143  24  6:29  25-498 

From  this  analysis  it  would  appear  that  the 
beautiful  golden  hair  owes  its   brightness  lo 
iQ  excess  of  sulphur  and  oxygen  with  a  de- 
ficiency of  carbon,  whilst  black  hair  owes  its 
jetty  aspect  to  an  excess  of  carbon  and  a 
deficiency  of  sulphur  and  oxygen.    Yauque- 
liii  traces  an  oxide  of  iron  in  the  latter,  and 
also  in  red  hair.     The  coloring  matter,  how- 
ever, forms  but  one  portion  of  the  difference 
Existing  between  the  soft  luxuriant  tangles  of 
the   Saxon  girl  and   the  coarse  blue-black 
locks  of  the  North  American  squaw.     The 
%ize  and  quality  of  each  hair,  and  the  manner 
in  which  it  is  planted,  tell  powerfully  in  de- 
termining the  line  between  the  two  races. 

Another  eminent  German  has  undergone 
the  enormous  labor  of  counting  the  num- 
ber of  hairs  in  heads  of  four  diflferent 
colors.  In  a  blond  one  he  found  140,400 
burs ;  in  a  brown,  100,440  ;  in  a  black, 
102,062 ;  and  in  a  red  one,  88,740.  What 
the  red  and  black  heads  wanted  in  number  of 
hairs,  was  made  up,  however,  in  the  greater 


bulk  of  the  hairs  individually ;  and,  in  all 
probability,  the  scalps  were  pretty  equal  in 
weight.  It  is  to  the  fineness  and  multiplicity 
of  hairs  that  blond  tresses  owe  the  rich  and 
silk- like  character  of  their  flow — a  circum- 
stance which  artists  have  so  loved  to  dwell 
upon. 

Shakspeare  especially  seems  to  have  de- 
lighted m  golden  hair.  *  Her  sunny  locks 
huns;  on  her  temples  like  the  golden  fleece* — 
80  Bassanio  describes  Portia  in  The  Mer- 
chant of  Venice.  Again,  in  the  Two  Gen- 
tlemen of  Verona,  Julia  says  of  Sylvia  and 
herself — *  Her  hair  is  auburn — mine  is  per- 
fect yellow.*  Twenty  other  passages  will 
suggest  themselves  to  every  reader.  Black 
hair  he  only  mentions  twice  throughout  his 
entire  plays,  clearly  showing  that  he  imagin- 
ed light  hair  to  be  the  peculiar  attribute  of 
soft  and  delicate  woman.  A  similar  par- 
tiality for  this  color,  touched  with  the  sun, 
runs,  however,  through  the  great  majority  of 
the  poets — old  Homer  himself  for  one: — 
and  the  best  painters  have  seized,  with  the 
same  instinct,  upon  golden  tresses.  A  walk 
through  any  gallery  of  old  masters  will  in- 
stantly settle  this  point.  There  is  not  a  sin- 
gle female  head  in  the  National  Gallery — 
beginning  with  those  glorious  'Studies  of 
Heads/  the  highest  ideal  of  female  beauty 
by  such  an  idealist  as  Correggio,  and  ending 
with  the  full-blown  blondes  of  the  prodigal 
Rubens :  there  is  not  a  single  black-haired 
female  head  among  them. 

One  is  struck,  in  passing  along  the  streets, 
by  the  curiosities  one  sees  in  those  armo- 
ries of  Venus,  the  hairdressers'  windows. 
Whence  come  those  magnificent  head-dresses 
which  the  waxen  dummies  slowly  display  as 
they  revolve  ?  From  what  source  issue  those 
pendant  tresses  gleaming  in  the  background, 
with  which  the  blooming  belle,  aptly  entang- 
ling their  snaky  coil  with  her  own,  tempts 
our  eligible  Adams  ?  Who  are  they  that 
denude  themselves  of  coal-black  locks,  that 
she  who  can  afford  a  price  may  shore  up  her 
tottering  beauty  ?  Alas  I  free  trading  Eng- 
land, even  for  her  hair,  has  to  depend  upon 
the  foreigner.  Among  the  many  curious  oc- 
cupations of  the  metropolis  is  that  of  the 
human-hair  merchant.  Of  these  there  are 
many,  and  they  import  between  them  up- 
wards of  five  tons  annually.  Black  hair 
comes  mainly  from  Brittany  and  the  South 
of  France,  where  it  is  collected  principally 
by  one  adventurous  virtuoso,  who  travels 
from  fair  to  fair,  and  buys  up  and  shears  the 
crops  of  the  neighboring  damsels.  Mr. 
Francis  TroUope,  in  hb  Summer  in  BrilU5;^'^^ 
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gives  a  lively  description  of  the  manner  in 
which  the  young  girls  of  the  country  bring 
this  singular  commodity  to  market,  as  regu- 
larly as  peas  or  cabbages.  Staring  his  fill 
at  a  fair  in  Collen6e,  he  says — 

*  What  surprised  me  more  than  all,  by  the  einiru- 
larity  and  novelty  of  the  thing,  were  the  opera- 
tions of  the  dealers  in  hair.  In  various  parts  of 
the  motley  crowd  there  were  three  or  four  differ- 
ent purchasers  of  this  commodity,  who  travel  the 
country  for  the  purpose  of  attending  ttic  fairs  and 
buying  the  tresses  of  the  peasant  girls.  They 
have  particularly  fine  hair,  and  frequently  in  the 
^reateflt  abundance.  I  should  have  thought  that 
female  vanity  would  have  effect ually  prevented 
such  a  trafiic  as  this  being  carried  to  any  extent. 
But  there  seemed  to  be  no  difficulty  in  finding 
possessors  of  beautiful  heads  of  hair  perfectly 
willing  to  sell.  We  saw  several  girls  shearea, 
one  after  the  other,  like  sheep,  and  as  many  more 
standing  ready  for  the  shears,  with  their  caps  in 
their  hands,  and  their  long  hair  combed  out,  and 
hanging  down  to  their  waists.  Some  of  the  ope- 
rators were  men,  and  some  women.  By  the  Fide 
of  the  dealer  was  placed  a  large  basket,  into 
which  every  successive  crop  of  hair,  tied  up  into 
a  whisp  by  itself,  was  thrown.  Nu  duubt  the 
reason  of  the  indifference  to  their  tresses,  on  the 
part  of  the  fair  Bretonnes,  is  to  be  found  in  the 
invariable  "  mode"  which  covers  every  head, 
from  childhood  upwards,  with  close  caps,  which 
entirely  prevents  any  part  of  the  hair  from  being 
seen,  and  of  course  as  totally  conceals  the  want 
of  it.  The  money  given  for  the  hair  is  about  20 
sous,  or  else  a  gaudy  cotton  handkerchief — ^they 
net  immense  profits  by  their  trip.s  through  the 
country.' 

This  hair  is  the  finest  and  most  silken 
black  hair  that  can  be  procured.  Light  hair 
all  comes  from  Germany,  where  it  is  collected 
by  a  company  of  Dutch  farmers,  who  come 
over  for  orders  once  a  year.  It  would  appear 
that  either  the  fashion  or  the  necessity  of 
England  has,  within  a  recent  period,  com- 
pletely altered  the  relative  demands  from  the 
two  countries.  Forty  years  ago,  according 
to  one  of  the  first  in  the  trade,  the  light 
German  hair  alone  was  called  for,  and  he 
almost  raved  about  a  peculiar  golden  tint 
which  was  supremely  prized,  and  which  his 
father  used  to  keep  very  close,  only  pro- 
ducing it  to  favorite  customers,  in  the  same 
manner  that  our  august  sherry-lord,  or  hock- 
herr,  spares  to  particular  friends — or  now 
and  then,  it  is  said,  to  influential  literary 
characters — a  few  magnums  of  some  rare 
and  renowned  vintage.  Tliis  treasured  article 
he  sold  at  8^.  an  ounce — nearly  double  the 
price  of  silver.  Now  all  this  has  passed 
away — and  the  dark  shades  of  brown  from 
Prance  are  chiefly  called  for.  Our  informant. 


venturing  boldly  into  a  subject  wherewith 
ethnologists  fear  to  tackle,  delivers  it  as  his 
opinion  that  the  color  of  the  hair  of  English 
people  has  changed  within  the  last  half- 
century,  and  that  the  great  intercourse  since 
the  war  with  southern  nations  has  deepened 
by  many  tints  the  predominating  Saxon 
blond  of  our  forefathers.  The  same  intelli- 
gent prompter  assured  us  that  any  one 
accustomed  to  deal  in  hair  could  tell  by  sfnell 
alone  the  difference  between  German  and 
French  hair — nay,  that  he  himself  "  when 
his  nose  was  in*'  could  discriminate  between 
Irish,  Scotch,  Welsh,  and  English  hair !  The 
destination  of  the  imported  article  is  of 
course  principally  the  boudoirs  of  our  fash- 
ionable world,  and  the  glossy  ringlets  which 
the  poor  peasant  girl  of  Tours  parted  with 
for  a  few  sous,  as  a  nest-egg  towards  her 
dowry,  have  doubtless  aided  in  procuring  **  a 
suitable  helpmate"  for  some  blue  spinster  or 
fast  Dowager  of  Mayfair.  Wigs  of  course 
absorb  some  portion  of  the  spoil — and  a 
cruel  suspicion  rises  in  our  mind  that  the^ 
Comical  artists  of  this  our  Babylon  do  not 
confine  themselves  to  the  treasured  relics 
intrusted  to  their  care,  but  that  many  a  sor- 
rowing relative  kisses  without  suspicion  me- 
mentoes eked  out  from  hair  that  grew  not 
upon  the  head  of  the  beloved  one. 

The  pure  whiteness  of  the  hair  in  Albinos 
is  owing  to  the  perfect  absence  of  pigment — 
an  absence  which  extends  itself  to  the  cho- 
roid coat  of  the  eye  and  also  to  the  iris.  This 
condition  of  noti-development,  which  amounts 
to  a  physical  defect  in  man,  seems  to  be  the 
normal  condition  of  many  animals — such  as 
white  bears,  white  mice,  white  rabbits,  and 
white  weasels — in  which  the  pink  eye  denotes 
a  total  lack  of  coloring  matter ;  whilst  white 
feathers  and  hair  are  very  common  among 
birds  and  animals,  and  in  many  of  them 
indeed  this  color — or  rather  negative  of  color 
— is  constant. 

The  gray  hair  of  age  and  debility  in  the 
human  subject  results,  it  is  supposed,  from  a 
withdrawal  of  the  pigment  cells.  We  feel 
that  we  are  now  touching  upon  a  part  of  our 
subject  that  becomes  personal  to  not  a  few 
of  our  most  respected  readers.  Many  a 
viveur  who  has  taken  no  note  of  time  is 
suddenly  startled  by  the  discovery,  as  he 
slmves,  of  a  few  gray  hairs — "  pursuivants 
of  Death" — and  he  eradicates  the  tell-tales 
with  anything  but  an  agreeable  sensation. 
Our  Parisian  friends,  who  seem  to  be  pro- 
foundly afllicted  at  the  appearance  of  the 
first  snows  of  age,  have  organized  a  diligent 
army  of  young  girls  to  war  against  decay. 
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and  to  wrest  from  Time  the  fatal  ensigns  he 
plants  upon  our  brow.  The  Salons  Epila- 
toires,  where  youth  pays  this  little  attention 
to  age  for  an  inconceivably  small  sum, 
usually  hang  out  **  Plus  de  Cheveux  Gris" 
— and  indeed  of  late  we  observe  London 
advertisements  beginning  with  ^'  No  more 
Gray  Hairs."  White  hair,  however,  is  not 
necessarily  the  slow  work  and  certain  mark 
of  age.  Some  persons  become  gray  very 
young ;  we  believe  that  many  in  the  prime 
viffor  of  life  are  suddenly  blanched  from  the 
effect  of  terror,  or  some  other  great  mental 
disturbance.  Marie  Antoinette's  hair,  it 
seems  to  be  allowed,  turned  gray  in  the 
night  preceding  her  execution.  A  case  came 
lately  under  our  own  observation,  in  which  a 
soldier,  in  order  to  escape  the  service,  ma- 
lingered in  an  hospital  for  three  months, 
feigning  rheumatism,  and  such  was  his  anx- 
iety to  keep  up  the  deception  (which  was, 
however,  completely  penetrated  by  his  med- 
ical attendant)  that  he  turned  perfectly  gray, 
although  quite  a  young  man.  In  these  cases 
of  emotion,  it  is  supposed  that  the  blood 
sends  some  fluid  among  the  pigment  of  the 
hair,  which  at  once  discharges  its  color.  In 
some,  though  very  rare  instances,  persons 
have  been  born  with  patches  of  white  hair, 
and  there  is  at  present  in  the  Museum  of 
Natural  History  at  Paris  a  portrait  of  a  pie- 
bald negro,  in  which  the  hair  of  the  head 
presents  very  much  the  parti-colored  appear- 
ance of  the  wigs  exposed  in  the  windows, 
half  black  and  white,  as  specimens  of  the 
power  of  the  various  hair- dyes. 

Women  are  quite  as  often  gray  as  men, 

but  from  baldness  they  are  almost  entirely 

exempt.     This  is  owing  in  a  great  measure 

to  the  larger  deposit  of  fat  in   the  female 

Scalp,  which  allows  of  a  freer  circulation  in 

the   capillaries  of  the  skin.     Eunuchs,  who 

possess  much  subcutaneous  fat  in  this  part, 

are  never  bald.    The  scalp  of  a  bald  man  is 

singularly  smooth  and  ivory- like  in  texture  ; 

^  fact  which  Chaucer  noticed  in  the  Friar— 

*  His  crown  it  shon  like    any  glass.'     This 

<leD8enes8  of  texture  in  the  bkin  is  owing  to 

the  destruction  of  the  bulbs  of  the  hair  and 

the  closure  of  the  follicles ;  any  attempt  to 

Reproduce  the  natural  covering  of  the  head 

On   such  surfaces  will  prove  quite  hopeless. 

S'rom  some  cause  or  other,  baldness  seems 

to  befall  much  younger  men  now  than  it  did 

thirty  or  forty  years  ago.     A  very  observant 

hatter  informed  us,  a  short  time  since,  that 

he  imagined  much  of  it  was  owing  to  the 

common  use  of  silk  hats,  which,  from  their 

impermeability  to  the  air,  keep  the  head  at 


a  much  higher  temperature  than  the  old 
beaver  structures  ;  which,  he  also  informed 
us,  went  out  principally  because  we  had 
used  up  all  the  beavers  in  the  Hudson's 
Bay  Company's  territories.  The  adoption 
of  silk  hats  has,  however,  given  them  time, 
it  seems,  to  replenish  the  breed.  This  fact 
affords  a  singular  instance  of  the  influence  of 
fashion  upon  the  animals  of  a  remote  conti- 
nent. It  would  be  more  singular  siill  if  the 
silk-hat  theory  of  baldness  has  any  truth  in 
it,  as  it  would  then  turn  out  that  we  were 
sacrificing  our  own  natural  nap  in  order  that 
the  beaver  might  recover  his.  Without  en- 
dorsing the  speculative  opinion  of  our  hatter, 
we  may,  we  believe,  state  it  as  a  well  ascer- 
tained circumstance  that  soldiers  in  helmetted 
regiments  are  oftener  bald  than  any  other  of 
our  heroic  defenders. 

Hair,  the  universal  vanity,  has  of  course 
been  seized  upon  universally  by  quacks — it 
has  proved  to  them  indeed  the  true  Golden 
Fleece.  Science,  as  though  such  a  subject 
were  beneath  its  attention,  has  left  the  care 
of  the  most  beautiful  ornament  of  the  body 
in  the  hands  of  the  grossest  charlatans.  M. 
Cazenave  is  the  only  scientific  person  who 
has  ever  treated  at  any  length  of  the  hair, 
or  has  shown,  by  the  light  of  physiology, 
what  art  is  capable  of  doing,  and  what  it  is 
powerless  to  do,  in  cases  of  disease  and  bald- 
ness. Those  who  understand  how  the  hair 
is  nourished  can  but  smile  at  the  monstrous 
gullibility  of  the  public  in  putting  such  faith 
in  the  puffs  and  extracts  of  the  hnir-re- 
viewers.  Really,  the  old  joke  of  the  power 
of  a  certain  preparation  to  restore  the  bald 
places  in  hair-trunks  and  in  wornout  boas, 
has  become  a  popular  working  belief.  There 
is  one  fact  which  every  one  should  know, 
and  which  would  be  sufficient  to  rout  at 
once  all  the  trash  with  which  people  load 
their  heads.  The  blood  is  the  only  Macassar 
of  the  hair,  the  only  oil  which  can  with  truth 
be  said  to  '  insinuate  its  balsamic  properties 
into  the  pores  of  the  head,'  6cc.,  <$:c.  Oils 
and  pomades  may  for  a  time  muisten  and 
clog  the  hair,  but  over  its  growth  or  nourish- 
ment they  are  absolutely  poweiless.  The 
fine  network  of  vessels  on  which  the  bulbs 
of  the  hair  rest  is  alone  capable  of  maintain- 
ing its  healthy  existence.  To  a  sluggishness 
in  the  capillary  circulation  baldness  is  mainly 
due ;  when  this  sluggishness  is  the  result  of 
a  general  failure  of  the  system,  consequent 
upon  age,  as  we  have  said  before,  no  art  will 
avail — the  inevitable  Delilah  proceeds  un- 
challenged with  her  noiseless  shears.  When, 
on  the  contrary,  baldness  proceeds  from  any 
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temporary  cause — when  the  bulb  still  re- 
mains intact — slight  friction  with  a  rough 
towel  or  a  brush,  aided  by  some  gently 
irritating  pomade,  is  the  only  course  to  be 
pursued.  Dupuytren,  who  made  baldness 
the  subject  of  a  chapter  in  his  great  work 
on  Skin  Diseases,  gives  the  following  receipt, 
which  seems  to  us  calculated  to  produce  the 
desired  result — to  promote  capillary  circula- 
tion, and  a  consequent  secretion  of  the  ma- 
terials of  hair-growth : — 

R.    Purified  beef-marrow      .  3viij. 

Acetate  of  lead  .    .  3j. 

Peruvian  balsam        .     .  3iij. 

Alcohol        3j. 

Tinct.     of    cantharides, 

cloves,  and  canella        .  aa  mxv. 
Mix. 

We  do  not  see  why  internal  applications 
should  not  be  tried,  and  we  are  not  at  all 
certain  that  gelatine  soups  and  pills  made  of 
the  ashes  of  burnt  hair  might  not  be  effectual 
in  baldness,  as  those  mgredients  would 
supply  to  the  blood  the  materials  necessary 
for  the  production  of  hirsute  growths.  Those 
who  have  bad  taste  enough  to  obliterate 
with  hair-dye  the  silvery  livery  of  age  should 
at  least  keep  in  mind  the  horrible  position  in 
which  Mr.  Tittlebat  Titmouse  found  himself, 
whose  carrots  were  turned  into  a  lively 
green;  they  should  also  be  informed  that 
nitrate  of  silver  is  the  chief  ingredient  of  all 
the  preparations,  which  in  most  cases  act  by 
entirely  altering  the  cortical  portion  of  the 
hair. 

Once  a  month,  at  shortest,  we  of  the  male 
sex  are,  by  the  exigencies  of  fashion,  obliged 
to  submit  our  heads  to  the  tender  mercies  of 
the  executioner.  Swathed  in  wrappers  of 
calico,  the  head  fixed  by  a  neckful  of  tor- 
menting short  hairs,  a  man  is  planted  like  an 
unfortunate  wicket,  and  bowled  at  by  the 
abhorred  barber  with  pomatum- pots,  es- 
sences, tinctures,  and  small  talk.  Our  friend 
Punch,  who  seems  to  have  suffered  from 
this  martyrdom,  recommends  a  very  neat 
style  of  batting,  or  rather  of  blocking  the 
balls,  as  thus  : — 

ScEHE — A  Barber^t  Shop,  Barber* s  men  engaged 
in  cutting  hair,  jnalcing  wigs,  aiid  other  barbar^ 
esqiie  operations. 

Enter  Jones,  meeting  Oily  the  barber, 

Jones.  1  wish  my  hair  cut 
OUy.  Pray,  sir,  take  a  seat. 
[Oily  vuts  chair  for  Jokes,  ivho  sits .  Durinfr 
the  following  dudogue  Oily  continues  cut' 
ting  Jones's  hair. 
Oily.  We've  had  much  wet,  sir. 
Jones,  Very  much  indeed. 


Oily.  And  yet  November's  early  days  were  fine. 
JonesS'They  were. 

Oily.  I  hoped  fair  weather  might  have  lasted  m 
Until  the  end. 
Jones.  At  one  time — so  did  I. 
Oily.  But  wc  have  had  it  very  wet. 
Jones.  We  have. 

[A  pause  of  some  minutes. 
Oily.  I  know  not,  sir,  who  cut  your  hair  last 
time; 
But  this  I  say,  sir,  it  was  badly  cut : 
No  doubt 't  was  in  the  country. 
Jones.  No !  in  town ! 

Oily,  Indeed  !  I  f  hould  have  fancied  otherwise. 
Joties.  'Twas  cut  in  town — and  in  this  very 

room. 
Oily.  Amazement ! — but  1  now  remember  well. 
We  had  an  awkward  new  provincial  hand, 
A  fellow  from  the  country.    Sir,  he  did 
More  damage  to  my  business  in  a  week 
Than  all  my  skill  can  in  a  year  repair. 
He  must  have  cut  your  hair. 
Jones  (looking  at  him).    No — 'twas  yourself. 
Oily.  My.self!  Impossible!  You mu^t mistake. 
Jones.  I  don't  mistake — 'twas  you  that  cut  my 
hair* 
[A  long  pause,  interrupted  only  by  the  clipping 
of  tne  scissors. 
Oily.  Your  hair  is  very  dry,  sir. 
Jones.  Ob  !  indeed. 

Oily.  Our  Ve^table  Extract  moistens  it. 
Jones,  I  like  it  dry. 
Oily,  But,  sir !  the  hair  when  dry 
Turns  quickly  gray. 

Jones,  That  color  I  prefer. 
Oily,  But  hair,  when  gray,  will  rapidly  fall  off, 
And  baldness  will  ensue. 
Jones.  I  would  be  bald. 

Oily.  Perhaps  you  mean  to  say  you'd  like  a 
wig.— 
We've  wigs  so  natural  they  can't  be  told 
From  real  hair. 
Jones,  Deception  I  detest. 
[Another  pause  ensues,  during  wliich  Oily 
blows  down  Jones's  neck,  and  relieves  him 
from  the  linen  wrapper  in  which  he  has  been 
enveloped  during  tiie  process  of  hair-cutting. 
Oily,  We've  brushes,  soaps,  and  scent,  of  every 

kind. 
Jones.  I  see  yon  have.    (Pays  6d.)    I  think 

you'll  find  that  right. 
Oily.  If  there  is  nothin^r  I  can  show  you,  air. 
Jojies,  No:  nothing.    Yet — there  may  be  some- 
thing, too. 
That  you  may  show  me. 
Oily,  Name  it,  sir. 

Jones.  The  door.  [Exit  Jones, 

Oily  (to  his  man.)   That's  a  rum  customer  at 
any  rate. 
Had  I  cut  him  as  short  as  he  cut  me. 
How  little  hair  upon  his  head  would  be  ! 
But  if  kind  friends  will  all  our  pains  requite. 
We'll  hope  for  better  luck  another  night. 

[Shop-bell  rings  and  curtain  falls. 

Touching  upon  the  subject  of  applicaUons 
for  nourishing  the  hair,  we  must  not  omit  Uie 
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most  important  and  imposing,  though  some 
»ple  imafirine  perfectly  apocrypha],  con- 
tutors — Bears.  We  know  Bruin  has  of 
been  declared  a  humbug,  and  there  is 
too  prevalent  an  opinion  abroad  that  he 
jiot  let  his  genuine  grease  flow  for  the 
of  mankind  as  freely  as  barbers  would 
believe  from  the  announcement  we 
see  in  back  streets  of  "another 
killed."  After  full  inquiry,  how- 
ind  that  Bruin  still  bleeds  without 
for  an  ungrateful  public.  During 
lonths,  upwards  of  fifty  bears 
jhost  in  this  metropolis  alone, 
are  we  find  very  regular  passengers 
between  the  ports  of  St.  Petersburg  and 
London.  The  destiny  of  these  creatures 
affords  a  singular  instance  of  the  manner  in 
which  extremes  meet — the  shaggy  denizen 
of  a  Russian  forest  having  at  last  the  honor 
of  yielding  up  his  precious  fat  to  make 
glossy  and  smooth  the  ringlets  of  an  irre- 
sistible Puseyite.  If  Ursa  Major  could  only 
know  his  distinguished  future ! 

In  order  to  combat  the  growing  skepticism 
as  to  "  hairdressers'  bears,"  a  worthy  son  of 
the  craft  in  the  neighborhood  of  St.  Giles' 
Church,  was  long  in  the  habit,  when  he 
slaughtered  a  Muscovite,  of  hanging  him  by 
chains  out  of  the  second-floor  window,  with 
an  inscription  to  the  effect  that  customers 
bringing  their  own  gallipots  might  cut  the 
fat  out  for  themselves. 

The  history  of  the  coiffure  commenced, 
we  suppose,  when  Eve  first  gazing  on  a 
brook  (not  far  from  the  Tree)  discovered  the 
dishevelled  condition  of  her  head-gear.  As 
far  back  as  we  have  any  records  of  man,  we 
find  a  more  or  less  elaborate  fashion  of 
dressing  the  hair.  As  we  have  said  before, 
the  Nineveh  statues  and  relievos  show  us 
how  justly  the  old  Hebrew  prophets  describe 
and  rebuke  the  dandyism  of  Sennacherib's 
captains  and  counsellors.  A  modern  Truefilt 
with  ail  his  skill  must  wonder  as  he  crazes 
upon  those  exquisite  plaitings,  and  bossings, 
and  curlings  which  extended  over  the  beard 
as  well  as  the  head  of  the  Assyrian.  A 
glimpse  at  the  wig  found  in  the  temple  of 
Isis  at  Thebes,  and  now,  as  has  also  been 
mentioned,  among  the  glories  of  the  Museum, 
proves  that  the  Egyptians,  of  even  an  earlier 
epoch  probably,  were  most  studious  of  their 
toilet.  The  Greeks,  however,  with  their 
innate  love  of  the  beautiful,  carried  the  ar- 
rangement of  the  hair  to  the  highest  point 
of  artistic  excellence.  The  marbles  which 
have  come  down  to  us  testify  to  this  perfec- 


tion, and  after  a  lapse  of  eighteen  hundred 
years  all  the  nations  of  Christendom,  dis- 
carding their  own  hideous  devices,  have  re- 
turned with  more  or  less  scrupulousness  to 
the  models  so  bequeathed.  The  Roman 
dames  speedily  overlaid  the  simple  beauty 
of  the  Greek  mode,  piled  upon  their  heads 
imitations  of  castles  and  crowns,  hoisted 
their  hair  in  intricate  wreaths,  and  knotted  it 
with  a  tiresome  elaborateness.  The  men 
generally  showed  better  taste,  and  continued 
to  sport  sharp  crisp  locks  after  the  manner 
of  **  the  curled  Antony,"  sometimes  with  the 
addition  of  the  beard,  sometimes  without  it. 
By  and  bye,  however,  among  other  signs  of 
decadence,  the  simple  male  coiffure  was 
thrown  aside  for  more  luxurious  fashions, 
and  the  Emperor  Com  modus  for  one  is  said 
to  have  powdered  his  hair  with  gold. 

Outside  of  Rome,  long  hair  was  generally 
prevalent  among  freemen.  The  slaves  were 
invariably  cropped,  and  Caesar  relates  that 
he  always  ordered  the  populations  of  the 
provinces  he  had  conquered  to  shave  off  their 
hair  as  a  sign  of  their  subjection.  In  the 
decline  of  the  Empire,  when  any  of  these 
provinces  revolted,  the  insurgent  captains  di- 
rected the  masses  to  wear  their  hair  long 
again,  as  a  signal  of  recovered  freedom. 
Thus  the  hair-crops  of  whole  countries  were 
alternately  mown  and  allowed  to  grow  like 
so  many  fields  at  the  command  of  the  hus- 
bandman— the  most  important  of  facts  po- 
litical being  indicated — (we  despise  the  vile 
imputation  of  a  pun) — oy  the  state  of  the 
poll.  Long  hair,  during  the  dark  ages,  was 
very  much  respected ;  and  at  the  beginning 
of  the  French  monarchy  the  people  chose 
their  kings  by  the  length  of  their  locks.  In 
our  own  island  it  was  equally  esteemed  ;  and 
so  far  from  its  being  considered  a  mark  of 
effeminacy  to  carefully  attend  it,  we  are  told 
that  the  Danish  officers  who  were  quartered 
upon  the  English  in  the  reign  of  Ethclred 
the  Unready  won  the  hearts  of  the  ladies  by 
the  length  and  beauty  of  their  hair,  which 
they  combed  at  least  once  a-dat/.  The  clergy 
seem  to  have  been  the  only  class  of  men 
who  wore  the  hair  short,  and  this  they  did 
as  a  kind  of  mortification.  Not  content  with 
exercising  this  virtue  themselves,  however, 
they  attempted  to  impose  it  upon  the  laity. 
Thus  St.  Anselm  fulminated  orders  against 
long  hair,  both  in  England  and  France. 
There  was  a  kind  of  hair  which  received  the 
honor  of  a  special  canon  denouncing  it. 
This  hair,  crisped  by  art,  was  styled  by  them 
the  malice  of  the  Devil,     The  following  rep- 
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resents — in  modernized  form,  of  course — the 
terms  in  which  the  French  Bishops  anathe- 
matized it : — 

'*  Prenant  un  soin  paternel  de  punir,  autant 
qu'il  est  it  prooos,  ceux  qui  portent  des  cheveux 
frisks  at  bouclds  par  artifice,  pour  faire  toinber 
dans  le  pidge  les  personnes  qui  les  voient,  nous 
les  exhortons  et  leur  enjoignons  de  vivre  plus 
modestement,  en  sorte  qn'on  ne  remarque  plus  en 
eux  aucuns  reslea  de  la  malice  du  diahU.  Si  quel- 
qu*un  p^che  contre  ce  canon,  qu*il  soit  excom- 
muni^  2" 

Indeed,  so  many  and  such  complicated  and 
contradictory  ordinances  were  issued  by 
like  authority  about  the  seventh  and  eighth 
centuries,  that  some  wag  sugge^>ted  that  the 
young  fellows  should  continue  to  wear  their 
hair  long  until  the  church  had  settled  what 
short  hair  really  was.  In  England  the  clergy 
did  not  confine  themselves  merely  to  de- 
nouncing the  flowing  tresses  of  the  nobility; 
impregnated  with  the  practical  turn  of  mind 
of  the  country,  they  acted  as  well  as  talked. 
Thus  Serlo,  a  Norman  prelate,  preaching 
before  Henry  II.  and  his  court,  brought  the 
whole  party  to  such  a  state  of  repentance 
respecting  the  profligate  length  of  their  locks, 
that  they  consented  to  give  them  up,  where- 
upon the  crafty  churchman  pulled  a  pair  of 
shears  out  of  his  sleeve,  and  secured  his  vic- 
tory by  clearing  the  royal  head  in  a  twink- 
ling. Such  occasional  results  of  pious  im- 
pulse were,  however,  of  little  avail ;  on  the 
whole  the  abomination  remained  throughout 
the  early  reigns  of  both  France  and  England 
quite  triumphantw  In  Richard  II.'s  time  the 
men  as  well  as  the  women  confined  the  hair 
over  the  brow  with  a  fillet.  What  the  clergy, 
with  all  their  threats  of  excommunication 
and  promises  of  paradise,  could  not  effect  in 
a  series  of  ages,  was  at  last  brought  about 
by  an  accident.  Francis  I.,  having  been 
wounded  in  the  head  at  a  tournament,  was 
obliged  to  have  his  hair  cropped,  whereupon 
the  whole  of  fashionable  France  gave  up 
their  locks  out  of  compliment  to  the  sovereign. 
In  the  History  of  England,  illustrated  with 
woodcuts  of  the  kings'  heado,  which  we  have 
all  of  us  thumbed  over  so  at  school,  the  sud- 
den and  complete  change  in  the  method  of 
wearing  the  hair  between  the  installation  of 
the  Tudor  dynasty  and  the  meridian  of  bluflf 
King  Hal  must  be  well  remembered.  The 
portraits  of  the  latter  period  by  Holbein  are, 
however,  the  best  of  illustrations.  The  wo- 
men, as  well  as  the  men,  appear  almost  to- 
tally deprived  of  hair,  and  wc  cannot  help 
thinking  thai  much  of  the  hard  expression 


of  features,  which  especially  marks  the  fe- 
male heads  of  Henry  YlII.'s  great  painter, 
was  owing  to  the  withdrawal  of  the  softening 
influence  of  the  hair.  The  close  cropping  of 
the  gentlemen,  on  the  other  hand,  gave  them 
a  virile  aspect  which  especially  suited  with 
the  reforming  spirit  of  the  affe.  As  the  hair 
shortened  the  beard  was  allowed  to  flow. 
Indeed  this  compensatory  process  has  always 
obtained;  in  no  age,  we  think,  have  the 
hair  and  beard  been  allowed  to  grow  long  at 
the  same  time.  Shakspeare  was  constantly 
alluding  to  the  beard.  In  his  day  this  term 
included  the  three  more  modem  subdivisions 
of  beard,  moustache,  and  whisker — they 
were  all  then  worn  in  one.  "  Did  he  not 
wear  a  great  round  beard  like  a  glover's 
paring-knife?"  asks  one  of  his  characters, 
clearly  alluding  to  the  extent  of  cheek  it 
covered.  In  a  word,  the  period  par  excellence 
of  magnificent  barbes  comprised  the  end  of 
the  sixteenth  and  the  beginning  of  the  sev- 
enteenth century — and,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
there  was  at  the  same  time  manifested  the 
germ  of  that  party  which  gave  a  politico- 
religious  character  to  the  hair  of  the  revolu- 
tionary epoch.  The  Cavaliers  began  to  re- 
store long  locks  early  in  the  reign  of  Charles 
I. ;  the  Puritans,  so  far  from  adopting  the 
fashion,  polled  even  closer  than  before,  and 
at  last  came  to  rejoice  in  the  cognomen  of 
Roundheads.  Between  these  two  grand  ex- 
tremes, however,  there  were  innumerable 
other  fashions  of  wearing  the  hair,  the  minor 
ensigns,  we  suppose,  of  trimming  sectaries. 
Dr.  Hall,  who  published  a  little  work  in 
1643,  **0n  the  Loathsomnesse  of  Long 
Hair,"  exclaims — 


**How  strangely  do  men  cut  their  hati 
some  all  before,  some  all  behind,  some  long  romid 
about,  their  crownes  being  cut  short  like  coolM 
or  popish  priests  and  friars  ;  some  have  long  locks 
at  their  eares,  as  if  they  had  foure  eares,  or  were 
prickeared ;  some  have  a  little  long  lock  onely 
before,  han^ng  downe  to  their  noses  like  the  taile 
of  a  weasall ;  every  man  being  made  a  foole  at 
the  barber's  pleasure,  or  making  a  foolo  of  the 
barber  for  having  to  make  him  such  a  foole.'* 

The  virulence  with  which  the  Puritans  de- 
nounced long  hair  even  exceeded  that  of  the 
priests  of  old.  Diseases  of  the  hair  were 
lugged  in  as  evidences  of  the  divine  displeas- 
ure ;  for  example,  the  worthy  divine  we  have 
just  been  quoting  talks  of  plica  polonica  as 
unquestionably  resulting  from  the  wicked- 
ness of  the  times.  There  is  a  cat  afflicted 
with  this  singular  hair-disease  in  the  Museum 
of  the  College  of  Surgeons,  so  we  suppose 
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that  race  at  the  present  time  are  living  pro- 
iBwAte  lives !    What  says  Professor  Owen  ? 

with  the  renewed  triumph  of  long  hair, 
the  beard  gradually  shrank  up  ;  first  assum- 
ing a  forked  appearance,  then  dwindling  to 
a  peak,  and  ultimately  vanishing  altogether. 
The  female  coiffure  of  the  Stuart  period  was 
peculiarly  pleasing ;  clustering  glossy  curls, 
which  were  sometimes  made  soft  and  semi- 
transparent  by  a  peculiar  friz,  gave  life  and 
movement  to  the  face ;  whilst  a  pretty  ar- 
rangement of  loops  hung  like  a  fringe  across 
the  forehead,  and  added  a  great  air  of 
quaintness  to  the  whole  expression. 

But  how  shall  we  approach  with  sufficient 
awe  the  solemn  epoch  of  perukes !  It  is  true 
we  have  sufficient  evidence  that  the  Egypt 
of  Pharaoh  was  not  ignorant  of  the  wig — the 
very  corpus  delicti  is  familiar  to  our  eyes — 
and  many  busts  and  statues  in  the  Vatican 
have  actually  marble  wigs  at  this  hour  upon 
them — clearly  indicating  the  same  fact  in  the 
days  of  imperial  Eome.  But  apart  from 
these  very  ancient  matters,  which  are  com- 
paratively new  dbcoveries,  hitherto  our  at- 
tention has  been  claimed  by  the  simple 
manipulations  of  the  barber ;  we  now  enter 
upon  a  period  when  the  dressing  of  hair  rises 
into  a  real  science,  and  the  perruquier  with  a 
majestic  bearing  takes  the  dignity  of  a  pro- 
fessor. To  France,  of  course,  we  owe  the 
rs-invention  and  complete  adoption  of  a 
head-dress  which  sacrificed  the  beauty  of  na- 
ture to  the  delicacies  of  art.  The  epidemic 
broke  out  in  the  reien  of  Louis  XIII.     This 

£rince  never  from  hia  childhood  cropped  his 
ur,  and  the  peruke  was  invented  to  enable 
those  to  whom  nature  had  not  been  so 
bountiful,  in  the  item  of  flowing  locks,  to 
keep  themselves  in  the  mode  brought  in  by 
tteur  royal  master.  In  England  the  intro- 
daction  of  those  portentous  head-dresses  is 
^ell  marked  in  Pepys's  Diary.  Under  date 
SToYember  3,  1663,  he  says  : — 

*'  Home,  and  by  and  bye  comes  Chapman,  the 
perriwigg-maker,  and  upon  my  liking  it  (the  wig,) 
Without  more  ado  I  went  up,  and  then  he  cut  off 
tny  haire,  which  went  a  little  to  my  heart  at  pre- 
sent to  part  with  it;  but  it  being  over, and  my  per* 
^wigg  on,  I  paid  him  3/.,  and  away  went  he  with 
tny  own  haire  to  make  up  another  of;  and  I  by 
^nd  bye  went  abroad,  aflcr  I  had  caused  all  my 
maids  to  look  upon  it,  and  they  concluded  it  do 
become  mc,  though  Jane  was  mightily  troubled 
for  my  parting  with  my  own  hair,  and  so  was 
Basse. 

*•  November  8, 1663.  Lord's  Day.— To  church, 
where  I  found  that  my  coming  in  a  perriwigrg  did 
not  prove  so  strange  as  I  was  afraid  it  would,  for 
I  thought  that  ail  the  church  would  presently 


have  cast  their  eyes  upon  me,  but  I  find  no  such 
things." 

From  this  last  extract  it  would  appear, 
that  in  the  beginning  the  peruke,  made 
as  it  was  from  the  natural  hair,  was  not 
very  different  from  the  Cavalier  mode. 
The  imagination  of  France  speedily  im- 
proved, however,  upon  poor  old  Dame 
Nature.  Under  Louis  XIV.  the  size  to 
which  perukes  had  grown  was  such,  that 
the  face  appeared  only  as  a  small  pimple  in 
the  midst  of  a  vast  sea  of  hair.  The  great 
architect  of  this  triumphant  age  of  perukes 
was  one  Binette,  an  artist  of  such  note  and 
consequence  that  without  him  the  King  and 
all  his  courtiers  were  nothing.  His  equi- 
page and  running  footmen  were  seen  at  every 
door,  and  he  might  have  adopted  withoiit 
much  assumption  the  celebrated  mot  of  his 
royal  master— Z'^to/  cesi  moi.  The  clergy, 
physicians,  and  lawyers  speedily  adopted  the 
peruke,  as  they  imagined  it  gave  an  imposing 
air  to  the  countenance,  and  so  indeed  it  must 
be  confessed  it  did.  One  can  never  look  at 
the  portraits  of  the  old  bishops  and  judges 
dressed  in  the  full-bottomed  flowing  peruke 
without  a  sort  of  conviction  that  the  origin- 
als must  have  been  a  deal  more  profound  and 
learned  than  those  of  our  own  close-cropped 
age.  So  impressed  was  the  Grand  Monarque 
with  the  majestic  character  it  lent  to  the 
face,  that  he  never  appeared  without  his  pe- 
ruke before  his  attendants,  and  it  was  the  ne- 
cessity, perhaps,  of  taking  it  off  at  the  latest 
moment  of  the  toilet,  that  caused  him  to  say 
that  no  man  was  a  hero  to  his  valet  de  cham- 
bre.  This  mode  grew  so  universal  that 
children  were  made  to  submit  to  it,  and  all 
Nature  seemed  bewigged.  The  multiplicity 
of  sizes  and  forms  became  so  numerous  that 
it  was  found  necessary  to  frame  a  new  tech- 
nical vocabulary,  now  in  parts  obscure 
enough  even  for  the  most  erudite.  Thus 
there  were  'perruques  grandes  et  petites — en 
folio,  en  quarto,  en  trente-deux — perruques 
rondes,  carries,  pointues  ;  perruques  a  bou- 
dins,  k  papillons,  a  deux  et  trois  marteaux,' 
&c.  <fec. 

For  a  long  time  after  this  invention  the 
head-dress  retained  the  natural  color  of  the 
hair,  but  in  1714  it  became  the  fashion  to 
have  wigs  bleached ;  the  process,  however, 
was  ineffectual,  and  they  speedily  turned  an 
ashen  gray;  to  remedy  which  defect  hair- 
powder  was  invoked — another  wondrous  de- 
vice which  speedily  spread  from  the  source 
and  centre  of  civilization  over  the  rest  of 
Europe. 

The  natural  vanity  of  the  fair  sex  strug- 


216 


HUMAN  HAIR. 


[JuM^ 


gled  with  more  or  less  success  against  the 
loss  of  their  own  hair,  but  they  managed  to 
friz  and  build  this  up  with  such  piles  of  lace 
and  ribbons  that  it  at  length  excelled  the 
male  peruke.  In  17G0,  when  they  had 
reached  a  truly  monstrous  altitude,  one  Le- 
gros  had  the  extraordinary  impudence  to 
hint  that  the  thing  was  getting  beyond  a 
joke,  and  proposed  a  return  to  the  "  coiflfure 
a  la  Grecque."  For  a  moment  the  fair  mob 
of  fashion  listened,  and  the  hair-dressers 
trembled,  for  well  they  knew  that,  if  the  wo- 
men hesitated,  the  mode,  like  their  virtue, 
would  be  lost.  Accordingly  they  combined 
with  immense  force  against  Legros,  instituted 
a  law-suit,  and  speedily  crushed  him.  This 
momentary  blight  removed,  the  female  head- 
dress sprang  up  still  more  madly  than  be- 
fore, and  assumed  an  abstruseness  of  con- 
struction hitherto  unexampled.  The  author 
of  the  "  Secret  Memoirs"  relates,  that  Queen 
Marie  Antoinette  herself  invented  a  coiffure 
which  represented  all  the  reGnements  of 
landscape  gardening,  "  des  collines,  des  prai- 
ries ^maill6es,  des  russieaux  argentins  et  des 
torrents  6cumeux,  des  jardins  sym^triqu^s, 
et  des  pares  Anglais."  From  the  altitude 
of  the  head-dresses  in  1778  it  was  found 
that  they  intercepted  the  view  of  spectators 
in  the  rear  of  them  at  the  Opera,  and  the  di- 
rector was  obliged  to  refuse  admittance  to 
the  amphitheatre  to  those  persons  who  wore 
such  immoderate  coiffures — a  proceeding 
which  reminds  us  of  the  joke  of  Jack  Reeve, 
who,  whilst  manager  of  the  Adelphi,  posted 
a  notice  that,  in  consequence  of  the  crowded 
state  of  the  house,  gentlemen  frequenting  the 
pit  must  shave  off  their  whiskers!  Such 
was  the  art  expended  on  these  tremendous 
head-dresses,  and  such  the  detail  required 
in  their  different  stages,  that  ladies  of  quali- 
ty were  often  under  the  hands  of  the  artiste 
the  entire  day.  Thus  when  they  had  to 
attend  entertainments  on  succeeding  evenings, 
they  were  forced  to  sleep  in  arm-chairs,  for 
fear  of  endangering  the  finish  of  the  coiffure ! 
The  female  head-dress,  having  now  arrived 
at  its  most  Alpine  elevation,  suddenly  top- 
pled over  and  fell,  by  the  mere  accident  of 
the  Queen's  hair  coming  off  during  her  ac- 
couchement. The  court,  out  of  compliment 
to  her  Majesty,  wore  the  hair  a  V enfant ; 
others  followed,  and  the  fashion  was  at  an 
end.  And  it  was  well  it  was  so.  It  required 
all  the  art  of  our  own  Sir  Joshua  to  bring 
this  strange  mode  within  the  sphere  of  pic- 
torial art.  And  yet  in  real  life  the  white 
powder  was  not  without  its  merit.  It 
brought  out  the  color  of  the  cheeks,  and  ad- 


ded brilliancy  to  the  eyes ;  in  short,  it  was 
treating  the  face  like  a  water-color  landscape, 
mounting  it  on  an  ocean  of  white,  which 
brought  out  by  contrast  all  its  natural  force 
and  effect.  Few  can  have  forgotten  how 
many  of  our  beauties  gained  by  figuring  in 
powder  at  ths  Court  fancy  balls  of  a  few  sea- 
sons back. 

The  male  peruke,  startled,  it  would  ap- 
pear, by  the  vehement  growth  of  the  female 
coiffure,  stood  still,  grew  gradually  more 
calm  and  reasonable,  and  at  last,  spumioff 
any  further  contest  with  its  rival,  resigned 
altogether — and  the  natural  hair,  powdered 
and  gathered  in  a  queue,  at  first  long,  then 
short,  and  tied  with  ribbon,  became  the  mode 
— to  rout  which  it  required  a  revolution ;  in 
'93  it  fell — together  with  the  monarchy  of 
France.  In  the  world  of  fashion  here  the 
system  stood  out  till  somewhat  later — but  ^ 
our  Gallo-maniac  Whigs  were  early  deserters, 
and  Pitt's  tax  on  hair-powder  in  1795  gave 
a  grand  advantage  to  the  innovating  party. 
Pigtails  continued,  however,  to  be  worn  by 
the  army,  and  those  of  a  considerable  length, 
until  1804,  when  they  were  by  order  re- 
duced to  seven  inches ;  and  at  last,  in  1808, 
another  order  commanded  them  to  be  cut  off 
altogether.  There  had,  however,  been  a 
keen  qualm  in  the  "  parting  spirit "  of  Pro- 
tection. The  very  next  day  brought  a  coun- 
ter-order : — but  to  the  great  joy  of  the  rank 
and  file  at  least  it  was  too  late — already  the 
pigtails  were  all  gone.  The  trouble  given 
to  the  military  by  the  old  mode  of  powder- 
ing the  hair  and  dressing  the  tail  was  im- 
mense, and  it  often  led  to  the  most  ludicrous 
scenes.  The  author  of  the  "Costume  of  the 
British  Soldier  "  relates  that  on  one  occasion, 
in  a  glorious  dependency  of  ours,  a  field-day 
being  ordered,  and  there  not  being  sufficient 
barbers  in  the  garrison  to  attend  all  the  of- 
ficers in  the  morning,  the  juniors  must  needs 
have  their  heads  dressed  over  night,  and,  to 
preserve  their  artistic  arrangement,  poma- 
tumed, powdered,  curled,  and  clubbed,  these 
poor  wretches  were  forced  to  sleep  as  well 
as  they  could  on  their  faces!  Such  was  the 
rigidity  with  which  certain  modes  were  en- 
forced in  the  army  about  this  period  that 
there  was  kept  in  the  adjutant's  office  of 
each  regiment  a  pattern  of  the  correct  curls, 
to  which  the  barber  could  refer. 

For  many  years  every  trace  of  powder 
and  pigtail  has  disappeared  from  the  parade 
as  well  as  the  saloon — and  footmen  are  now 
the  only  persons  who  use  a  mode  which  once 
set  off  the  aristocratic  aspects  of  our  Sey- 
mours and  Hamiltons.    The  horsehair  court- 
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wigs  of  the  Judges  8eem  to  be  recollections 
of  the  white  perukes  of  the  early  Georgian 
era,  but  they  are  far  more  massive  and  pre- 
cise than  the  old  flowing  head- dresses — their 
exact  little  curls  and  sternly-cut  brow-lines 
making  them  fit  emblems  of  the  unbending, 
uncompromising  spirit  of  the  modern  bench. 
Only  thirty  years  ago,  it  must  be  remember- 
ed, the  sages  of  law,  even  in  ordinary  society, 
sported  a  peculiar  and  marking  head-gear ; 
or  rather  there  were  two  varieties  in  constant 
use,  one  brief  and  brown  for  the  morning, 
the  other  white,  pretty,  ample,  and  terminat- 
ing in  pigtail,  for  the  Lord  Mayor's  Feast  or 
Bioomsbury  Drum.  The  epoch  of  Reform 
witnessed  at  once  the  abandonment  of 
Bioomsbury,  and  the  final  abolition  of  these 
judicial  ensigns.  The  last  adherent  was,  we 
believe,  the  excellent  Mr.  Justice  James  Alan 
Park — latterly  distinguished  accordingly  as 
Bushy  Park.  The  general  disappearance  of 
the  episcopal  per(ike  befell  at  the  same  era  of 
change  and  alarm — being  warned  to  set  their 
house  in  order,  they  lost  no  time  in  dealing 
with  their  heads.  At  this  day  hardly  one 
wig  ever  is  visible  even  in  the  House  of 
Lords:  and  we  must  say  we  doubt  whether 
most  of  the  right  reverend  fathers  have 
gained  in  weight  of  aspect  by  this  complete 
revolution.  It  has,  of  course,  extended  over 
all  the  inferior  dignitaries  of  the  clerical  or- 
der. With  the  exception  of  one  most  vener- 
able relic  which  has  often  nodded  in  opposi- 
tion to  Dr.  Parr's  tusya  ^aujuwx,  we  do  not  sup- 
pose there  remains  one  Head,  with  a  wig,  on 
the  banks  of  either  Cam  or  Isis.  Yet  people 
question  the  capacity  or  resolution  for  inter- 
nal reforms  in  our  academical  Caputs ! 

The  natural  hair,  after  its  long  imprison- 
ment, seemed   for  a   moment  to  have  run 
irild.     The  portraits  of  the  beginning  of  the 
Century,  and  even  down  to  the  time  of  Law- 
rence's supremacy,   show    the   hair    falling 
thickly  upon  the  brow,  and  flowing,  especial- 
ly in  the  young,  over  the  shoulders.     Who 
Can    ever  forget,  that  has  once  seen  it,  the 
portrait  of  young  Lindley  in   the  Dulwich 
Gallery  by  Sir  Thomas — that  noble  and  sad- 
looking  brow,  so  softly  shaded  with  luxuriant 
Qnrls  ?     At  the  present  moment  almost  every 
lady  one  meets  has   her  hair  arranged   in 
••  bands" — nothing  but  bands,  the   most  se- 
vere and  trying  of  all  coiffures,  and  one  only 
adapted  to  the  most  classic  style  of  beauty. 
for  the  face  with  a  downright  good-natured 
pug  nose,  or  with  one  that  is  only  pleasantly 
retroussS,  to  adopt  it,  is  quite  as  absurd  as 
for  an   architect  to   surmount  an  irregular 
ESizabethan  building  with  a   Doric   frieze. 


Every  physiognomy  requires  its  own  peculiar 
arrangement  of  hair,  and  we  only  wonder 
that  this  great  truth  has  ever  been  lost  sight 
of.  There  is  a  kind  of  hair  full  of  graceful 
waves,  which  in  Ireland  is  called  "  good- 
natured  hair."  There  is  something  quite 
charming  in  its  tippling  line  across  the  fore- 
head. Art  has  attempted  to  imitate  it,  but 
the  eye  immediately  detects  the  imposture — 
it  no  more  resembjes  the  real  thing  than  the 
set  smile  of  the  opera-dancer  does  the  genu- 
ine play  of  the  features  from  some  pleasur- 
able emotion  of  the  mind.  This  buckled  hair 
is,  in  short,  the  same  as  that  denounced  by 
the  early  churchmen  under  the  name  of  the 
malice  of  the  Devil,  a  term  which  it  well  de- 
serves. There  is  another  kind  of  hair  which 
is  inclined  to  hang  in  slender,  threadlike 
locks  just  on  the  sides  of  the  face,  allowing 
the  light  and  shade  to  fall  upon  the  white 
skin  beneath  with  delightful  effect.  Painters 
particularly  affect  this  picturesque  falling  of 
the  hair,  and  it  is  wonderful  how  it  softens 
the  face,  and  gives  archness  to  the  eyes, 
which  peep  out  as  it  were  between  their  own 
natural  trellis  work  or  jalousies.  We  own  to 
a  love  of  the  soft  flossy  ringlets  which  dally 
and  toy  with  the  Tight  on  their  airy  curves, 
and  dance  with  every  motion  of  the  body. 
There  is  sometl^ing  exceedingly  feminine  and 
gentle  in  them,  we  think,  which  makes  them 
more  fitted  for  general  adoption  than  any 
other  style.  But  most  of  all  to  be  admired 
for  a  noble  generous  countenance,  is  that 
compromise  between  the  severe-looking 
"  band"  and  the  flowing  ringlet,  in  which 
the  hair,  in  twisting  coils  of  flossy  silk,  is  al- 
lowed to  fall  from  the  forehead  in  a  delicate 
sweep  round  that  part  of  the  cheek  where  it 
melts  into  the  neck,  and  is  then  gathered  up 
into  a  single  shell-like  convolution  behind. 
The  Greeks  were  particularly  fond  of  this  ar- 
rangement in  their  sculpture,  because  it  re- 
peated the  facial  outline  and  displayed  the 
head  to  perfection.  Some  naturally  pretty 
women,  following  the  lead  of  the  strong- 
minded  high-templed  sisterhood,  are  in  the 
habit  of  sweeping  their  hair  at  a  very  ugly 
angle  off  the  brow,  so  as  to  show  a  tower  of 
forehead  and,  as  they  suppose,  produce  an 
overawing  impression.  This  is  a  sad  mistake. 
Corinna,  supreme  in  taste  as  in  genius  and 
beauty,  knows  better.  The  Greeks  threw 
all  the  commanding  dignity  into  the  xpuojui^o; 
— or  bow-like  ornament.  We  all  admire  this 
in  the  Diana  of  the  British  Museum.  It  was, 
however,  used  indifferently  for  both  sexes — 
the  Apollo  Belvedere  is  crowned  in  the  same 
manner.    The  ancients  were  never  ^^vlt^  ^S. 
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thinking  a  vast  display  of  forehead  beautiful 
in  woman,  or  that  it  was  at  all  imposing  in 
Appearance — they  inrariably  set  the  hair  on 
low,  and  nould  haTe  atared  with  horror  at 
the  atrocious  practice  of  sharing  it  at  the 
parting,  adopted  by  some  people  to  girc 
height  to  the  brow.  We  do  not  mean  to  lay 
down  any  absolute  rule,  however,  even  in 
this  particular;  the  individuality  which  ex- 
ists  in  every  person's  bair,  as  much  as  in 
their  faces,  ahould  be  allowed  lo  assert  itself. 
and  the  dead  level  of  bands  should  never  be 

Ermitted  (o  extinguish  the  natural  differenct- 
tween  the  tresses  of  brown  Dolores— 
"  blue-black,  lustrous,  ihick  aa  horsehair" — 
and  the  Greek  islander's  hair  like  sea-moss., 
that  Alcipbron  spenks  of.  Least  of  all  i^ 
Boch  an  abomination  as  "  fixature"  allowabk 
for  one  moment — he  must  have  been  a  bold 
bad  man  indeed,  who  first  circulated  the 
means  of  solidifying  the  soft  and  yielding 
hair  uf  woman. 

There  is  much  more  individuality  in  the 
treatmentof  gentlemen's  hair,  simply  because 
most  of  them  leave  it  more  alone,  and  allov. 
Nature  to  take  her  course  ;  nevertheless,  the 
lords  of  the  earth,  like  the  ladies,  have  to  a 
certain  extent  their  prevailing  formula,  or 
mther  the  hairdressers  have,  of  arranging  the 
hair — to  wit,  one  great  sprawling  wave  acrosi^ 
the  forehead,  wilb  a  cauliflower  growth  on 
utherside.  Tothis  pattern  the  artists  would, 
if  they  could,  reduce  all  creation.  Their 
opinion  upon  the  graceful  flow  of  the  hair 
is  to  be  found  in  that  utmost  effort  of  their 
science — the  wig — we  mean  the  upstart  sham 
BO  styled.  Was  there  ever  such  a  hideous, 
artificial,  gentish-looking  thing  aa  the  George- 
the-Fourlhian  peruke — '  half  in  storm,  half 
in  calm — patted  down  over  the  left  temple, 
like  a  fmihy  cup  one  blows  on  to  cool  it?' — 
Its  painfully  white  net  parting,  and  its  pain- 
fully tight  little  curls,  haunt  us.  We  scarce- 
ly ever  see  that  type  now  in  its  full  original 
horror — but  bad  is  the  best.  It  seems,  at 
first  thought,  very  odd  that  they  cannot 
make  a  decent  imitation  of  a  head  of  hair. 
People  for^e  old  letters,  even  to  the  imitation 
of  the  stains  of  time  and  the  fading  of  the 
ink;  they  copy  a  flower  until  it  will  well- 
nigh  entice  a  bee;  but  who  ever  failed  to 
discover  a  wig  on  the  instant  ?  Its  nasty, 
hard  scalp-line  against  the  forehead  gives  a 
positive  shock  to  any  person  possessing  ner- 
vous  susceptibility.  Surely  something  might 
be  done.  Nothing  can  ever  be  expected, 
however,  to  come  quite  up  to  that  beautiful 
setting  on  of  the  hair  which  nature  shows 
iw/  for,  aa  u  writer  id  s  forrner  number  of 
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this  Review  says— and  we  may  be  allowed 
to  add,  says  beautifully — because  the  pen  b 
now  well  known  to  have  been  held  by  femi- 
nine fingers — 

'  It  is  the  exquisite  line  along  the  roots  of 
the  hair— the  graceful  undalatiooB  of  the  sboTM 
of  the  held,  thus  given  to  sighl,  with  which  we 
are  fascinated.  Here  the  skin  is  invariably  found 
finer,  and  the  color  tenderer,  than  in  any  other 
part  of  the  human  face— like  the  smooth,  pore 
sands,  where  tbe  tide  has  just  retired."* 

Agun,  art  con  never  match  even  the  color 
of  the  hair  to  the  complexion  and  the  tem- 
perament of  the  individual.  Did  any  one 
ever  see  a  man  with  a  head  of  hair  of  his  owd 
growing  that  did  not  suit  him  ?  On  the 
other  hand,  was  there  ever  seen  a  wig  that 
seemed  a  part  of  the  man  ?  Tbe  infinite  *«• 
riety  of  Nature  in  managing  the  coiffurv  it 
unapproachable.  One  man's  hair  she  Iossm 
up  in  a  sea  of  curls  ;  another's  she  smoothM 
down  to  the  meekness  of  a  maid's ;  a  third's 
she  flames  np,  like  a  conflagration ;  a  fourth's 
she  seems  to  have  crystalliEed,  each  hair 
thwarting  and  crossing  ita  neighbor,  like  • 
mass  of  needles ;  to  a  fifth  she  imparts  that 
sweet  and  graceful  flow  which  F.  Grant  and 
all  other  feeling  painters  do  their  best  to 
eopy.  In  color  and  texture,  again,  she  is 
equally  excellent;  each  flesh-tint  has  ita 
agreeing  shade  and  character  of  hair,  which 
if  a  man  departs  from,  he  disguises  himself. 
What  a  standing  protest  is  the  sandy  whia- 
Iter  to  the  glossy  black  peruke !  Again,  how 
aontradictory  and  withered  a  worn  old  face 
looks,  whose  shaggy  white  eyebrows  an 
lirowned  by  chestnut  curling  locks  1  It  re- 
minds us  of  a.  style  of  drawing  in  vogue  with 
ladies  some  years  since,  in  which  a  bright- 
colored  haymaker  is  seen  at  work  in  a  cold, 
blacklead  pencil  landscape. 

Of  tbe  modem  beard  and  whisker  we  de- 
sire to  write  respectfully.  A  mutton  chop 
seems  to  have  suggested  the  form  of  the 
substuntial  British  whisker.  Out  of  this 
simple  design  countless  varieties  of  form 
have  arisen.  How  have  they  arisen  ?  Can 
any  one  give  an  account  of  his  own  whiskers 
from  their  birth  upwards  ?  To  our  mind 
there  is  nothing  more  mysterious  than  the 
growth  of  this  manly  appendage.  Did  but 
fiir-seeing  youth  deliberately  design  his  own 
whisker  ?  Was  there  ever  known  a  hobble- 
dehoy who  saw  '  a  great  future '  in  his  silken 
(Jown,  and  determined  to  train  it  in  the  way 
it  should  go?    We  think  not.     British  whis- 


See  Eamjt  bj  tha  Anthorew  of  Lett«n  Irou 
iht  B«1U4  Utely  ooUeeUd  as  Rtaiimgfor  Ikt  SaU. 
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ken,  in  trnth,  have  g;rown  ap  TiVe  all  the 
gmt  institntioiu  of  the  country,  noiselessly 
sad  paretatentlj — an  outward  ezpreuion,  u 
the  Oermans  would  say,  of  the  inner  life  of 
the  people  ;  the  genertd  idea  allowing  of  in- 
Cmte  variety  according  to  the  indindnality 
of  the  wearer.  Let  ui  take  tb^nezt  half- 
doKQ  men  passing  by  the  window  ta  we 
write.  The  first  has  his  whiskers  tucked 
into  the  corners  of  his  mouth,  as  though  he 
ware  holding  them  up  with  hia  teeth.  The 
second  whisker  that  we  descry  has  wandered 
into  the  middle  of  the  cheek,  and  there 
Stopped  as  though  it  did  not  know  where  to 
ffo  to,  like  R  youth  who  has  ventured  out 
into  the  middle  of  a  ball-room  with  all  eyes 
ttpon  him.  Yonder  bunch  of  bristles  (No.  3) 
twists  the  contrary  way  under  the  owner's 
esr :  he  could  not  for  the  life  of  him  tell  why 
it  retrograded  so.  That  fourth  citizen  with 
the  vast  Pacific  of  a  face  has  little  whiskers 
which  seem  to  have  stopped  short  after  two 
tsehes  of  voyage,  as  though  aghast  at  the 
prospect  of  having  to  double  such  a  Cape 
Horn  of  a  chin.  We  perceive  coming  a  tre- 
mendous pair,  running  over  the  shirt-collar 
in  luxuriant  profusion.  Yet  we  see  as  the 
colonel  or  general  takes  off  his  hat  to  that 
lady  that  he  is  quite  bald — those  whiskers 
an,  in  fact,  nothing  but  a  tremendous  land- 
slip from  the  veteran's  head  I 

EveD  in  Europe,  some  skins  seem  to  have 
no  power  of  producing  hair  at  all.  Dark, 
thick- com pleiioned  people  are  frequently 
qmt«  desiituta  of  eitoer  beard  or  whisker, 
and  Nature  now  and  then,  as  if  to  restore  the 
balance,  producee  a  hairy  woman.  A  charm- 
ing example  was  exhibiting  a  short  time  since 
ia  town.  The  description  she  gives  of  her- 
self in  every  particular  we  will  not  back,  but 
here  it  is  from  the  printed  bill : — 

'The  public  is  most  respectfally  inrormed  (hsi 
Had.  FoBTUNE,  one  of  the  most  curious  phenom- 
SDons  which  ever  appeared  in  Europe,  has  ar- 
rived in  London,  in  the  person  of  a  jroung  woman. 
SI  years  ofa^,  whose  face,  which  U  of  an  ex- 
tnordJDsry  wniceness,  is  surrounded  by  a  beard 
as  black  as  jei,  about  four  inches  in  length.  The 
beard  is  as  thick  and  baihj  as  that  of  any 


tloD.  She  Bpesks  French  fluently,  and  will  an- 
swer all  the  qaestions  that  may  be  addressed  1(> 
bar.  Her  beard,  which  reaches  from  one  eye  tn 
tba  other,  perfectly  encircles  the  face,  forming  the 
Inoet  surprising  contrast,  but  without  impairing 
its  beauty.  Her  bust  is  moat  flnely  formed,  and 
loaves  not  the  least  doubt  as  to  her  tex.  She 
will  approach  all  the  persons  who  may  honor  her 
with  their  presence,  and  eive  an  account  of  her 
origin  and  birth,  and  exp&in  the  molina  which 


indoeed  her  toqait  her  conotry.  Everybody  will 
llw>be  allowed  to  tonch  her  beard,  so  as  to  be 
eonvineed  that  it  is  perfectly  natural.' 

The  beard  was  certainly  a  most  glorious  spec- 
imen, and  shamed  any  man's  that  we  hare 
ever  seen. 

Of  the  expration  of  hair — could  we  preu 
for  the  nonce  a  quill  from  Eathonia- — much 
might  be  well  and  edtfyingly  said.  The 
Greeks,  with  their  usual  subtlety  in  reading 
Nature,  and  interpreting  her  in  their  worlu 
of  art,  have  distinguished  tbcir  gods  by  the 
variations  of  this  excrescence.  Thus  the  hair 
of  the  Phidian  Jove  in  the  Vatican,  which 
rises  in  spouts  as  it  were  from  the  forehead. 
and  then  falls  in  wavy  curls,  is  like  the  mane 
of  the  lion,  most  majestic  and  imperial  in  ap- 
pearaoce.  The  crisp  curls  of  Hercules  again 
remind  us  of  the  short  locks  between  the 
horns  of  the  indomitable  bull ;  whilst  the 
hair  of  Neptune  falls  down  wet  and  dank  like 
his  own  seaweed.  The  beautiful  flowing 
locks  of  Apollo,  full  and  free,  represent  per- 
petual youth ;  and  the  gentle,  vagrant,  be- 
witching tresses  of  Venus  denote  most  clearly 
her  peculiar  characteristics  and  claims  as  a 
divinity  of  Olympus.  What  gives  the  loose 
and  wanton  air  to  the  portraits  in  Charles 
IL'sbedchamberat  Hampton  Court?  Duch- 
ess and  Couuless  sweep  along  the  canvas 
with  nil  the  dignity  that  Lely  could  flatter 
them  with  ;  but  on  the  disordered  curis  and 
the  forehead  fringed  with  love-locks  Cyprian 
is  plainly  written.  Even  Nell  Gwyn,  retired 
into  the  deep  shade  of  the  alcove,  beckons  us 
with  her  sweet  soft  redundance  of  ringlets. 
But  too  well  woman  knows  the  power  Venus 
has  endowed  her  with  in  this  silken  lasso : — 

'  Fair  tresses  man's  imperial  race  ensnare, 
And  beauty  draws  ns  with  a  single  hair.' 

In  the  rougher  sex  the  temper  and  dispo- 
sition are  more  apparent  from  the  sot  of  the 
hair  than  in  woman,  because,  as  already  ob- 
served, they  allow  it  to  follow  more  the  ar- 
rangement of  nature.  Curly  hair  bespeaks 
the  saagnine  temperament,  lank  hair  the 
phlegmatic.  Poets  for  the  most  part,  we 
believe,  have  had  curly  hair — though  our 
own  age  has  exhibited  some  notable  excep- 
tions to  the  mle.  Physiology  has  not  yet 
decided  upon  what  the  curl  is  dependent, 
but  we  feel  satisfied  it  arises  from  a  flattening 
of  one  side  of  the  hur  more  than  the  other. 

So  well  do  people  understand  the  charac- 
ter as  expressed  by  the  hair  and  its  manage- 
ment, that  it  is  used  as  s  kind  of  index. 
Commerual  ideas  are  very  exact  rea9«K.\\'DL% 
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it.  What  chance  would  a  gentleman  with  a 
moustache  have  of  getting  a  situation  in  a 
bank?  Even  too  much  wliisker  is  looked 
upon  with  suspicion.  A  clean  shave  is  usu- 
ally, as  the  world  goes,  expected  in  persons 
aspiring  to  any  post  of  serious  trust.  We 
confess  that  few  montrositics  in  this  line  af- 
fect us  more  dismally  than  the  combination 
of  dandy /avorw  with  the,  however  reduced, 


pei  (ike  of  Brother  Brieflen  or  Brother  Hard* 
up.  It  is  needless  to  add  that  anything  like 
hirsute  luxuriance  about  a  sacerdotal  physi- 
ognomy is  offensive  to  every  orthodox  ad- 
mirer of  the  via  media — to  all  the  Anglicao 
community,  it  is  probable,  excepting  some 
inveterate  embroideresses  of  red  and  blue 
altar-cloths  and  tall  curates'  slippers. 


•♦♦- 
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'*The  filorics  of  oar  birth  and  state 
Are  shadows,  not  substantial  thin^." 

So  says  one  of  our  finest  old  poets — ^and 
so  it  is !  Even  the  glories  of  an  imperial 
wedding  pass  away  like  the  brief  honey- 
moon of  inferior  mortals.  We  will  not  con- 
tinue our  quotation, 

**  Sceptre  and  crown 
Mast  tamble  down," 

lest  it  might  be  deemed  disrespectful,  as  ill- 
omened  to  the  "  Spanish  Ladye,"  and  the 
Emperor  Napoleon,  not  the  Great,  who  have 
so  lately  plighted  their  faith  and  joined  their 
fortunes  at  the  altar ;  particularly  as  the  ac- 
tual crown  that  surmounted  the  nuptial  car- 
riage was,  by  a  strange  want  of  calculation, 
knocked  off,  and  literally  laid  in  the  dust,  in 
passing  under  the  temporary  porch  at  the 
entrance  of  Notre  Dame.  Yes  :  the  satin 
couhur  de  rose  selected  for  the  civil  marriage 
has  blushed  its  brightest — the  white  velours 
^piugle,  for  the  religious  solemnization,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  white  doe-skins  of  the  em- 
peror, has  lost  somewhat  of  the  snowy  pu- 
rity only  equalled  by  the  pallor  of  the  bride 
as  she  walked  up  the  consecrated  aisle ;  of 
the  fifty-four  robes,  confectionnfs  by  the  rival 
geniuses  of  a  Vipnon  and  a  Palmyre,  robes 
a  corsage  drapes,  a  basques,  and  a  basques  a 
taiUes ;  trains  a  demi-queue,  a  demi-queue 
arrondi,  and  a  queue  entiere,  with  all  their 
varied  trimmings  of  flowers  and  feathers, 
and  gold  guipure,  and  bees,  and  crowned 
eagles, — of  all  these  splendors  two-thirds 
have  already  had  their  day  of  exhibition,  and 
bjr  the  time  that  the  remainder  have  gone 


through  their  turn,  the  mode  will  be  pasMie, 
and  some  change,  "still  lovelier  than  the 
last,"  have  taken  its  place. 

Meanwhile  the  artistic  world  of  fashkm 
has  had  time  to  pause,  and  nurse  its  strength 
for  fresh  efforts.  The  committee  of  six 
coiffeurs,  who  were  called  together  to  sit  in 
judgment  as  to  who  was  to  have  the  arrange- 
ment of  the  head-dress  of  the  empress  on  the 
wedding-day,  and  who  finally  adjudged  that 
transcendent  honor  to  Monsieur  Felix,  happy 
man  ! — alike  in  his  name  and  his  fortunes,-—* 
can  now  meditate  upon  fresh  cranial  con- 
structions. Monsieur  Lemounier  may  re-ar- 
range, in  his  dreams,  the  precious  black 
pearls  with  which  he  was  entrusted  for  the 
parure  of  the  empress,  as  *^  something  rich 
and  strange;"  on  the  same  principTe,  we 
presume,  that  naturalists  value  a  black  swan, 
or  connoisseurs  a  picture  of  Wouverman's 
without  a  white  horse  in  it.    But — 

'*  Let  Euclid  rest,  and  Archimedes  pause  ;  ** 

we  will  plunge  no  deeper  into  the  mysteries 
of  the  modern  toilette,  or  the  modern  mar- 
riage, but  content  ourselves  with  a  glance  at 
royal  nuptials  as  managed  two  or  three  cen- 
turies ago. 

We  will  begin  with  Spain,  in  compliment 
to  our  neighboring  empress,  as  a  native  of  i- 
that  country,  and  introduce  the  heir  to  the 
throne  thereof,  on  his  arrival  in  England,  to 
become  the  husband  of  our  Queen  Mary, 
who  has  been  distinguished  in  history  by  an 
epithet  which  we  will  not  repeat  "  to  ears 
polite  ;  **  particularly  as  certain  good-natured 
historians  of  later  date  have  labored  to  show 
that  she  was  by  no  means  of  the  sanguinary 
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disposition  that  epithet  wpuld  imply.  At 
any  rate,  her  heart  was  susceptible  of  the 
tender  passion,  which  betrayed  itself  in  her 
anxieties  for  the  safety  of  her  royal,  though 
by  no  means  equally  impassioned,  suitor, 
when  he  was  on  his  journey  to  obtain  her 
hand ;  but,  not  to  detain  our  readers  with 
any  account  of  his  imagined  dangers  by  sea 
or  land,  we  will  at  once  introduce  him  and 
his  bride  to  them,  in  the  quaint  language  of 
a  curious  and  rare  old  Italian  pamphlet,  en- 
titled, Narratione  del  viaggio,  Entrata  i 
Matrimonio  del  Principe  Fillippo  con  la 
Begina  Maria,  the  author  of  which  appears 
tu  have  been  an  eye-witness  of  the  incidents 
be  describes. 

We  pass  over  the  troubles  and  the   perils 
of  the  voyage  farther  than  to  remark,  how 
at  one  time  the  prince  and  his  retinue  were 
impeded  in  their  progress  by  so  perfect  a 
calm,  that  the  sea  appeared  an  actual  mare 
mortuum,  which  the  royal  lover,  being  a  bad 
sailor,  feared  might  continue  for  a  month  or 
more ;  nor  shall  we  enlarge  upon  the  tossings 
and    tumblings    of    the    vessel,  when    the 
weather  grew  more  rough  than  was  agreea- 
ble to  courtly  sensations,  but  will  rather  take 
our  hero,  he  having  landed  safely  at  South- 
ampton, on  at  once  to  Winchester,  where  he 
had  a  secret  interview  of  two  hours'  duration 
with   his    queen-mistress,   which,   it  seems, 
passed  over  with  exceeding  satisfaction  to 
both  parties.     The  following  day  the  prince 
went  with  great  pomp  and  ceremony  to  the 
queen's  palace,  where,  entering  into  the  great 
hall,  he  found  her  majesty  ready  to  receive 
him,  accompanied  by  a  grand  bevy  of  lords 
and   ladies  superbly  attired.      "The  royal 
couple  embraced,  and  expressed  themselves 
in  loving  language  towards  each  other,  with 
80  much   modesty,  prudence,  and  gravity, 
that  all  the  by-stunders  were  moved  to  equal 
wonder  and  delight  thereat.*'    The  queen  sa- 
luted her  husband-elect,  and  his  highness, 
turning  towards  the  noble  dames,  made  his 
obeisance  to  them,  and,   "  according  to  the 
English  fashion,"  saluted  as  many  of  them 
as  were  within  his  reach.     Then  all  the  no- 
ble Spaniards  who  were  with  the  prince  kiss- 
ed the  hand  of  the  queen,  who  asked  of  the 
Duke  of  Alva  the  name  and  condition  of 
each.     Then  turning  to  the  prince,  she  led 
him    underneath   a   baldechino,   which    was 
placed  in  the  hall,  where  they  stood  about 
an  hour ;  then  they  went  into  the  presence- 
chamber,  remaining  there  about  two  hours  in 
conversation  in  the  French  language,  in  which 
her  mujesty  was  well  practised. 
Then  comes  an  account  of  the  wedding 
VOL.  XXIX.    Ha  IL 


ceremonies,  tedious  enough  —  subsequent 
feasting,  dancing,  and  so  on.  The  day  after 
the  ceremony,  the  king,  being  then  no  doubt 
on  his  best  behavior,  thanked  his  bride  for 
her  condescension  in  selecting  him  as  her 
husband,  and  for  presenting  him  with  90  fine  a 
kingdom,  which  he  most  likely  thought  much 
the  best  part  of  the  bargain.  The  queen,  in 
return,  replied  that  she  was  herself  the 
obliged  party,  since  his  majesty  had  taken 
a  wife  that  was  both  old  and  ugly  "  vecchia 
e  brutta/*  as  our  chronicler  very  plainly  ex- 
presses it.  In  this  exceedingly  humble  ap- 
preciation of  herself,  by  her  majesty,  her 
royal  spouse  too  soon  fully  coincided,  and 
evinced  his  conviction  of  its  truth  by  taking 
leave  of  her  at  the  earliest  opportunity,  and 
making  his  succeeding  visits  like  those  of 
angels, 

"  Few  and  far  between." 

"On  Wednesday i"  proceeds  our  author, 
**  which  was  the  17th  of  August,  1554,  at  aboat 
five  or  six  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  both  their 
majesties  left  the  royal  palace  at  Richmond,  seven 
miles  distant  from  London,  and  proceeded  in  a 
barge  by  the  river  Thames  (on  the  banks  of  which 
river  the  said  palace  is  situated),  towards  Lon- 
don ;  and  having  arrived  at  a  place  called  Paris 
Garden,  that  is  to  say,  the  Garden  of  Paris,  an 
enormous  bear  was  thrown  into  the  water,  with 
several  huge  mastiflf  do^  after  him :  at  which 
diverting  spectacle  the  barge  was  delayed  some 
considerable  time,  in  order  that  the  royal  pair 
might  enjoy  the  eight  of  this  famous  sport,  which 
was  indeed  very  MecUMe  to  behold." 

On  leaving  this  pastime,  theyproceeded 
to  the  palace  of  the  Bishop  of  Winchester, 
in  the  suburbs  of  the  city ;  where  arriving, 
the  queen,  "on  hospitable  thoughts  intent," 
forthwith  "addressed  herself  to  a  servant, 
inquiring  in  what  manner  they  had  prepared 
breakfast."  After  which  repast  they  pro- 
ceeded to  the  palace  of  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
"  in  the  borough,  in  front  of  London  Bridge." 

The  following  day  the  royal  pair  went  on 
to  Westminster  in  grand  style  : — 

**  First  went  the  kind's  equipage,  which  con- 
sisted of  about  a  hundred  mules,  their  richly- 
ornamented  trappings  being  worked  with  the  royal 
anus ;  each  pair  was  led  by  a  page  in  the  royal 
livery.  Then  followed  the  great  officers  of  the 
court,  English  and  Spanish  together;  then  the 
nobility  in  appropriate  dresses,  with  all  fitting 
pomp  and  solemnity.  The  king  and  queen  rode 
side  by  side,  she  on  the  right  hand,  robed  in  a 
black  velvet  sack,  richly  embroidered  with  silver, 
with  ornaments  on  her  head  in  the  French  fashion, 
covered  with  gold  and  precious  stones.  The  kin? 
wj>re  a  short  vest  of  crimson  velvet,  richly  worked 
with  silver  thread ;  his  frock,  doublet,  and  atiock.- 
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ings,  were  of  white  silk,  also  worked  with  Rilver ; 
round  his  throat  he  wore  a  email  chain  glittering 
with  jewels ;  the  garter,  the  sign  of  the  Order  of 
St.  George,  adom^  his  left  teg.  His  cap  was  of 
white  velvet,  spotted  with  gold,  and  surmounted 
with  a  white  plume.  The  palfreys  of  the  king 
and  queen  wore  ^  exceedingrly"  white  housings, 
elaborately  worked,  and  richly  ornamented.  The 
Earl  of  Richmond  carried  the  sword  of  state  be- 
fore the  king,  and  the  Earl  of  Westmoreland 
before  the  queen.  The  queen's  guards  were 
dressed  in  scarlet,  and  the  king's  in  yellow,  both 
of  them  being  English ;  between  them  rode  the 
noble  ladies  of  the  court.*' 

So  on  they  went  to  the  roar  of  three  hun- 
dred caanon  that  saluted  them  with  three 
times  three  under  divers  arches  flanked  with 
giants,  and  dragons,  and  allegorical  figures, 
displaying  long  Latin  inscriptions. 

'*  At  the  school  of  St.  Paul's,  a  public  and 
celebrated  school,  one  of  the  scholars  recited 
some  complimentary  verses,  after  which  he  pre- 
sented to  the  king  a  small  book,  which  his  high- 
ness received  with  marked  satisfaction.  On 
arriving  at  that  part  of  the  church  of  St.  Paul, 
which  faces  tlie  pyramid,  a  Spaniard  was  seen 
to  descend  from  the  tower  upon  a  rope ;  he  was 
furnished  with  wings  like  a  bird,  but,  in  the  mid- 
dle of  his  descent,  through  deficiency  either  of 
skill  or  courage,  he  twisted  the  cord  about  his  legs, 
and  came  to  the  ground,  but  not  without  razing 
the  flesh  to  the  very  bones." 


The  clumsy  attempt  of  this  grave  Spaniard 
to  perform  the  part  of  Icarus,  must  have  ap- 
peared an  excellent  joke  to  their  majesties, 
who  had  so  shortly  before  found  the  pastime 
of  the  bear  and  the  mastiflfs  fighting  in  the 
water  so  "  very  delectable"  to  behold.     In- 
deed, the  festivities  of  those  days,  as  well  at 
marriages  as  at  other  occasions  of  rejoicing, 
were  often  of  a  barbarous  and  even  savage 
description.     The    tilts    and    tournaments, 
wherein  the  most  grievous  personal  injuries 
were  frequently  inflicted  upon  each  other  by 
the  knightly  combatants,  and  sometimes  even 
life  itself  sacrificed,  accustomed  the  fair  sex 
to  consider    "  breaking   ribs  as    sport  for 
ladies."     At  the  marriage  of  Mary^s  mother, 
the  gentle  and  benevolent  Katherine  of  Ar- 
ragon,  one  of  the  pastimes  in  her  honor  con- 
sisted in  turning  deer  and  dogs  into  a  minia- 
ture park,  railed  in  for  the  occasion,  before 
Westminster  Palace ;    the   frightened   deer 
overleaped  the  fences,  and  sought  refuge 
from  their  pursuers  in  the  palace,  whither 
they  were  closely  followed  by  the  huntsmen, 
who  quickly  despatched  them,  and  presented 
the  slaughtered  animals,  whilst  yet  warm  and 
palpitating,  to  the  Royal  Bride  I 

JNearly  a  century  after  the  ill-starred  mar- 


riage of  Philip  and  Mary,  the  imperial  In- 
fanta, Donna  Maria  of  Austria,  set  out  from 
Vienna  on  her  journey  to  Spain,  of  which 
she  WHS  destined  to  become  queen,  by  her 
marriage  with  King  Philip  the  Second,  her 
own  uncle,  who  had  an  absolution  consider- 
ately granted  him  by  the  Pope  for  the  occa- 
sion. 

Passing  through  the  usual  triumphal 
arches,  and  exchanging  the  usual  courtly 
ceremonials  on  her  way,  she  finally  arrived 
in  the  kingdom,  the  throne  of  which  she  was 
called  to  share ;  and  the  nuptial  knot  being 
tied  at  Navalcama,  four  leagues  from  Madrid, 
she  entered  the  city  as  queen.  The  wonder- 
stricken  chronicler  of  her  splendors,  an 
Englishman,  then  sojourning  at  Madrid,  who 
is  styled  in  the  title-page  **  a  person  of 
quality,"  though  he  contents  himself  with 
the  modest  initials  of  T.  B.,  thus  describes 
the  spectacle  : — 


"  The  royal  bride  was  accompanied  with  a  gal- 
lant retinue  and  attendants,  glittering  with  gold 
and  silver,  all  on  horseback,  with  a  select  guard 
of  young  noblemen  bachelors,  all  along,  till  she 
arrived  at  court ;  all  the  ancient  grandees  coming 
in  the  re^r,  in  a  solemn,  stately  equipage,  sur- 
rounded with  laquays  and  pages,  clad  in  shining 
liveries :  they  wore  masisive  chains,  and  gold  hat- 
bands, being  mounted,  some  upon  Cordova  ginets, 
others  upon  Neapolitan  coursers,  who  curvetted 
all  the  way,  being,  as  it  were,  sensible  of  joy. 
The  queen  herself  had  forty  laquays  of  all  de- 
scriptions, wearing  new  sorts  of  mandilUons, 
covered  all  over  with  gold  lace,  so  that  the  velvet 
watchet  underneath  could  hardly  be  seen.  Her 
common  guard  went  in  vestments  of  cloth  of 
tissue,  with  rare  embroideries,  so  that  the  sun 
could  not  behold  a  more  glorious  spectacle.  For 
two  miles  the  windows  on  both  sides  of  the  streets 
leading  to  the  palace,  and  all  the  balconies,  were 
hung  with  tapestry,  tafletas,  and  satins,  which 
waved  up  and  down,  to  the  pleasure  of  the  spec- 
tator." 

One  of  the  streets,  aptly  enough  named 
Plate^treet,  presented,  as  our  narrator  tells 
us,  such  a  dazzling  display  of  '*  works  of  ar- 
gentry,"  vessels  of  massive  gold,  and  crosses 
and  crucifixes  of  precious  stones,  that  every 
shop  appeared  a  constellation  ;  insomuch  that 
the  Turkish  ambassador,  who  seems  to  have 
been,  after  the  royal  bride,  the  most  im- 
portant person  present,  was  thrown  into  an 
ecstasy  of  amazement  and  admiration  at  the 
sight.  At  the  corners  of  the  streets  stood 
eight  pyramids,  supported  on  triumphal 
arches,  four  of  them  representing  the  four 
quarters  of  the  world,  in  each  of  which  "the 
Kngof  Spain,"  says  the  "person  of  quality," 
"hath  some  territories,  which  no  monarch 
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yet,  tbat  ever  was  on  earth,  could  say.''  And 
what  would  this  "  honest  chronicler"  have 
Hud,  could  he  have  foreseen  that  the  do- 
minion of  his  own  country  of  England  should 
reach  an  extent,  in  a  century  after  he  wrote, 
on  which  **  the  sun  never  sets."  In  further 
allusion,  we  suppose,  to  the  unlimited  sway 
of  his  most  catholic  majesty,  was  "a  vast 
globe,  pendant,  as  it  were,  in  the  air,  in  the 
middle  of  the  main  street,  wheeling  about 
with  a  continual  rotation,  which  represented 
the  universe."  Four  fountains  filled  the  air, 
as  the  queen  passed,  with  the  odoriferous 
perfume  of  their  waters.  "  There  were 
sundry  sorts  of  dancers,  also,  that  capered 
up  and  dovm  the  streets,  with  bells  and 
knackers,  with  sundry  antics."  But  the 
most  extraordinary  part  of  the  pageant  were 
two  huge  lions,  and  two  eagles,  on  each  side 
of  the  young  queen,  "guarding  and  conduct- 
ing her  along,  amid  such  musical  voices  in 
every  corner  of  the  streets,  that  one  would 
think  the  angels  had  descended,  and  with 
BQch  ravishing  instruments,  that  one  would 
have  thought  Amphion  or  Orpheus  to  have 
been  there."  Verily  the  real  eagle  that  flut- 
tered at  the  imperial  marriage,  on  the  top  of 
the  banner  of  the  operatives  of  the  Canal  St. 
Martin,  its  legs  fast  tied  to  prevent  its  flying 
awEV — no  unapt  emblem  of  the  policy  of 
Lonts  Napoleon — could  not  come  up  to  this. 
Had  the  British  lion  indeed  been  there,  in  his 
natural,  unfettered  dignity,  he  might  have 
been  worth  looking  at ;  but  he  was  better  at 
home.  We  must  not  conclude  our  account 
of  this  regal  marriage,  without  mentioning 
the  nuptial  present  tendered  to  their  majes- 
ties, **  with  much  solemnity'^  by  the  Turkish 
ambassador : — 

"  First,  there  were   four   lions  with    golden 

chains,  and  collars  also  embossed  with  pure  gold, 

whereon  were  engraven  the  arms  of  his  royal 

majesty.     Secondly,  there  were  twelve  cimeters, 

with   massive  gold  hilts,  and  scabbards,  tied  to 

gold  chains,  and  curiously  engraven  on  the  hilts 

and    chepes.    Thirdly,  there  were  four  chests 

filled  with  Turky  knives,  their  hafts  of  massive 

ffpld,  and  embroidered  with  pearl  of  much  value. 

Fourthly,  there  were    twelve   unicorns*   horns, 

^very  one  twelve  yards  long,  (!)  inlaid  with  gold, 

^nd  engraven  with  his  catholique  maje:3ty'd  arms. 

Crhese  horns,  hy-the-bye,  remind  us  of  Sancho 

PaDza*8  twelve  Barbary  colts,  each  as  tall  as  a 

tower.]      Fifthly,    there    were    four-and-twenty 

Tarky  carpets,  interwoven  with  gold  and  silk,  on 

Which   was   shown   those   victories   which    his 

c&tbolike  majesty  had  obtained  since  he  was  king. 

Sixthly,  a  coach  of  chrystall  and  gold,  figur'd  in 

form  of  a  triremiary  gallie^  hung  with  silk  in  a 

fpeciova  manner,  wherein  were  drawn  the  tri- 

am|^  and  victories  of  his  majesty.    Seventhly, 


two  smaller  chests  were  filled  with  feathers  of 
high  price.  £iorhthly,  there  was  a  great  christal 
box,  embroydered  with  pearl,  which  contained 
forty-four  Bezoar  stones, every  one  weighing  four- 
teen ounces.  Ninthly,  there  was  a  covering  for 
a  bed,  beautified  with  forty  stars,  whereon  Cccsar's 
victories  were  depcribed.  lisstly,  eix  horses, 
white  and  black,  with  so  many  Turkish  slavesJ** 

Now,  strange  to  say,  this  last  gift  in  the 
catalogue  of  royal  presents,  is  one  that  can 
never,  by  any  chance,  be  offered  to  our  own 
gracious  Queen  ;  nor  could  she  ever,  notwith- 
standing her  flag  flies  triumphant  across  the 
ocean  to  every  port  in  the  habitable  globe, 
command  from  any  one  of  them  the  importa- 
tion of  so  rare  an  article  ns  a  slave,  of  what 
clime  or  complexion  soever  he  might  be, 
upon  British  ground  ;  for  the  moment  he 
touched  it,  behold,  he  would  be  a  slave  no 
longer  !  And,  happily,  our  beloved  sovereign 
would  not  have  it  otherwise. 

"  Slaves  cannot  breathe  In  England :  if  thoirlungi 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free — 
Thsy  touch  our  country,  and  their  shackles  fall !" 

Some  years  afterwards,  when  the  marriage 
of  the  Infanta  Margarita,  daughter  of  this 
same  Philip,  who  modestly  styled  his  own 
**  the  greatest  of  human  sceptres,"  took 
place  with  the  Emperor  of  Austria,  by  proxy, 
at  Madrid,  a  curious  difficulty  arose,  whether 
the  English  ambassador  should  be  admitted, 
with  the  rest  of  the  corps  diplomatique,  to 
witness  the  ceremony,  his  presence  being  ob- 
jected to  on  the  score  of  his  heretical  princi- 
ples. He  pleaded,  however,  that  these 
principles  ought  not  to  be  the  cause  of  de- 
barring him  of  the  honor  he  solicited,  as  the 
Church  of  England  held  matrimony  in  the 
highest  veneration,  as  "  a  legitimate  contract, 
pure,  holy,  and  indissoluble."  The  queen's 
father  confessor  was  believed  to  favor  his 
claim:  for  which  truly  Christian  liberality  of 
sentiment  he  met  with  the  fate  of  all  other 
liberals  down  to  the  present  day,  namely,  the 
vituperation  of  the  ignorant,  the  bigoted,  and 
the  narrow-minded.  The  good  Catholics, 
which,  being  interpreted,  generally  means 
those  who  are  most  ready  to  persecute  all 
who  differ  from  them  in  opinion,  maintained 
that,  as  the  Englishman,  in  common  with  all 
other  Protestants,  denied  marriage  to  be  a 
sacrament ;  and,  if  it  be  really  one,  it  is  cer- 
tainly singular  enough  that  holy  Mother 
Church  should  recommend  the  abstaining 
from  it  to  so  many  thousands  of  her  sons 
and  daughters,  it  was  impossible,  according 
to  the  canons  of  the  Church,  for  his  eminence, 
the  Cardinal  Colonna,  who  was  to  perform 
the  ceremony,  and  th^  ?Qi^*%  "uaxl^v^^  ^^i^ 
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must  of  necessity  be  present  at  it,  to  come  in 
contact  with  him  on  the  occasion.  The  point 
was  finally  settled  by  its  being  decreed  that 
all  the  ambassadors,  en  masse,  Catholic  and 
heretic  alike,  being,  in  all  due  form,  and  with 
all  due  politeness,  invited  to  make  themselves 
scarce,  that  is,  lo  star/  away.  Thus  was  the 
representative  of  the  British  sovereign  kept 
in  countenance,  to  the  unspeakable  rage  of 
his 

«*  Co-mates  and  brothers  in  exile," 

and  the  murmured  indignation  of  the  court 
lords,  who  said  it  was  easy  to  see  in  the  ar- 
rangement the  exemplification  of  the  proverb, 
common  among  the  people, — 

•*  Pay  con  Inglalerra 
Y  con  lutlo  el  mundo  guerra  ;*' — 

(War  with  all  the  world  beside, 
But  peace  with  England.) 

Whatever  sin,  however,  his  Catholic  majesty 
might  be  accused  of,  upon  this  occasion,  was 
devoutly  provided  for  by  his  grandson,  Philip 
IV.,  who  in  his  last  will  and  testament  says  : 
**  I  command,  that  on  the  day  of  my  death, 
all  the  priests,  seculars,  and  religious  of  the 
place  where  I  may  die,  shall  say  a  mass  for 
the  repose  of  my  soul,  and  as  many  as  they 
can  during  three  days,  at  the  privileged 
altars.  I  moreover  will,  that  in  addition  to 
these  masses,  one  hundred  thousand  more 
shall  be  said  for  my  soul,  and  it  is  my  inten- 
tion that  such  of  those  masses  as,  by  the 
mercy  of  God,  may  not  be  found  necessary 
for  myself,  shall  be  applied  for  the  benefit  of 
my  father,  mother,  and  other  of  mypredeces- 
SOTS ;  and,  should  it  appear  that  they  also 
have  no  need  for  them,  then  that  they  shall 
be  applied  to  the  souls  in  purgatory,  of  those 
who  have  died  in  the  wars  of  Spain." 

A  curious  work  entitled,  A  True  Discourse 
of  all  the  Royal  Passages,  Tryumphs,  and 
Ceremonies  observed  at  the  Contract  and  Mar- 
riage of  the  high  and  mighty  Charles,  King  of 
Great  Briiaine,  and  most  excellent  of  ladies, 
the  Lady  Henrietta  Maria,  of  Bourbon,  sister 
to  the  most  Christian  King  of  France,  gives 
a  minute  account  of  all  the  royalties  and 
nobilities  who  attended  the  reading  and  per- 
formance of  the  contract,  most  conspicuous 
among  whom  was  the  Duke  de  Chevreuse, 
who  had  the  honor  of  acting  as  proxy  for 
King  Charles.  We  are  informed  of  him  that 
he  was  most  richly  attired,  "and  that,  though 
the  ground  of  his  dress  was  black,  yet  was 
the  embrodiery  of  admirable  value,  and 
abundance  of  diamonds  and  other  precious 
Btoaea  bestowed  within  the  same,  but  espe- 


cially upon  the  panes  of  his  breeches  and  the 
taggs  of  his  points,  which  were  praised  as  an 
infinite  world  of  treasure."  Scarcely  has 
the  reader  time  to  recover  himself  from  the 
admiration  this  announcement  of  the  duke's 
splendor  in  his  panes  and  taggs  is  calculated 
to  excite,  when  he  beholds  him  again  as 
'•  representing  the  person  of  the  royall  bride- 
groome,  in  a  sute  of  most  rich  perfumed 
blacke  cloth,  cut  upon  cloth  of  gold,  and 
lined  with  rich  tissue;  upon  his  head  he 
wore  a  cap  of  cloth  of  gold,  on  which  wa» 
fixed  a  Jewell  of  the  most  inestimable  value, 
every  diamond  being  so  glorious  that  it 
dazzled  the  eyes  of  all  that  gazed  upon  it ; 
about  his  body,  ban tricke- wise,  he  wore  a 
wonderfull  curious  rich  scarffe,  all  embroid- 
erd  over  with  roses,  and  powdred  with 
paragon  diamonds  and  great  orient  pearle ; 
he  wore  a  short  cloake  all  embroidered  over 
with  golde  and  set  with  diamonds,  bo 
wonderfull  thicke  and  curiously  that  in  hb 
moving  he  seemed  to  burne  and  beare  a  liv- 
ing flau^e  about  him." 

This  veritable  Koh-i-noor — this  walking 
"mountain  of  light" — was  followed  by  aU 
the  court,  in  due  order,  and  *'  all  magnificent 
to  behold ;"  but  we  must  turn  our  eyes  from 
them  to  the  young  queen's  first  interview 
with  the  unfortunate  monarch  who  adored 
her  throughout  his  life,  and  whose  almost  last 
thought,  even  upon  the  scaflfold,  was  for  her, 
"  Upon  Munday,  being  the  thirteenth  of  June, 
the  King's  most  excellent  majesty  came  unto 
Dover  about  ten  of  the  clocke,  in  the  fore- 
noon." The  queen  having  arrived  there 
about  six  in  the  evening  of  the  preceding 
day,  after  a  prosperous  voyage  from  Bul- 
loigne,  of  eight  hours,  the  speed  of  which, 
according  to  the  gallant  narrator,  was  greatly 
accelerated  by  the  sudden  changing  of  the 
sea,  on  the  appearance  of  her  majesty,  from 
a  violent  storm  to  so  calm  and  mild  a  sur- 
face, "  that  not  a  wrinkle  was  to  be  seen 
upon  Neptune's  face,"  whilst  the  wind^,  to 
the  same  complacent  mood,  "  rose  up  ao 
calmly,  and  with  such  delicate  breath,"  that 
everything  seemed  to  be  of  the  happieat 
omen.  The  king  lost  no  time  in  going  to 
welcome  his  young  and  beautiful  bride,  who 
had  slept  at  Dover  Castle  on  her  arrival  the 
preceding  night.  "  And  after  some  short 
preparation,"  the  queen  being  "  full  of  all 
joyfull  expectation,"  as  the  narrator  takes 
upon  himself  to  say, — 

"They  met  together  in  the  Privie  Chamber 
where,  in  the  first  encounter,  she  threwe  herselfe 
into  his  armes  with  that  boundlesse  and  anez- 
presseable  affection,  that  virtue,  modestie,  and  all 
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the  perfections  which  can  crowne  the  best  and 
moet  excellent  creature,  might  there  have  learned 
the  worthiest  rales  both  of  honor,  true  love,  and 
obedience :  neither  did  shee  so  soone  caste  her- 
self into  his  armes  as  withal  instantly  threwe 
downe  herself  upon  her  knees  before  him,  ^ving 
op  unto  his  sacred  protection  her  life,  libertie, 
•ervice,  and  ever-lasting  obedience.  .  .  .  What 
tonffue  or  pen  is  able  to  expresse  that  joy  where- 
with he  received  her,  and  her  dear  protestations ; 
for  scarcely  could  you  say  shee  is  now  upon  her 
knees,  when,  with  all  the  tendernesse  which  an 
immaculate  and  unspotted  affection  could  inspyre 
he  presently  tooke  her  up  into  his  armes,  kist  her 
again,  and  gave  her  those  deare  expressions  of  a 
never-changin{]^  love,  that  the  beholders  might  see 
how  each  other's  heart  flew  out  at  the  windowes 
of  their  eyes,  and  by  adeliazan  enterchan^e,  lodsred 
themselves  in  each  other's  bosom ;  after  these 
pure  and  unstained  caressmeiits,  they  fell   into 

Srivate  conference,  and  so  passed  the  time  till 
inner." 

To  as,  this  seems  so  pretty,  so  perfect  a 
picture,  as  to  need  no  improvement:    but 
Miss  Strickland  has  thoufirht  proper,  in  her 
charming  biography  of  Henrietta  Maria,  to 
give  her  a  flood  of  tears  on  the  occasion,  in 
order,  it  should  seem,  to  heighten  the  gal- 
lantry of  Charles,  whom  she  represents  as 
telling  her  he  would  kiss  them  off  as  long  as 
she  continued  to  shed  them.     The  nobleman 
deputed  to  the  honor  of  going  to  Paris  to 
bring  the  lovely  bride  to  England,  was  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  who  went  in   truly 
regal  style,  with   a  suite  of  nearly   seven 
hundred   persons,   including   many   of    the 
principal  nobility,  as  well  as  his  own  numer- 
ous ffuards,  body   servants,  and  retainers; 
all  of  whom  he  took  at  his  own  sole  cost, 
providing  his  people  with  divers  change  of 
raioaent,  all-  rich  in  proportion  to  the  rank 
and  condition  of  the  wearers,  whilst  his  own 
wardrobe  was  of  the  most  sumptuous  kind. 
Be    took  with  him  twenty-seven  suits  em- 
lyroidered  and  laced  according  to  the  fashion 
of  the  day,  with  silk  and  silver  plushes  ;  one 
of  white  satin,  uncut  velvet,  set  all  over,  both 
Bait  and  cloak,  with  diamonds,  was  computed 
%o   be  worth  eighty  thousand  pounds ;  this 
mnh,  with   diamond,  feather,  sword,  girdle, 
liat-band,  and  spurs,  all  richly  set  with  the 
same  precious  stones,  was  destined  for  his 
entrance  into  Paris.     For  the  wedding-day 
lie  reserved  a  suit  of  purple  satin,  thickly 
embroidered  with  orient  pearl,  and  a  Spanish 
cloak   80  magnificently   adorned   as   to   be 
▼alued  at  twenty  thousand  pounds.     It  is 
Yery   certain   that  the  splendid  and  often 
graceful  costumes  of  the  lords  of  the  creation, 
m  these  days,  must  have  given  an  effect  to 
ihe  ceremonials  in  which  they  delighted  to 


exhibit,  which  modem  male  costume  can 
never  impart.  Perhaps  nothing  could  be 
well  invented  less  impressive,  or  lees  really 
becoming  than  the  full  dress  of  a  gentleman 
of  the  present  day,  with  its  angles,  its  sancU- 
ness,  its  uniformity  of  material,  and  that  ma- 
terial anything  rather  than  elegant,  and  its 
total  absence  of  the  ornament,  color,  contrast 
waving  lines,  and  graceful  forms  that  distin- 
guished the  best  periods  of  taste  in  the  olden 
time ;  even  some  of  the  present  generation 
may  remember  the  days  when  the  court  of 
St.  James  presented  a  very  different  spec- 
tacle as  far  as  the  apparel  of  the  gentlemen 
was  concerned,  and  to  the  alterations  in  it 
may  be  attributed,  in  a  great  measure,  the 
inferiority  of  all  modem  public  spectacles  in 
splendor  of  appearance. 

The  marriage  of  our  Henry  V*.  with  Cathe- 
rine of  Valois,  is  rendered  familiar  to  us  by 
our  immortal  Shakspeare,  who  has  shown 
him  pleading  his  soldier-suit  with  his  "  gentle 
Kate,"  after  a  long  and  stormy  treaty  with 
her  father,  Charles  VL,  in  the  very  beginning 
of  which  he  demanded  at  once  the  restora- 
tion of  the  English  provinces,  and  the  hand 
of  the  lady;  adding,  that  whatever  was  re- 
fused him,  he  should  proceed  to  take  by 
force.  His  victory  at  Agincourt  showed 
him  likely  to  prove  his  assertion  ;  and  Queen 
Isabeau  sent  her  daughter's  portrait  to  the 
conquering,  **  the  lion-like  lover,"  in  the  hope 
that  the  representation  of  her  charms  would 
have  the  effect  of  inducing  him  to  relinquish 
some  portion  of  his  exorbitant  claims  with 
respect  to  her  dower.  But  though  the  am- 
bassador declared  that  he  gazed  "  long  and 
earnestly"  upon  the  portrait,  and  acknow- 
ledged that  it  was  "surpassingly  fair,"  it  had 
not  the  effect  hoped  for ;  and  the  queen,  still 
more  dismayed  at  the  fall  of  Rouen,  after 
sustaining  unheard-of  sufferings,  resolved  to 
try  the  influence  of  a  personal  interview  on 
the  heart  of  the  conqueror.  This  accordingly 
took  place  at  Pontoise,  on  a  spot  of  ground 
acknowledged  by  all  parties  to  be  considered 
neutral;  but  even  this  personal  interview, 
though  it  powei  fully  affected  the  lover,  could 
not  induce  the  warrior  to  lower  his  preten- 
sions. The  match  was  broken  off  for  two 
years,  during  which  Henry's  arms  still  proved 
victorious ;  and  at  last  he  was  entreated  to 
take  the  Princess  Catherine  in  marriage  on 
his  own  terms.  He  haughtily  replied  he 
would  negotiate  only  with  the  lady  herself ; 
accordingly,  after  propitiating  him  with  a 
letter  written  by  her  own  hand,  and  "  full 
of  sweetness,"  they  met  again,  and  this  time 
with  80  good  an  onderatandvcL^  '^^^Scv  ^m^ 
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other,  that  they  were  married  at  Troyes  a 
fortnight  after,  ^ith  much  pomp  and  splen- 
dor ;  and  were  regaled  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  with  soup  and  wine,  brought  to  their 
bedside  in  grand  proce«sion,  according  to  the 
custom  of  the  royal  family  in  France  —  a 
custom  not  yet  extinct  among  the  rural  popu- 
lation in  some  parts  of  England. 

When  the  personal  appearance  of  a  prin- 
cess sought  in  marriage  was  generally  the 
first  thing  inquired  after,  and  often  the  only 
thing    that   could    be   ascertained,    it    may 
easily  be  imagined  how  important  a  person  a 
skilful  portrait  painter  must  have  been  in  the 
courtly  circles,  more  especially  one  like  our 
accomplished  Sir  William  E^ss,  who  com- 
bines   the   rare   art  of  embellishing   every 
subject  he  touches  to  the  utmost  degree  it 
may  be  capable  of,  With  a  fidelity  of  charac- 
ter and  likeness  never  lost  in  the  heightened 
charms  with  which   bis  fine   perception  of 
beauty  may  tempt  him  to  invest  it.     Still, 
where  the  portrait  is  to  serve  the  place  of 
the  lady  herself,  truth  is  the  first  requisite. 
There  is  little  doubt  but  that  **  the  head  and 
front"  of  her  offending  in  Anne  of  Cleves — 
the  root  and  origin  of  bluff  King  Hal's  im- 
mediate and  angry  dislike  of  her — was  his 
finding  her  so  unlike  what  she  had  been 
represented  by  the  flattering — but  surely,  in 
this   case,   injudicious — pencil   of    Holbein. 
Henry  VI.,  when  he  was  deUberating  on  an 
alliance  with  one  of  the  three  daughters  of 
the  Count  of  Armagnac,  wisely  took  precau- 
tions  against   any   disappointment   of    this 
kind,  by  choosing  his  painter  himself,  and 
giving  him  special  directions  to  take  all  the 
three  fair  candidates  for  the  honor  of  sharing 
the  throne  of  England  "in  their  kirtles  sim- 
ple, and  their  visages  like  as  ye  see;  and 
their  stature  and  their  beauty  ;  the  color  of 
their  skin  and  their  countenances."     Edward 
I.  was  still  more  particular  when   he  was 
seeking   the   hand  of  Blanche,  la  belle  of 
France :  he  commanded  his  ambassadors  to 
describe  exactly,  not  only  her  face  and  man- 
ners, but  also  her  dress;   the  turn  of  her 
waist  ;   her  hand,  foot,  and   carnage,      A 
curious  history  might  be  formed  from  the 
reports  of  those  thus  delicately  commit^sioned 
to   look   through    the  eyes   of  their   royal 
masters.      Charles   II.,   after    objecting   to 
,  German  princesses  **  as  dull  and  foggy ^^  fixed 
his   wandering    choice    upon   Catherine   of 
Braganza,  because  she  had  dark  eyes.     It 
might  be  imagined  her  mind  likewise  must 
have  been  at  that  time  somewhat  dark,  as 
she  had  never  been  ten  times  out  of  her 
palace  in  her  hte,  till  she  was  selected  by  the 


merry  monarch  for  his  "wife  and  lady," 
when,  after  five  years'  entire  seclusion,  she 
was  allowed  to  go  out  to  visit  the  shrines  of 
two  saints,  probably  to  return  thanks  for  the 
honor  in  store  for  her.  The  king's  brother, 
the  Duke  of  York,  looking  out  for  a  second 
wife,  gave  a  list  of  four  princesses  to  his 
sworn  friend  the  Earl  of  Peterborough,  and 
left  it  for  him  to  choose  the  one  whose  por- 
trait might  best  please  him.  Accordingly 
his  choice  fell  upon  the  beautiful  Mary  of 
Modena,  who  having  been  originally  meant 
for  a  conventual  life,  was  in  such  a  blessed 
state  of  ignorance  that  she  neither  knew  who 
the  Duke  of  York  was,  nor  where  the  place 
called  England,  where  he  resided,  was  situ- 
ated. She  does  not  appear  to  have  been  so 
charmed  with  his  portrait  as  he  was  with 
hers;  for  her  biographers  tell  us  that  she 
wept  incessantly  from  the  moment  of  her 
marriage  by  proxy  ;  and  when  the  time  came 
for  her  to  set  off  to  her  liege  lord,  the  apart- 
ments of  the  palace  resounded  for  two  days 
and  nights  with  her  screams  and  lamenta- 
tions. But  we  must  not  enter  into  the 
history  of  reluctant  brides,  or  we  might  tell 
how  our  own  Princess  Royal,  the  daughter 
of  George  III.,  fainted  at  the  first  sight  of 
her  future  consort,  the  Duke  of  Wirtembei^, 
a  man  of  colossal  height,  preponderating 
obesity,  and  with  a  most  sinister  cast  of  the 
eye ;  which,  added  to  his  enjoying  the  repu- 
tation of  having  immured  his  first  wife  in  a 
dungeon,  so  overwhelmed  the  poor  princess 
with  reluctance  and  dismay,  that  she  came 
in  the  middle  of  the  night  to  her  fond  father, 
to  entreat  him,  on  her  knees,  to  rescue  her 
from  the  marriage.  Nevertheless,  the  same 
sense  of  duty  that  made  her  Ijsten  to  the 
earnest  exhortations  of  her  parent  to  reflect 
upon  the  consequences  of  her  refusal,  enabled 
her,  when  once  her  fate  was  decided,  to 
make  a  most  obedient,  and,  indeed,  affection- 
ate wife — as  she  never  regained  her  health 
and  accustomed  cheerfulness  after  her  hus- 
band's death.  It  was  not  only  the  weddings 
of  royal  parties  that  were  celebrated  with  so 
much  rude  magnificence  two  or  three  cen- 
turies ago :  those  of  the  nobility  often  vied 
with  them  in  expense  and  show.  That  of 
Charles,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  with  Margaret 
of  York,  is  described  with  equal  naivete  and 
enthusiasm  by  Messire  Olivier  De  la  March, 
one  of  those  faithful  chroniclers  to  whose 
industry  we  owe  so  much  of  our  knowledge 
of  the  days  in  which  they  lived.  The  parties 
had  their  first  interview  at  L'Ecluse,  near 
Bruges.  After  a  short  converse  together, 
the  Bishop  of  SaUsbury,  who  had  accompa- 
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Died  the  princess  from  England,  knelt  down 
before  them,  and  the  Count  de  Charney 
asked  the  duke  if,  having  found  in  the  lady 
at  his  side  all  that  he  had  long  looked  for 
and  could  desire,  he  was  willing  to  afiBanee 
himself  to  her  then  and  there  ?  To  which 
the  duke  replying  with  sufficient  empresse- 
menty  the  same  question  was  put  to  the  lady, 
who  answered  at  once,  that  for  that  cause, 
and  no  other,  she  had  been  sent  thither  by 
her  brother,  the  King  of  Englind,  and  what- 
ever he  commanded  she  was  ready  to  submit 
to,  and  comply  with.  The  bishop  then 
joined  their  hands,  and  declared  them  affi- 
anced to  each  other ;  and  a  few  days  after 
they  were  married  at  five  o^clock  in  the 
morning  at  the  little  town  of  Dan,  which 
overflowed  with  the  splendid  train  of  nobility 
and  ambassadors  that  accompanied  the  noble 
pair  to  Bruges,  where  the  day  was  spent  till 
three  in  the  following  morning  in  such 
splendor  of  processions,  tilts,  and  feastings  as 
had  not  been  excelled  by  royalty  itself,  so 
great  was  the  power  of  the  Dukes  of  Bur- 

fundy  at  this  time,  and  so  apparently  inex- 
austible  their  wealth.  Giants,  led  by  dwarfs, 
made  a  conspicuous  figure  among  the  guests, 
and  lions  and  leopards  were  introduced  by 
the    sound  of    trumpets,   holding    up    the 
acutcheons  of  Burgundy  and  England,  to  the 
edification  of  the  beholders.     But  the  per- 
sonification that  most  excited  their  admiration 
was  that  of  an  enormous  dromedary,  which 
was  made  to  walk  round  the  hall,  where  all 
the  guests  were  seated   at  dinner,  by  ma- 
chinery, and  stepped  out  so  well  "  that  it 
appeared,"   says   the   delighted   chronicler, 
•*  alive  rather  than  otherwise."     This  drom- 
edary was  magnificently  caparisoned  in  gilded 
sheets,  "  after  the  Saracen  fashion,"  and  on 
Ilia   bacl^    he   carried   two    large   panniers, 
l>etween  which  sat  a  man  "strangely  attired ;" 
and  when  he,  the  said  dromedary,  entered 
the  hall,  he  held  his  head  aloof,  and  put  on 
€1  savage  countenance  ;  and  his  rider  opened 
the  panniers,  and  let  out  therefrom  divers 
birds,   curiously  painted,   as   if  they  came 
from  India ;  and  they  flew  about  the  hall, 
and  upon  the  tables;  and  then  the  dromedary 
walked  round  to  the  sound  of  trumpets,  and 
Teturned  whence  he  came,  and  this  was  the 
last  spectacle  ;  and  then  the  duchess  retired, 
for   it   was   three   o'clock  in  the  morning. 
The  next  day's  festivities  included  a  masque 
representing  the  Labors  of  Hercules  ;  and  a 
Herculean  labor  it  must  have  been  to  have 
enacted  them  ;  they  were  concluded  by  a 
griffin  in  place  of  the  dromedary,  whose  jaws 
emitted  flights  of  wild  birds,  that  flew  about 


in  all  directions,  *'  to  the  infinite  joy  of  the 
spectators." 

And  so  passed  on  many  days  of  revelling 
and  pomp  ;  every  day  with  fresh  entertain- 
ments, and  fresh  dresses  and  disguises,  each 
more  splendid  and  curious  than  the  last,  with 
a  profusion  which  no  modern  marriages,  even 
of  kings  and  emperors,  have  attempted  to 
equal.     We  are  very  willing,  however,  to 
grant  that  many  of  the  spectacles  used  on 
those  occasions  must  have  savored  somewhat 
of  the  puppet-show :  and  that  the  repasts, 
served  up  with  all  the  formality  of  heraldic 
ceremonial  and  military  discipline,  preceded 
by  lengthy  and  solemn  orations,  must  have 
been  tedious  in  the  extreme,  and  tantalizing 
in  their  delay,  to  the  hungry  guests  ;  indeed, 
altogether,  marriage  among  royalties  is  of 
necessity  encumbered  with  so  many  forms, 
and  so  little  the  effiect  of  choice,  that  the 
prospect  of  felicity  from  it  must,  in  its  com- 
mencement, seem  so  dim  and  uncertain  as  to 
require  a  very  sanguine  spirit  of  hope  to 
discern  the  sunbeam  that  may  seem  to  be 
breaking  through  the  cloud.     When  we  con- 
sider that  the   parties  who  are   to  pledge 
their  hands  in  union  for  the  remainder  of 
their  lives  seldom  have  seen  each  other  till 
the   time  when  any  declaration,  on   either 
side,   of  dissatisfaction,  or  unwillingness  to 
perform  their  contract,  might  plunge  their 
respective  countries  into  warfare  ;  that  their 
previous  courtship  is  almost  invariably  car- 
ried on  through  the  sagacity  or  cunning  of 
ambassadors,  or  interested  courtiers,  aided 
by    painters,    poets,    and    panegyrists — all 
hired  to  flatter  and  deceive ;  that  mere  state 
considerations  of  policy  or  aggrandizement 
are  almost  invariably  the  laws  on  which  regal 
matrimonial  treaties  are  founded ; — can  we 
wonder  that  the  page  of  history  is  so  often 
blotted  with  the  tears  of  the  victims  to  their 
rank,  or  stained  with  the  guilty  consequences 
of  their  seeking,  in  unhallowed  sources,  con- 
solation for  the  disappointments,  vexations, 
and  ennuii  of  their  lofty,  yet  solitary  state. 

And  how  much  has  not  our  own  beloved 
country  to  be  proud  of,  and  thankful  for,  in 
being  able  to  present  to  other  nations,  in  the 
union  of  our  inestimable  Queen  Victoria,  and 
her  gifted  and  most  amiable  consort.  Prince 
Albert,  a  picture  of  all  the  virtues  and  graces 
of  private  Ufe,  joined  to  all  the  splendor,  and 
liberality,  and  interest  in  the  public  weal, 
that  adorn  a  throne — a  union  cemented  by 
the  purest  mutual  love,  the  fruit  of  unfet- 
tered choice,  and  familiar  acquaintance  with, 
and  appreciation  of,  each  other's  excellen- 
cies! 
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Mr.  Lonofellow  is,  we  believe,  by  many 
degrees  the  most  popular  of  the  American 
poets  among  English  readers.  Few  volumes 
mdeed  of  recent  English  poetry  have  had  as 
large  a  circulation  in  this  country  as  bis,  if 
we  except  Mr.  Tennyson's.  His  faults  are 
those  which  no  reader  can  avoid  seeing,  con- 
sisting chiefly  of  an  exuberance  of  imagery, 
and  a  tendency  to  the  far-fetched  and  the  ex- 
travagant. These  are  the  dulcia  vitia  of 
youthful  imagination,  which  commonly  sober 
down  of  themselves  without  much  aid  from 
acrid  criticism,  in  proportion  as  the  imagina- 
tion becomes  more  plastic  in  character,  and 
is  more  intent  on  moulding  a  poem  as  a 
whole  than  on  throwing  the  utmost  possible 
brilliancy  into  iu  details.  Mr.  Longfellow 
also,  like  Southey,  Scott,  and  not  a  few  of 
our  modern  poets,  is  apparently  too  easily 
pleased  with  whatever  he  may  chance  to  write 
to  do  his  best  on  all  occasions  ;  many  of  his 
poems  consequently  are  on  inferior  subjects, 
and  seem  to  have  been  produced  without 
'*  due  provocation."  This  is  bad  policy  in  a 
poet ;  for  posterity  is  sure  to  judge  by  the 
quantity  as  well  as  the  quality  of  his  works, 
and  will  be  both  too  rich  and  too  busy  to 
separate,  in  all  cases,  the  dross  from  the  gold. 
We  rejoice,  however,  to  observe  that  the  more 
Mr.  Longfellow  writes,  and  the  more  import- 
ant the  theme  he  chooses,  the  more  does  he 
justify  that  popular  award  which  is  far  from 
being  an  infallible  criterion  of  merit. 

It  is  not  in  a  literary  point  of  view  exclu- 
sively that  the  appearance  of  a  true'poet  in 
a  youthful  nation  excites  our  interest.  Poetry 
carries  with  it  ever  a  social  and  a  philosophi- 
cal significance  likewise.  Its  character  in 
this  respect  is  of  boundless  importance ; 
though  it  is  a  future  age  only  which,  from  an 
impartial  distance  and  a  commanding  height, 
can  adequately  interpret  the  lesson.  A  strong 
analogy  has  ever  existed  between  the  poetry 
of  a  particular  age  and  race,  and  their  moral 

•  Longfellow^s  Poems,    LoDdoD.    1862. 
The   Ooldsn    Legend^  bj   Henry  Wads  worth 
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character.  A  man's  disposition  is  imaged  in 
his  bearing  and  features ;  and  so  long  as  fail 
picture  lasts,  remote  generations  can  form 
some  guess  respecting  his  moral  frame,  as 
well  as  his  outward  aspect.  Not  less  vividly 
is  a  nation  portrayed  m  its  most  important 
works ;  and  so  long  as  pyramids  or  amphi- 
theatres, the  cathedrals  of  the  middle  ages, 
or  the  fortresses,  banks,  custom-houses,  cat 
other  industrial  monuments  of  later  times 
remain,  ench  successive  period  and  nation  is 
forced,  by  a  law  of  its  nature,  to  leave  be- 
hind the  trophies  of  its  greatness  or  a  cari- 
cature of  its  deformities.  To  this  day  the 
triumphal  arches  of  Imperial  Rome  and  the 
monastic  remains  of  England  bear  witness  to 
that  moral  and  social  system  of  which  they 
were  the  exponents ;  they  are  the  bones  of 
the  great  animal  extinct ;  and  so  long  as  they 
continue  to  moulder  in  the  region  of  wind 
and  cloud,  not  of  dust,  they  will  supply  in- 
dications from  which  the  comparative  anato- 
my of  a  later  age  may  draw  its  inferences. 
Of  all  the  works,  however,  which  an  age 
bequeaths,  there  is  none  which  illustrates  its 
character  at  once  so  minutely  and  so  com- 
prehensively as  its  poetry.  This  circum- 
stance is  easily  accounted  for.  The  shallower 
class  of  poets,  pre -occupied  with  little  of 
their  own,  reflect,  as  in  a  mirror,  the  more 
evanescent  traits  of  surrounding  circum- 
stance. The  deeper  poets,  on  the  other 
hand,  are  men  of  large  and  strong  minds, 
built  up  in  the  main  by  a  multiform  experi- 
ence, both  personal  and  imaginative ;  and 
as  that  experience,  though  methodized  by  a 
law  of  their  internal  being,  has  necessarily 
passed  to  them  through  external  circum- 
stances, they  must  neeas  preserve  in  their 
writings  an  idealized  image  of  their  time. 
Moreover,  men  of  large  minds  are  also  for 
the  most  part  men  of  expansive  sympathies, 
and  as  sympathies  are  not  able,  like  aspira- 
tions, to  feed  upon  ideas,  but  attach  them- 
selves to  details,  great  poets  cannot  but 
illustrate  those  details. 

This  position,  we  are  aware,  is  in  at  least 
an  apparent  antagonism  to  principles  com- 
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monly  received,  and  in  which  there  is  mach 
truth.     It  will  be  asked,  is  not  sreat  poetry 
permanent  poetry;  and  what  interest,  ex- 
cept for  antiquarians,  can  attach  to  works,  the 
excellence  of  which  consists  in  the  degree  in 
which  they  illustrated  a  bygone  age  ?    The 
circumstances  of  an  age  once  changed,  its 
associations  change  also ;  the   past  returns 
not ;  new  objects  are  brought  into  notice ;  old 
objects  are  combined  in  a  new  perspective, 
bow  then  can  distant  times  be  expected  to 
appreciate  poetry  of  which  it  has  lost  the 
key  ?    The  answer  to  these  questions  con- 
ntts  in  a  distinction  between  the  spirit  of  the 
age  and  the  fashion  of  the  day.    The  former 
li  essential  and  belongs  to  the  hbtory  of 
our  Humanity  ;  the  latter  is  accidental,  and 
therefore  ephemeral.     The  former  is  illus- 
trated by  the  deep  poets ;  the  latter  by  the 
Bnperficial.     That  which  is  of  a  spiritual  na- 
ture only,  and  not  the  characteristics  of  the 
time  at  large,  can  with  propriety  be  called 
the  "  spirit  of  the  age."     Kecenl  times,  for 
example,  have  had,  at  one  side,  an  eminently 
utilitarian  tendency,  while  they  are  also  dis- 
tinguished by  very  opposite  tendencies  ;  but 
few,  we  imagine,  would  cite  Mr.  Bentham  as 
a  chief  exponent  of  the  spirit  of  the  age. 
In  proportion  as  an  age  is  unspi  ritual,  the 
discrepancy  between  its  general  characteris- 
tics and  its  "  spirit,"  properly  so  called,  be- 
comes greater.     This  circumstance  is  illus- 
trated by  the  singularly  diverse  character  of 
modem    poetry.      The   great    outburst   of 
poetry  which  has  been  witnessed  in  England 
within  the  present  century,  is  by  nothing 
more  marked  than  by  the  multitude  of  its 
contrasted  schools.    We  have  had  poets  of 
modes   and  manners;  poets  like  Ebenezer 
£]liot  and  Davis,  who  have  endeavored  to 
%dapt  to  their  lyres  the  discords  of  com- law 
discussion,  or  repeal  agitation  ;  poets  who 
liave  taken  refuge  from  the  tumult  of  the 
mart  or  the  factory,  in  Turkish  harems  or 
I^ersian  gardens,  and  who  in  so  doing  have 
%dded  to  the  stock  of  poetic  trinketry  and 
literary  fumiture,  if  not  to  the  stores  of  im- 
uortaf  verse.     We   have   had    poets   who 
x^rived  the  graceful  mirth  and  beneficent 
exuberance  of  the  Italian  bards ;  poets  in 
^whose  works   the   fair  images  of  Grecian 
mythology  are  revived  with  an  antique  puri- 
ty* and  delineated  with  an  almost  unerring 
pencil  along  the  walls  of  a  cloister,  secluded 
indeed,  though  by  no  means  ascetic.     We 
liave  had  poets  of  revolution,  "  voices  pro- 
phesying war;"  poets   of  philosophy  and 
theology,  for  the  study  of  whose  works  a 
previous  acquaintance  with  Plato  might  be 


deemed  the  best  preliminary,  as  a  mountain 
is  best  seen  from  the  side  of  an  opposite 
mountain :  and  finally,  poetf*  to  whom  simple 
nature  was  as  a  universe  infinite  and  unfallen, 
of  whose  worship  and  of  whose  mandates,  they 
were  the  priests  and  prophets  in  Orphic  song. 
Of  these  classes  the  last  three  perhaps  had 
the  most  intimate  relations  with  the  spirit  of 
the  age ;  but  each  illustrated  its  characteris- 
tics, and  represented  a  habit  of  mind  among 
us ;  and  all  taken  together  constitute  no  unfit 
exponent  of  a  time,  the  architecture  of  which 
will  also  commemorate  it  in  one  of  its  most 
marked  characters,  that  of  syncretism  or 
miscellaneousncss. 

The  same  difficulties,  inherent  in  a  late 
and  critical  age  whose  wealth  surpasses  its 
wants,  and  whose  table  is  too  large  for  its 
digestion,  exist  in  America,  and  have  doubt- 
less not  a  little  distracted  poetic  impulses 
and  aims.  But  America  has  other  difficul- 
ties likewise.  It  is  young  as  a  nation ;  but 
as  a  race  it  is  not  young.  It  is  a  portion  of 
England  detached  from  the  rest,  and  sent 
forward  to  accomplish  its  destinies  alone, 
with  fewer  aids,  but  with  fewer  contradic- 
tions also,  and  with  an  ampler  field.  In  its 
physical  and  civil  relations  it  was  from  the 
first  an  island  swelled  to  the  colossal  propor- 
tions of  a  continent ;  while,  in  its  spiritual 
bearings  it  was  cut  off  from  that  vast  con- 
geries of  living  traditions,  social,  political, 
imaginative,  and  religious,  which  blended  in 
England,  made  one  small  island  the  meeting- 
spot  of  two  vast  continents — the  civilization 
of  the  Past  and  of  the  Present.  Nor  is  this 
all.  Nations  derived  by  colonizations  from 
nations  already  mature,  and  protected  by 
the  modern  facilities  of  locomotion  from 
physical  or  mercantile  isolation,  lose  a  por- 
tion of  their  intellectual  inheritance,  without 
gaining,  at  least  for  a  long  time,  the  new 
experiences  evolved  from  a  political  career 
at  once  special  and  complete  in  itself. 
Physiologists  tell  us  that  man,  at  a  very 
early  stage  of  his  existence,  passes  through 
a  series  of  strange  transformations.  Whether 
or  not  this  be  physically  true  of  the  indi- 
vidual, it  is,  in  a  moral  sense,  true  of  nations, 
and  perhaps  most  true  of  those  whose  richer 
and  more  manifold  elements  have  occupied 
the  longest  historic  periods  in  their  develop- 
ment. Through  what  a  series  of  changes 
have  not  the  nations  of  Europe  passed  from 
barbarism  to  the  sacerdotal  type,  the  re^l, 
the  feudal,  the  aristocratical,  the  constitu- 
tional or  representative ;  and  what  a  rich  de- 
posit must  not  a  stream  that  has  wandered 
over  so  many  soils  have  heaped  u^  qidl  vAx^ 
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banks  dedicUed  to  the  Muse  !  In  these  re- 
spects America  is  under  grave  disadvantages. 
The  historic  and  the  ideal  fibres  of  thought 
can  hardly  be  disentwined.  The  very  se- 
curity of  America  has  allowed  it  less  even  of 
a  modem  history  than  belongs  to  most  Euro- 
pean nations.  Its  history  is  comprised  in  its 
heroic  struggle  for  independence.  Only  in 
imagination  can  it  entwine  again  the  broken 
threads  of  the  past;  it  can  possess  but  in 
memory  what  exists  as  a  living  tradition  on 
its  native  soil  of  Europe.  These  difficulties 
attach  a  greater  interest  to  the  verse  of  an 
American  poet.  We  want  to  know,  not  only 
what  his  song  is,  but  what  it  represents,  and 
how  far  it  casts  the  horoscope  of  a  nation  in 
whose  destinies  the  whole  world  is  so  deeply 
concerned. 

We  shall  commence  our  extracts  from  Mr. 
Longfellow  with  a  poem  in  which  that  mar- 
vellous energy  which  characterizes  young 
countries,  and  none  more  than  America,  re- 
ceives from  the  poet  a  moral  sanction  that 
transforms  it  into  something  more  than  a 
"go  a-head"  impulse, and  modulates  its  march 
by  the  music  of  old  and  sacred  experience. 

A  FSALM  OF  LIFE. 

Tell  me  not,  in  mournful  numbers, 

'Life  is  but  an  empty  dream !' 
For  the  eoul  is  dead  that  slumbers, 

And  things  are  nut  what  they  seem. 

Life  is  real !  Life  is  earnest ! 
^     And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal ; 
*  Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  returneth,' 
Was  not  spoken  of  the  squl. 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow, 

Is  our  destined  end  or  way ; 
But  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow, 

Find  us  farther  than  to-day. 

Art  is  long,  and  time  is  fleeting. 
And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave. 

Still,  like  muffled  drums,  are  beating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 

In  the  world's  broad  field  of  battle, 

In  the  bivouac  of  Life, 
Be  not  like  dumb,  driven  cattle ! 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife ! 

Trust  no  future  however  pleasant ! 

Let  the  dead  past  bury  its  dead ! 
Act — act  in  the  living  Present! 

Heart  within  and  Uod  overhead ! 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us. 
We  can  make  our  lives  sublime. 

And  departing  leave  behind  us 
Footpnata  on  the  sands  of  time. 


Footprints  that  perhaps  another, 

Sailing  o'er  life's  solemn  main, 
A  forlorn  and  ship-wrecked  brother, 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 

Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing. 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate ! 
Still  achieving,  still  pursuing. 

Learn  to  labor,  and  to  wait. 

In  the  poem  called  '  Excelsior/  it  is  not 
the  resolve  of  robust  strength  and  manly 
confidence  alone  Vhich  is  expressed.  The 
heroic  rises  into  the  spiritual,  as  the  true 
heroic  tends  ever  to  do.  It  is  an  aspiration ; 
may  it  prove,  in  more  essential  meaning,  a 
prophecy :  for  strength  is  only  wisely  exert* 
ed  when  it  mounts. 

The  next  poem  which  we  shall  quote  il- 
lustrates the  social  position  of  America  in  a 
relation  which  every  day  seems  to  acquire  a 
deeper  and  more  painful  importance. 

THE   WITNESSES. 

In  Ocean's  wide  domains. 

Half  buried  in  the  sandis. 
Lie  skeletons  in  chains, 

With  shackled  feet  and  hands. 

Beyond  the  fall  of  dews. 

Deeper  than  plummet  lies. 
Float  ships,  with  all  their  crews. 

No  more  to  sink  nor  rise. 

There  the  black  slave  ship  swims, 

Freighted  with  human  forms, 
Whose  fettered  fleshlesa  limbs 

Are  not  the  sport  of  storms.  ^ 

These  are  the  bones  of  slaves ; 

They  gleam  from  the  abyss. 
They  cry,  from  yawning  waves, 

*  We  are  the  witnesses.' 

Within  earth's  wide  domains 

Are  markets  for  men's  lives. 
Their  necks  are  galled  with  chains. 

Their  wrists  are  cramped  with  gyves. 

Dead  bodies,  that  the  kite 

In  deserts  makes  it  prey ; 
Murders,  that  with  aflfright 

Scare  school-boys  from  their  play. 

All  evil  thoughts  and  deeds ; 

Anger,  and  lust,  and  pride ; 
The  foulest,  rankest  weeds, 

That  choke  life's  groaning  tide ! 

These  are  the  woes  of  slaves ; 

They  glare  from  the  abyss ; 
They  cry,  from  unknown  graves, 

'  We  are  the  witnesses ! 

Here  is  a  sketch  which  America  only  could 
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have  supplied.  For  one  of  the  conquering 
race  thus  to  sing  the  lament  of  the  conquered, 
may  be  considered,  perhaps,  as  but  the  dis- 
charge of  a  debt  of  honor : 

TO   THE  DRIYIHO  CLOUD. 

Gloomy  and  dark  art  thoa,  oh  chief  of  the  mighty 

Omawaws ; 
Gloomy  and  dark,  as  the  driving  cloud,  whose 

name  thou  bast  taken ! 
Wrapt  in  a  scarlet  blanket,  I  see  thee  stalk 

through  the  city's 
Narrow  and  populous  streets,  as  once  by  the  mar^ 

gin  of  rivers 
Stalk  those  birds  unknown,  that  have  left  us  only 

their  foot-prints. 
What,  in  a  few  short  years,  will  remain  of  thy 

race  but  the  foot-prints ; 
How  canst  thou  walk  in  these  streets,  who  hast 

trod  the  CTeen  turf  of  the  prairies  7 
How  canst  thou  breathe  in  this  air,  who  hast 

breathed  the  sweet  air  of  the  mountains  ? 
Ah !  *tis  vain  that  with  lordly  looks  of  disdain 

thou  dost  challenge 
Looks  of  dislike  in  return,  and  question  these 

walls  and  these  pavements, 
Claiming  the  soil  for   thine    hunting-grounds, 

whue  down-trodden  millions 
Starve  in  the  ^arrets  of  Europe,  and  cry  from  its 

caverns  that  they,  too, 
Have  been  created  heirs  of  the  earth,  and  claim 

its  division  ! 
Back,  then,  back  to  thy  woods  in  the  regions  west 

of  the  Wabash ! 
There  as  a  monarch  thou  reignest.    In  autumn, 

the  leaves  of  the  maple 
Pave  the  floors  of  thy  palace-halls  with  gold,  and 

in  summer 
Pine  trees  waft  through  its  chambers  the  odorous 

breath  of  their  branches. 
There  thou  art  strong  and  great,  a  hero,  a  tamer 

of  horses. 

We  regret  that  we  have  not  room  for  what. 
On  the  whole,  we  consider  both  the  mostim- 
2H>rtant  of  Mr.  Longfellow's  minor  poems, 
^nd  the  most  interesting,  as  illustrative  of 
America.  We  allude  to  the  striking  poem 
entitled,  'The  Building  of  the  Ship/  It 
^oes  not  need  the  last  stanzas,  in  which  the 
"Vessel  receives  the  name  of  the  Union,  to 
^11  us  that  in  the  mighty  bark,  built  with 
i^nch  a  stately  strength,  and  so  eager  to 
^mpt  the  perils  of  new  seas,  the  destiny  of 
America  is  shadowed  forth.  Neither  need 
"^e  say  how  cordially  we  hope  that  the  pro- 

Shecies  with  which  it  concludes  may  be  ful- 
lled.  It  abounds  in  beautiful  passages ; 
and  the  skill  with  which  a  two-fold  interest 
is  worked  out  in  it  cannot  escape  the  reader's 
observation.  Among  the  other  shorter  pieces 
our  favorites  are, '  The  Reaper  and  the  Flow- 
era/  'The  Secret  of  the  Sea/  'The  Open 


Window.'  '  The  Builders,'  '  Sand  of  the  De- 
sert in  an  Hour-glass.'  Among  the  poems 
on  slavery,  'The  Slave's  Dream,' and  'The 
Good  Part  that  shall  not  be  taken  away,' 
rank  high.  Many  others,  also,  seem  to  us  to 
have  very  high  merit ;  especially  *The  Occul- 
tation  of  Orion.'  We  shall,  however,  be  doing 
Mr.  Longfellow  more  justice  if  we  proceed  to 
give  an  account  of  his  principal  work. 

As  the  Oolden  Legend  is  the  latest  of  Mr. 
Longfellow's  poems,  so  it  is  the  most  import- 
ant. The  story  of  it  may  be  briefly  told. 
The  prologue  sounds  the  key-note  to  the 
whole.  The  powers  of  darkness  vainly  en- 
deavor to  tear  down  the  cross,  which  sur- 
mounts the  Cathedral  of  Strasburg.  Baffled 
by  the  spirits  of  Good,  the  saints  and  angels 
emblazoned  in  the  windows  and  carved  over 
the  arch-ways,  the  Spirits  of  Tempest  retire 
in  despite,  and  the  chief  of  them  betakes 
himself  to  another  task.  Prince  Henry  of 
Hoheneck  has  long  suffered  from  a  strange 
disease.  In  his  Castle  of  Vautsberg,  on  the 
Rhine,  he  meditates,  in  gloom,  on  his  con- 
dition. The  tempter  enters  in  the  garb  of  a 
travelling  physician.  The  prince  describes 
his  malady, — 

My  heart  has  become  a  dull  lagoon, 
which  a  kind  of  leprosy  drinks  and  drains, 

and  states  that  even  the  doctors  of  Salerno 
have  pronounced  it  incurable,  except  upon 
impossible  conditions.  He  must  gradually 
wither  away,  unless  saved  by  the  blood  of  a 
maiden,  who,  of  her  own  good  will,  offers  her 
life  in  exchange  for  his.  The'  strange  physi- 
cian holds  up  before  him  a  flask,  containing 
the  far-famed  elixir  of  perpetual  youth.  The 
prince  drinks.  For  a  moment  his  lost  youth 
returns  to  him.  His  punishment  follows 
soon.  His  disease  returns ;  and  the  prince, 
after  publicly  doing  penance,  as  one  who  has 
dealt  in  the  black  art,  is  driven  from  his  an- 
cestral home, — 

Clothed  in  a  cloak  of  hodden  CTay, 
And  bearing  a  wallet  and  a  bell, 
Whose  sound  should  be  a  perpetual  knell, 
To  keep  all  travellers  away. 

The  outcast  takes  refuge  with  the  family 
of  a  faithful  retainer  in  the  Odenwald. 
There  is  a  great  charm  in  the  scene  in 
which  we  are  first  made  acquainted  with 
him  in  his  retirement.  He  is  reading  the 
old  legend  of  "The  Monk  and  the  Bird," 
with  which  many  of  our  readers  must  have 
become  acquainted,  in  Mr.  Trench's  beauti- 
ful version  of  it.  As  he  concludes,  Elsie, 
the  eldest  daughter  of  his  ho8t«  a^i^coaft^^^ 
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him,  and  recounts  to  him  a  tale,  her  favorite 
legend,  <^  Christ  and  the  Saltan's  Daughter." 
Toothing  can  exceed  the  freshness  and 
sweetness  of  the  sketch  in  which  the  young 
heroine  of  the  tale  is  presented  to  us.  An 
infantine  simplicity  does  nofr  prevent  her 
heart  from  hemg  already  mature.  It  is  for 
high  action,  however,  rather  than  for  passion 
that  she  pants ;  or  rather,  her  being  is  ab- 
sorbed in  one  great  aspiration  which  mingles 
what  is  best  in  both.  She  has  no  life  save 
in  religion ;  and  uradiated  by  its  light  the 
lower  world  displays  to  her  but  a  single  illu- 
minated page.  She  resolves  to  give  her  life 
for  that  of  the  prince  ;  and  her  parents  con- 
sent at  last  to  what  they  deem  an  impulse 
from  on  high.    It  is  thus  that  she  prays : — 

My  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 

I  beseech  thee,  I  entreat  thee, 

Guide  me  in  each  act  and  word. 

That  hereafter  I  may  meet  thee, 

Watching,  waitina,  hoping,  yearning, 

With  my  lamp  well-trimmed  and  burning. 

Interceding 

With  these  bleeding 

Wounds  upon  thy  hands  and  side, 

For  all  who  have  lived  and  erred 

Thou  hast  suffered,  thou  hast  died, 

Scourged,  and  mocked,  and  crucified. 

And  in  the  grave  hast  thou  been  buried. 

If  my  feeble  prayer  can  reach  thee, 

O  my  Saviour,  I  beseech  thee. 

Even  as  thou  hast  died  for  me, 

More  sincerely. 

Let  me  follow  where  thou  leadest. 

Let  me,  bleeding  as  thou  bleedest, 

Die,  if  dying  I  may  give 

Life  to  one  who  asks  to  live, 

And  more  nearly. 

Dying  thus,  resemble  thee ! 

Much  skill  is  shown  in  the  mode  in  which 
the  prince  is  made  to  accept  the  sacrifice. 
We  feel  that  his  true  nature  is  under  eclipse, 
and  that  the  hateful  influence  of  him  whose 
poison  be  has  drunk  subdues  bis  better  will. 

Passing  through  Strasburg  on  their  way 
to  Salerno,  the  prince  meets  his  early  friend 
Walter,  the  Minnesinger — a  friend  from  whom 
not  even  rivalship  in  love  had  been  able  to  sep- 
arate him.  Slight  as  is  the  sketch  of  the 
Minnesinger,  it  is  clearly  and  delicately 
touched.  We  have  not  room  to  quote  from 
their  discourse ;  but  the  following  passage 
may  be  taken  as  a  specimen  of  that  graphic 
power  which,  in  so  remarkable  a  degree, 
characterizes  Mr.  Longfellow's  poetry  : — 

Lo  !  with  what  depth  of  blackness  thrown 
Against  the  clouds,  far  up  tlie  skies, 
Tfie  walls  of  the  cathedral  rise. 
Like  a  m/aterioue  gnove  of  stone, 


With  fitfol  lights  and  shadows  blending. 

As  from  behind,  the  moon,  ascending, 

Lights  its  dim  aisles  and  paths  unknown ! 

The  wind  is  rising ;  but  the  boughs 

Rise  not  and  fall  not  with  the  wind 

That  through  their  folia^^e  sobs  and  soughs ; 

Only  the  cloudy  rack  behind. 

Drifting  onward,  wild  and  ragged, 

Gives  to  each  spire  and  buttress  jagged 

A  seeming  motion  undefined. 

Below,  on  the  square,  an  armed  knight, 

Still  as  a  statue,  and  as  white, 

Sits  on  his  steed,  and  the  moonbeams  quiver 

Upon  the  points  of  his  armor  bright 

As  on  the  ripples  of  a  river. 

In  the  cathedral  our  travellers  witness  the 
performance  of  a  miracle  play.  This  episode 
occupies  a  considerable  place  in  the  poem, 
and,  more  than  any  other  portion,  explains 
its  title.  The  Golden  Legend,  weaving  to- 
gether not  a  few  of  the  tales  which,  in  the 
far-famed  collection  of  the  good  old  Italian 
bishop,  Jacobus  de  Yoragine,  formed,  from 
the  thirteenth  to  the  sixteenth  century,  so 
large  a  portion  of  the  reading  in  convent, 
castle,  and  hall.  A  miracle  play  was  not  an 
infelicitous  device  for  the  exhibition  of  such 
legendary  lore.  That  singular  product  of 
the  middle  ages  has  hardly  attracted  the 
full  attention  which,  on  sesthetic  as  well  as 
historic  grounds,  it  deserves ;  nor  will  a  few 
remarks  on  it  be  out  of  place.  It  is  well 
known  how  much  the  Greek  tragedy  was 
indebted  to  those  earlier  representations  in 
which  the  legend  of  a  hero,  or  some  my- 
thological tradition,  was  exhibited  before  a 
village  audience,  upon  a  stage  not  larger 
than  a  travelling  wagon,  and  by  actors 
smeared  with  the  lees  of  wine. 

Not  less  important,  we  conceive,  in  their 
influence,  were  those  miracle  plays,  myste- 
ries, and  moralities,  which  alike  in  Spain,  in 
Italy,  in  Germany,  and  in  England,  preceded 
the  Romantic  Drama,  and  constituted  its  ba- 
sis. If  Spain  had  been  too  fastidious  to  en- 
joy its  earlier  and  ruder  Autos  Sacramentalet, 
it  probably  never  would  have  possessed  the 
drama  of  Lope  de  Vega.  It  is  quite  true 
that  even  in  very  early  times,  those  Keligious 
Mysteries  which  the  clergy  represented,  and 
the  representation  of  which  formed,  occasion- 
ally, part  of  ecclesiastical  education  in  the 
monasteries,  seem  to  have  been  jostled  now 
and  then  by  the  jesters  and  strolling  buffoons, 
the  Zahorrones  and  Remedadores,  wha, 
though  prohibited  by  law,  amused  the 
grosser  appetites  of  the  vulgar.  The  good, 
however,  triumphed  over  the  bad,  and  laid 
the  foundation  for  what  was  better.  In  It- 
aly, as  early  as  a.  d.  1264,  the  statutes  of 
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the  fraternity  del  Gonfalone  made  provision 
for  the  representation  of  mysteries,  especially 
on  the  subject  of  the  Passion  ;  as  also  on  the 
chief  events  of  the  Old  and  New  Testament. 
In  France  we   have  an  account  of  a  similar 
representation  at  St.  Maur,  in  the  year  1398  ; 
but  in  that   country  and  in  Italy,  in  neither 
of  which  has  the  drama  asserted  much  of  a 
national   or  genial  character,  the   mysteries 
did  not  hold  their  ground  as  strongly  as  in 
Spain,  in  Germany,  and  in  England.     In  the 
latter  country,  especially,  such  representa- 
tions appear  to  have  begun  at  a  period  far 
earlier  than  that  which  Chaucer,  "  our  Morn- 
ing Star  of  Song,''  illumined.    FitzStephen, 
describing  London  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the 
Second,  v/ rites,  Londonia pro  spectaculia  thea- 
traUbus,  pro  India  scenecis,  ludos  hahet  sane- 
itores,    representationes    miraculorum,    qucB 
ioneti  confessor €8  operati  sunt,  seu  representa- 
tiones passionum,  quilms  claruit  constantia 
martyrum.     In  England,  as  elsewhere,  such 
representations  had  to  contend  with  the  for- 
midable rivalry  of  mummers,  master-rimors, 
and  other  vagabonds  in  masquerade,  against 
whom   stringent  laws   were    enacted   from 
time  to     time,   though   their    performances 
could  hardly   have   been    more    scandalous 
than  the  scenes  exhibited  in  the  penny  thea- 
tres in  London  in  our  own  day.    In  the  reign 
of  Richard  the  Second,  a  petition  was  pre- 
sented to  the  king  by  the  scholars  of  Paurs 
school,  praying  him  **  to  prohibit  some  unex- 
pert  people  from  presenting  the  History  of 
the  Old  Testament,  to  the  great  prejudice  of 
the  said  clergy,  who  have  been  at  great  ex- 
pense   in  order  to  represent  it  publicly  at 
Christmas" — of  so  venerable  an  antiquity  is 
Xhe    principle  of  Protection.     After  the  Re- 
fonnation,  Protestantism  adopted  the  myste- 
^es  in   its   turn,  giving  them   a  polemical 
character,  guaranteed  in  one  instance  by  Act 
^f  Parliament ;  by   which,  however,  it  does 
^ot   appear   that  their  poetic  merits  were 
ttiach  promoted,  at  least,  if  we  may  judge 
l>y  the  efforts  of  the  celebrated  Bishop  Bale. 
Hilton,  as  we  all  know,  maintained  that  the 
theatre  was  of  use  **  beside  the  office  of  a  pul- 
pit,*' to  inculcate  lessons  of  piety  and  virtue. 
&e  would  have  rescued  it  from  a  state  of  de- 
gradation, and  imparted   to  it  a  religious 
character,  analogous  to  that  spirit  of  patriot- 
ism and  heroism  which  animated  the  Greek 
drama  in  its  nobler  day.     What  his  genius 
might  not  have  effected  in  that  way,  bad  he 
not  spent  so  many  precious  years  in  writing 
Latin  letters  for  Cromwell,  as  well  as  disqui- 
sitions on  logic,  grammar,  and  divorce,  it  is 
hard  to  say ;  nor  is  it  easy,  with  all  our  ven- 


eration for  Paradise  Lost,  not  to  regret  that 
the  great  bard  did  not  also  finish  that  lyrical 
drama,  the  "  Miracle  Play"  of  the  seven- 
teenth century,  the  first  scene  of  which  was 
to  have  opened  with  Satan's  Address  to  the 
Sun. 

Notwithstanding   the  general    popularity 
which  Mr.  Longfellow's  Golden  Legend  has 
enjoyed,  his  'miracle  play'  has,  we  believe, 
been  a  subject,  not  infrequently,  of  animad- 
version.    By  some  it  has  been  charged  with 
childishness  ;    by  others  with   profaneness ; 
but  thouffh  the  grounds  of  both  accusations 
are  intelligible  enough,  it  is  but  to  a  limited 
extent  that  we  can  sympathize  with  either. 
He  is  illustrating  a  time,   the  simplicity  of 
which  was  edified  by   a   familiarity   which 
would  more  often  scandalize  our  fastidious- 
ness or  our  refinement.    No  one  would  desire 
to  re-introduce  such  entertainments  among 
us,  with  our   modern  associations ;  but   to 
antedate  such  associations  is  unreasonable ; 
nor  can  any  one  appreciate  the  character  of 
that  earlier  time,  with  all  its  freshness  and 
fearlessness  of  taste,  as  well  as  its  rudeness, 
who  cannot  attain  to  an  imaginative  sympa- 
thy with  usages  so  deeply  and  largely  char- 
acteristic of  them.     A  madern  tournament 
could  hardly  do  more  than  amuse  by  its 
strangeness;  but  when  we  read  the  descrip- 
tion of  one  in  Ivanhoe,  we  interpret  the  text 
by  the  context,  and  are  as  little  disposed  to 
charge  the  great  chivalrous  celebration  with 
childishness  or  pedantry  as  were  the  kings 
and  statesmen  in  whose  presence  it  was  en- 
acted, and  whose  imagination,  not  the  less 
healthy  because  not  easily  offended,  recogni- 
zed in  its  dramatis  persona  the  images  of  as 
many  feudal  virtues  as  were  denoted  by  the 
devices  on  their  shields.     Our  minds  are  ex- 
panded in  proportion  as  we  learn  to  under- 
stand how  what  would  be  unprofitable  to  one 
condition  of  society  may  supply   to  another 
an  aliment  nutritious  because  natural.     We 
have,  then,  no  general  complaint  to  make  of 
Mr.  Longfellow  s  miracle  play  ;  and  in  many 
parts  we  think  that   much   skill  has   been 
shown  in  its  force  and  conciseness.     But  in 
other  parts  Mr.  Longfellow  has  stepped  be- 
yond the  line  of  safety  and  good  taste,  and 
has  neglected  the  golden  adage,  'Be  bold, 
be  bold,  be  bold, — be  not  too  bold.'     A  few 
expressions,   not   worth   particularizing,  are 
needlessly  and  painfully  coarse.     Five  centu- 
ries ago  they  would  have  given  umbrage  to 
no  one,  nor  do  they  now  imply  intentional 
irreverence ;  but  they  jar  on  modern  associ- 
ations, and  thus  rather  repel  than  excite  our 
sympathies  with  those  of  other  Ucnea«    "^ 
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poetry,  as  in  graver  matters,  *  things  lawful' 
are  not  always  *  expedient :'  there  is  a  certain 
lingua  communis,  which  is  suitable  to  one 
age  without  shocking  another;  and  it  is  by 
tact  rather  than  rule  that  we  can  discriminate 
between  courage  and  rashness. 

To  return  from  this  digression.  The  pro- 
gress of  the  travellers  from  Strasburg  to  the 
Black  Forest  is  traced  in  a  lyric,  the  wild 
movement  of  which  echoes  their  rapid  ad- 
vance, and  vividly  exhibits  their  contrasted 
moods.  The  convent  life  of  Hirschaw  is 
next  described.  The  portrait  of  the  good 
old  Illuminor  is  admirable. 

Thus  have  I  labored  on  and  on. 

Nearly  through  the  Gospel  of  St.  John. 

Can  it  be  that  from  the  lips 

Of  this  same  genile  Evangelist, 

That  Christ  himself  perhaps  has  kissed, 

Came  the  dread  Apocalypse  ? 

It  has  a  very  awful  look, 

As  it  stands  there  at  the  end  of  the  book, 

Like  the  sun  in  an  eclipse. 

Ah,  me  !  when  I  think  of  that  vision  divine, 

Think  of  writing  it  line  by  line, 

I  stand  in  awe  of  the  terrible  curse. 

Like  the  trump  of  doom  in  the  closing  verse  ! 

God  forgive  me  !  if  ever  I 

Take  aught  from  the  book  of  that  Prophesy, 

Lest  my  part  too  should  be  taken  away 

From  the  Book  of  Life  on  the  Judgment  Day. 

*  *  *  * 

How  sweet  the  air  is !    How  fair  the  scene ! 

1  wish  I  had  as  lovely  a  green 

To  paint  my  landscapes  and  my  leaves ! 

Here  the  swallows  twitter  under  the  eaves ! 

There,  now,  there  is  one  in  her  nest, 

I  can  just  catch  a  glimpse  of  her  head  and  breast. 

And  will  sketch  her  thus,  in  her  quiet  nook, 

For  the  margin  of  my  Gospel  Book. 

I  can  see  no  more.    Through  the  valley  yonder 

A  shower  is  passing ;  I  hear  the  thunder 

Mutter  its  curses  in  the  air, 

The  DeviTs  own  and  only  prayer. 

The  dusty  road  is  brown  with  rain. 

And,  speeding  on  with  might  and  main, 

Hitherward  rides  a  gallant  train. 

They  do  not  parley,  they  cannot  wait, 

But  hurry  in  at  the  convent  gate. 

What  a  fair  lady !  and,  beside  her. 

What  a  handsome,  graceful,  noble  rider  ! 

Now  she  gives  him  her  hand  to  alight ; 

They  will  beg  a  shelter  for  the  night. 

I  will  go  down  to  the  corridor, 

And  try  to  see  that  face  once  more ; 

It  will  do  for  the  face  of  some  beautiful  saint, 

Or  for  one  of  the  Maries  that  I  shall  paint. 

Not  less  delicately  executed  is  the  sketch  of 
the  old  abbot,  Ernest.  The  beauty  of  the 
following  image  will  be  at  once  recognized  : 

Time  has  laid  his  hand 
Ujpon  my  be%rt  gently,  not  smiting  it, 


But  as  a  harper  lays  his  open  palm 
Upon  his  harp,  to  deaden  its  vibrations. 

In  the  chapel  the  eye  of  the  prince  is  ar- 
rested by  a  blind  monk,  who  lingers  behind 
the  rest.  It  is  Count  Hugo  of  the  Rhine,  of 
old  the  deadliest  foe  of  bis  race.  Calamity 
has,  however,  brought  to  him  a  calmer  spirit. 
The  interview  of  the  rivals  is  one  of  the  most 
successful  delineations  in  the  work. 

We  are  unable  to  give  the  same  praise  to 
the  scene  in  which  the  orgies  of  the  friars 
are  represented,  and  which  we  regard  as  the 
chief  fault  of  the  poem.  The  Teutonic  hu- 
mor of  the  cellar  scene,  though  'somewhat 
broad,  is  by  no  means  vulgar ;  whereas  yoI- 
garity  of  conception  and  occasional  grossness 
of  language  are  not  the  only  faults  of  the 
refectory  scene.  It  is  intended,  doubtless, 
as  a  contrast  to  such  delineations  as  those 
from  which  we  have  quoted;  but  the  con- 
trast is  extravagantly  abrupt,  and  deficient 
in  graduation. 

Court,  castle,  and  convent  doubtless  had 
their  corruptions,  as  well  as  their  good 
points ;  but  neither  nature  nor  poetry  dis- 
tribute good  and  evil  in  patches,  like  the 
black  and  white  squares  of  a  chess  board ; 
and  it  is  a  mechanical  not  an  artistic  group- 
ing which  places  all  the  edifying  people  to- 
gether in  cloister  and  library,  and  fills  the 
refectory  with  a  mass  of  unmitigated  black- 
guardism. The  scene,  besides  being  immo- 
derately long,  is  harsh  and  melo-dttimatic ; 
and  looks  like  a  collection  of  sketches  thrown 
together  at  random,  or  in  pursuit  only  of  a 
grim,  dark-lantern  picturesque.  In  the  midst 
of  Latin  drinking-songs,  and  Exeter-Hall 
allusions  to  sacristies  and  confessionals,  Luci- 
fer, disguised  as  a  friar,  entertains  the  boors 
of  cord  and  cowl  with  a  description  of  Abe- 
lard  pacing  at  night  "  in  his  great  despair," 

And  wailing  aloud  to  the  merciless  seas, 
The  name  of  his  sweet  Heloise ! 

much  more  congenial  with  the  sickly  and 
pedantic  libertinism  of  a  certain  school  in  the 
France  of  the  18th  century  than  with  the 
broader  taste  of  German  peasants  in  the 
14th.  Suddenly  a  bell  is  tolled  by  a  mirac- 
ulous and  '*  unfortunate  brother,"  who,  in 
the  true  style  of  the  Radcliffe  romance, 
thinks  it  necessary  thus  to  admonish  the 
"  monks"  to  pray  for  him.  At  a  later  boor 
he  has  a  habit  more  provoking  still,  that  of 
making  his  rounds  from  cell  to  cell,  and 
flashing  the  light  of  his  lantern  into  the  eyes 
of  his  luckless  brethren.  We  must  own  that 
we  knew  not  before  that  friars  constituted 
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tin  inferior  elau  in  well-endoweil  abbeys,  in 
irlioae  cloistera  the  monks  paced  ob  a  sort  of 
Bcclesiaatictil  noblesse;  or  Ihat  "midoight 
DMSses"  as  well  as  noctums  disturbed  the 
ngbt  bouni  on  ordinary  occasions.  The 
leeoa  ends  in  a  manner  tliat  could  hardly  fail 
to  elicit  a  shout  from  the  npper  gallery. 
Uebald  the  Eefectorius  is  detected  looking 
in  ftt  one  of  the  windows.  Stealing  beneatn 
it  loftly  the  friars  belabor  the  lucsless  spy 
ffl  his  shouts  reach  the  abbot.  They  stow 
nray  the  great  flagon,  and  escape  as  they 
nn,  brother  Cuthbert  being  reserved  how- 
Brer  to  "  do  a  penance  worth  the  doing," 
while  the  abbot  expresses  his  surprise  that 
tbe  Tery  convent  wall  "  does  not  crumble 
■od  crnsb  them  in  its  fall !"  That  wails 
ibonld  stand  under  such  circumstances  is  an 
Hodent  which  can  by  Doae  be  more  regret- 
ted than  by  the  admirers  of  Mr.  Longfellow's 
poetry.  We  earnestly  hope  that  this  scene 
may  be  omitted  in  a  future  edition.  Allu- 
■ions  to  poison  dropped  into  the  Bacramentat 
cnp,  and  to  the  immoralities  of  dissolute 
monasteries,  so  that  they  be  touched  with 
tbe  anme  skill  which  has  presided  over  the 
Other  portions  of  tbe  poem,  mny  he  quite  in 
place,  as  a  delineation  of  the  time  on  its 
darker  as  we!)  as  its  brighter  side.  But  this 
•cene,  which  hus  the  efect  of  a.  task  reluc- 
Isntly  performed,  received,  it  is  plain,  even 
leas  assistance  from  the  Muse  of  Poetry  than 
from  the  Muse  of  History.  To  point  out 
how  the  same  causes  may  In  different  char- 
Mtera  produce  the  opposite  extremes  of  good 
and  evil  would  be  a  task  worthy  of  Mr. 
Lc^fellow's  genius. 

Very  different  is  the  scene  at  the  neigh- 
boring nunnery,  and  the  tsle  which  its  abbess, 
the  Lady  Irmingard,  pours  by  night  into 
the  ear  of  Elsie;  the  Vestal  who  has  loved 
in  Tun  being  drawn  by  an  attraction  she 
cannot  resist  to  the  young  virgin  who  has 
never  loved,  and  whose  aspiration  is  but  to 
die  for  one  she  might  have  loved.  Here 
also  tbe  subject  is  in  some  measure  regarded 
from  a  modern  and  romantic  point  nf  view  ; 
bat  over  it  tbe  lights  of  poetry  are  flung  with 
a  lansh  band  ;  and — 

Love,  that  in  ever;  woman's  heart 
Will  have  the  whole  and  not  a  part, 

Memi  permitted  to  return  for  an  hour  (in  the 
diignise  of  memory)  to  tell  of  Walter  of  the 
Togenweid,  when  the  birds  sang  la  his 
ihyme,  and  earth  rejoiced  in  his  presence ; 
W  the  stem  father,  of  tbe  midnight  escape. 
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of  the  capture,  the  convent,  and  of  peace 
found,  when  hoped  for  least.  The  scene 
will  be  a  favorite  with  a  class  among  tbe 
readers  of  poetry  which  is  neither  the  small- 
est nor  the  least  important  in  these  days. 

We  must  hurry  to  the  close :  passing  by 
Lucerne— the  old  wooden  bridge  of  which, 
with  its  grim  pictures  representing  the  dance 
of  death,  is  aamirahly  described-^ the  travel- 
lers reach  the  St.  Oolhard  Pass,  and  falling 
in  with  a  band  of  pilgrims,  descend  into 
Italy.  Taking  ship  at  Qenoa,  they  reach 
Salerno,  just  as  a  travelling  scholastic  affiles 
his  theses  to  the  gate  of  the  far-famed  col- 
lege,  challenging  all  disputants  throughout 
the  world  to  disprove  any  one  of  his  hundred 
and  twenty-five  propositions.  Lucifer  stands 
to  receive  his  victims  in  the  garb  of  the  Friar 
Angelo.  Already  he  triumphs  in  anticipated 
success ;  but  be  is  acquainted  only  with  the 
baser  part  of  human  nature.  At  the  mo- 
metit  of  the  prince's  separation  from  Elsie, 
the  spells  witia  which  the  evil  one  had  bound 
him  burst,  and  he  refuses  consent.  Elsie 
will  not  retract,  and  bids  him  farewell  thus  : 

And  you,  O  prince !  bear  back  my  benison 
Unto  my  father's  house,  and  all  within  it. 
This  morning  in  the  church  I  prayed  for  them, 
After  coofessLOD,  after  abeolution, 
When  m<r  whole  soul  was  white,  I  prayed  for 

them. 
Grod  will  take  care  of  them ;  tliey  need  me  not. 
And  in  your  life  let  my  remembrance  hnger. 
As  something  not  to  trouble  and  disturb  it. 
But  to  complete  it,  adding  hfe  to  life  : 
And  if  a(  times,  beside  the  evening  fire, 
You  see  my  face  among  the  other  faces. 
Let  it  not  be  regarded  as  a  ghost 
That  haunts  your  house,  but  as  a  guest  that 

lovea  you : 
Nay,  even  as  one  of  your  own  family. 
Without  whose  presence  there  was  eomething 

wanting. 
I  have  no  more  to  say.    Let  me  go  in. 

If  this  be  love,  it  ia  love  unawakened  and 
unconscious,  for  it  exacts  no  higher  place, 
even  in  memory,  than  that  of  one  guest 
among  many  ;  or  rather  it  is  that  spirit  of 
love  which,  capable  alike  of  shaping  itaelf  in 
any  of  tbe  definite  moulds  of  affection,  bangs 
still  vague  and  universal,  a  "something  far 
more  deeply  interfused  "  over  a  heart  whose 
morning  twilight  is  but  beginning  to  dissolve. 
It  completes  the  prince's  victory  over  bis 
baser  self:  and  no  sooner  have  the  gates 
closed  upon  a  victim  as  ardent  to  enter  them 
as  Cassandra  was  reluctant  to  enter  the  pal- 
ace at  Argos,  than  he  and  his  attendants 
burst  them  open,  and  despoil  tbe  evil  wm  ^ 
hia  prey. 
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The  scene  chan^  back  to  the  farm  \n  the 
Odenwald,  where  Ursula,  the  old  mother  of 
Elsie,  is  cheered  by  a  forester  sent  before 
him  by  the  prince  on  his  return.  His  tale  is 
short.  The  prince  ^as  cured  at  Salerno  by 
the  touch  of  a  Saint's  bones,  or,  as  his  mes- 
senger suggests,  by  his  long  ride  and  the 
open  air.  He  made  a  vow  that  he  would 
marry  none  but  his  deliverer :  and  the  rapt 
child,  grateful  in  her  turn,  condescends  to 
ripen  into  a  woman,  not  an  angel.  The 
Rhine  is  already  wafting  along  its  swift  and 
waveless  expanse  a  pageant  that  brightens 
gray  rock  and  grim  tower,  and  adds  a  richer 
gleam  to  the  terraces  of  vine. 

I  saw  her  standing  on  the  deck, 
Beneath  an  awning  cool  and  shady ; 
Her  cap  of  velvet  could  not  hold 
The  tresses  of  her  hair  of  gold, 
That  flowed  and  floated  like  the  stream, 
And  fell  in  masses  down  her  neck. 

In  a  scene  of  exquisite  beauty  we  meet  for 
the  last  time  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride, 
as  from  the  castle  terrace  they  listen  to  the 
evening  bells  of  their  marriage  day.  Their 
happiness  reminds  them  of  happiness  that 
has  been  before  them,  and  which  has  gone 
its  way.  They  speak  of  Charlemagne  and 
Fastrada.  Nor,  in  this  hour,  is  the  minstrel 
warrior  forgotten,  Walter  the  Minnesinger, 
who  fights  in  the  far-off  Crusades. 

Why  dost  thou  lift  those  tender  eyes 

With  so  much  sorrow  and  surprise  7 

A  minstrel's,  not  a  maiden's  hand, 

Was  that  which  in  my  own  was  pressed. 

A  manly  form  usurped  thy  place, 

A  beautiful,  but  bearded  face, 

That  now  is  in  the  Holy  Land, 

Yet  in  my  memory  from  afar. 

Is  shining  on  us  like  a  star. 

The  poem  is  closed  by  an  epilogue  which 
strikes  once  more  the  key-note  of  the  whole. 
The  Angels  of  Good  and  Evil  Deeds  ascend- 
ing to  heaven  with  the  record  sing  the  tri- 
umph of  Self-sacrifice,  Meekness,  and  Lowli- 
ness, the  restorative  might  of  Repentance, 
and  the  victory  over  Lucifer,  as  he  falls,  like 
a  giant  shadow  cast  from  a  hundred  moun- 
tam  ranges,  into  the  abyss. 

Widely  as  the  limits  of  the  drama  have 
been  expanded  in  these  latter  days,  when 
the  unities  are  but  a  tradition,  the  Golden 
Legend,  though  cast  in  the  form  of  dialogue, 
and  divided  into  scenes,  can  hardly  be  ac- 
counted a  drama.  It  has  no  dramatic  plot ; 
and  the  hero  and  heroine  are  the  only  char- 
acters the  delineation  of  which  is  continuous. 
It  loses  nothing,  we  think,  but  on  the  con- 
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trary,  gains  much,  by  making  no  attempt  at 
a  structural  mechanism,  which  is  alien  to  the 
spirit  of  the  work.  It  is,  in  fact,  a  tale  cast 
with  great  skill  into  the  form  of  dialogue, 
and  thus  entitled  to  pass  over  that  interstitial 
matter,  which,  in  most  narratives  of  length, 
is  read  but  as  a  duty.  As  a  narrative,  the 
poem  is  brief;  but,  in  its  psychological  bear- 
ings, it  is  large  and  manifold,  tracing,  as  it 
does,  the  mode  in  which  a  nature  diseased 
by  selfishness,  inaction,  imaginative  and  intel- 
lectual self-indulgence,  and  bodily  exhaustion 
is  restored  to  a  healthier  tone  through  sym- 
pathy with  qualities  the  opposite  of  its  own. 
The  simplicity  and  expansiveness  of  Elsie's 
character  unfolds  by  degrees  the  smothered 
good  in  the  self-involved  and  gloomy  nature 
of  her  companion.  Her  elevation  uplifts  his 
drooping  spirits,  as  well  as  his  downward 
instincts ;  her  freshness  bedews  the  hectic  re- 
gion of  his  soul ;  her  generous  courage  re- 
bukes his  weakness ;  and  the  bright  alacrity 
with  which  a  spirit  that  crowns  the  strength 
of  innocence  with  the  might  of  faith,  reaps 
the  good  and  the  joyous  from  all  that  sur- 
rounds her,  redeems  him  at  last  from  the  iso- 
lation of  an  introverted  habit  of  mind  and  of 
heart.  The  character  of  Elsie  is,  as  Shelley 
said  of  a  very  diflferent  being,  "  at  once  sim- 
ple and  profound,"  and  it  diffuses  a  sweetness 
over  every  scene  in  which  she  appears.  The 
prince  is  not  in  love  with  her  while  his  heart 
lies  under  the  shadow  of  an  evil  purpose. 
His  gratitude  is  hampered  by  the  abiding 
feeling,  that  all  that  he  endeavors  to  gain  is 
but  loss  and  degradation ;  but  the  pnnciple 
of  sympathy  remains,  and  as  it  wakens  up 
it  rouses  the  aspirations  that  slumber  around 
it.  Faith  has  never  been  extinct  in  him  ;  vir- 
tue is  credible  to  him,  and  sanctity  is  some- 
thing more  than  imaginable:  there  is  thus 
within  him  a  foundation  for  all  good. 

But  the  heroic  simplicity  of  one  as  fervent 
as  she  is  pure,  constitutes  only  the  centre  of 
many  good  influences  which  surround  him. 
His  eye,  though  heavy,  is  capable  of  taking 
in  just  if  languid  impressions,  from  all  things 
great  and  durable,  **  lovely,  and  of  good  re- 
port,'' that  meet  him  on  his  way.  Between 
the  Rhine  and  Salerno,  many  such  objects 
were  to  be  found;  and  in  his  selection  and 
delineation  of  them,  Mr.  Longfellow  has 
shown  himself  a  skilful  artist.  His  tale,  in- 
cluding a  Teutonic  and  an  Italian  element, 
at  that  time  when  art  had  ascended  above 
the  horizon,  and  chivalry  had  not  yet  sunk 
beneath  it,  and  when  manners,  which  retain- 
ed somewhat  of  nature's  noble  "  barbarism/' 
had  yet,  on  the  whole,  like  institutions,  taken 
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their  mould  from  Christianity,  brought  him  I 
necesaarily  into  the  heart  of  tbe  "  middle 
ages  ■"  and  he  has  delineated  them  with  all  | 
the  xeal  and  graphic  power  which  his  illus- 
triouB  fellow-countryman,  Washington  Irving, 
showed  in  delineating  a  northern  land,  but 
with  those  deeper  tou^ljes  and  richer  hues 
which  belong  to  poetic  delineation.  His 
iketches  of  nature,  of  nrt,  and  of  manners 
would  have  a  high  poetic  merit,  even  inde- 
pendently of  their  «piriluHl  bond.  It  is  in 
Ibis  respect  that  we  think  the  execution  of 
the  work  most  perfect.  Its  psychological 
part  appears  to  as  more  happy  in  conception 
thtiD  in  execution.  Tbe  main  problem  might 
have  been  more  closely  connected  with  the 
minor  incidents :  we  might  have  been  enabled 
to  trace  more  distinctly  the  gradual  growth 
of  the  prince's  better  nature,  and  thus  the 
•■  idea"  of  the  work  might  have  been  made 
to  give  more  unity  to  the  whole  ;  but  the 
scenes  which,  taken  separately,  make  Mr. 
IjODgfellow's  pages  as  rich  as  those  of  the 
ffoodold  illummator  in  the  Scriptorium,  could 
Sardly  have  been  touched  by  a  more  brilliant 
iancy. 

Description  is  an  art  itself,  and  one  of  the 
most  important  that  a  poet  can  have.  It  is 
quite  as  much  the  result  of  imagination  as  of 
observation;  the  latter  faculty  acting  in  and 
"with  the  former,  though  in  a  ministrant  ca- 
pacity. Mr.  Longfellow  is  not  one  of  those 
poets  who  note  down  in  their  pocket-book 
the  most  striking  features  of  a  scene,  and 
tfaeo,  returning  to  their  study,  present  their 
Teaderswith  an  inventory  of  Nature's  charms, 
or  a  catalogue  raisonitie  of  her  stores, 
irightening  a  promontory  with  a  moun- 
taio-ash,  or  shading  a  secluded  shore  with 
A  fir-grove,  accordmg  to  the  last  sugges- 
tion of  Claude  and  Poussin.  He  sees, 
takes  in,  and  his  memory,  wise  in  what  i( 
preserves,  and  wiser  in  what  it  discards,  holds 
up  an  image  faithful,  because  it  retains  tbe 
essence  of  the  scene  described.  When  this 
rare  faculty  exists  it  shows  itself,  not  only  in 
the  delineation  of  landscapes  but  of  indivi- 
dual objects,  whether  in  themselves  they  be 
fiuror  not.  We  read  that  our  first  father 
gave  names  to  tbe  various  animals  as  they 
passed  before  bis  eye,  enabled  to  do  so, 
doubtless,  by  a  prophetic  insight  which  dis- 
cerned the  main  character  or  special  function 
of  each.  The  poet,  also,  is  a  namer.  There 
is  a  poetic  as  well  as  a  prophetic  mtuition; 
and  he  who  possesses  it  will  make  more  out 
of  a  bush  upon  a  moor,  than  a  rhymer  nne 
numine  can  make  of  the  Vale  of  Cashmere, 
or  a  whole  meoageris  of  beasts  and  Iwds. 
VOL.  XXtX.    KO.  IL 


2ST 

The  contents  of  our  Crystal  Palace,  though 
it  should  enclose  all  products,  animal  or 
vegetable,  "  from  silken  Samarcand  to  cedar- 
ed  Lebanon,"  will  not,  to  an  uninspired  eye, 
furnish  matter  for  an  idyl.  Where,  on  tbe 
other  hand,  a  true  discernment  exists,  every  . 
thing,  in  ancient  times  or  modern,  and  not  a 
little  even  in  the  world  of  daily  life,  presents 
poetic  side.  There  is  no  particular  in 
oh  we  observe  more  plainly  the  band  of 
the  true  master  than  in  this  faculty.  When 
Keats  speaks  of  "  the  broadeii  of  her  ele- 
phants, or  Tennyson  sings  of  the  "  ruined 
towers"  of  the  oak  trees,  a  word  is  sufficient 
to  give  both  graphic  eSect  and  moral  signifi- 
iingle  image,  because  it  presents 
.lity  in  it  which  is  essential,  mak- 
ing abstraction  of  the  rest,  and  idealizing  it 
thus,  as  history  idealises  human  society,  and 
OS  twilight  idealizes  a  landscape,  leaving 
only 

The  Aoodi,  the  stars ;  a  spectacle  as  old, 
As  tbe  tKginningB  of  the  hnavena  and  the  earth  ! 

The  passages  which  we  have  quoted  suf< 
ficiently  exhibit  Mr.  Longfellow's  descriptive 
faculty,  as  employed  in  the  delineation  of 
landscape.  A  complete  landscape,  indeed,  is 
sometimes  brought  before  us  in  his  poetry, 
without  the  aid  of  a  single  epithet,  and  merely 
fromithe  tact  with  which  the  objects  that 
compoaeit  are  selected,  and  the  order  observ- 
ed in  their  due  arrangement  and  succession. 
His  skill  is,  however,  still  more  remarkably 
displayed  in  those  brief  touches,  by  which  sin- 
gle objects  are  sugg^ted  to  us  with  the  force 
of  reality.  The  image  is  often  happily, 
though  often  fantastically  also,  blended  with 
an  imaginative  association,  aa  in  the  descrip- 
tion of  Lucerne. 

Yonder  lies 
The  lake  of  ihe  Poor  Porenl  Towns,  apparelled 


Thenpoa'ing  ail  her  life  into  another's, 
Chunging  her  name  and  being.     Overhead, 
Shakiziz  his  cloudy  Iresseii  loose  in  air, 
RJAen  Pilutas  with  his  windy  pines. 

The  association  always  corresponds  with 
the  character  of  the  observer.     The  thirsty 
friar  in  the  convent' cellar  is  made   poetical 
by  the  bubbling  of  the  wine  which  he  has 
just  set  flowing  : — 
See  bow  its  currents  gleam  and  shine, 
As  if  Ihey  had  caught  the  purple  hues 
Of  autumn  sunsets  on  the  llMne, 
Descending  and  mingling  with  the  dews. 

The  devoted  maiden,  on  tbe  other  hand, 
,  finds  the  snowj  region  on  the  atu&ou.^.  cil  %>v.. 
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Oothard  r  scroll  ioBcribed  with  martyr-le- 

See  yonder  little  cloud,  ihnt,  borne  ilofl 
Bo  tenderly  bj  the  wind,  fio>t*  fust  awiy 
.  Over  the  nnowy  ppaks.  Il  seemB  to  me 
Tbe  body  or  St  Catherine,  borne  by  angels. 

Mr.  Longfellow's  conceptions  of  character 
■eem  to  us  to  come  from  very  ditferent 
sources  Id  different  cases.  His  highesi 
characters,  Elsie  and  Evangeline  for  instance, 
are  nobly  ideal  creations.  Iq  other  cases, 
Bn&.  especially  those  into  which  the  element 
of  .the  humorous  enters,  it  is  a  lively  obser- 
Talion  rather  than  a  various  imagination 
which  has  supplied  him  with  materials  ;  and 
in  other  cases  it  is,  we  should  say,  from 
books  and  study  rather  than  from  nature 
that  he  baa  derived  them.  Another  fault 
which  we  must  find  with  him  is  inequality  in 
diction,  la  tbe  more  important  parts  of  the 
Qolden  Ltgend  it  is  always  forcible  and  po- 
etic, if  sometimes  quaint ;  but  in  what  may 
be  regarded  as  interstjlial  matter,  it  is  often, 
SB  it  strikes  us,  prosaic.  We  are  no  lovers 
of  what  is  commonly  called  poetic  diction; 
but  it  is  certainly  well  to  avoia  in  poetry  ex- 
pressions or  tarns  of  phrase  which  remind 
us  of  a  prose  order  of  thought  rather  than 
the  finer  and  more  compact  method  of  the 
poetic  mind. 

As  a  delineation  of  the  time,  the  Golden 
Legend,  though  unequal,  has  a  great  merit. 
Poetry,  not  withstanding  its  impartiality  com- 
pared with  most  books  of  history,  can  hardly 
avoid  taking  a  part,  if  Ally  from  the  circum- 
stance that  every  state  of  society  which  has 
passed  the  savage  and  not  fallen  into  tbe  do- 
tage of  a  worn-out  and  effete  civilisation, 
has  BO  many  sides  that  the  limits  of  poetry 
cannot  include  them  all.  The  poet  can  hut 
give  a  "  view"  of  the  social  stale  which  he 
Illustrates ;  and  if  that  view  be  just  as  far  as 
it  goes,  no  exception  should  be  taken  against 
it  merely  on  the  ground  that  it  is  incomplete. 
Mr.  Longfellow  presents  us  on  the  whole 
with  the  favorable  side  of  the  middle  ages. 
The  picture  which  he  draws  is  full  of  aspira- 
tions as  soaring  aa  the  perpendicular  lines  of 
Oothio  architecture,  and  as  symbolic  as  its 
qnuntest  devices.  Manners,  institutions,  arts, 
all  alike  are  based  on  the  idea  of  earthly 
things  being  shaped  after  the  model  of  heav- 
enly, and  of  human  life,  with  all  its  ties,  being 
so  constituted  as  to  prove  the  sacrament  of 
A  higher  and  hidden  life.  Plato  taught  the 
doctrine  of  an  "  Archetypal  man,"  an  idea 
which  suggested  one  of  Milton's  sublimest 
poemt,  a^rtanale}/  bat  little  kuowD,  be- 
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eause  written  in  Latin,  but  which  the  unlearn- 
ed reader  may  enjoy  in  Mr.  Leigh  Uunt'e 
magnificent  translation.  According  to  tbe 
theory  of  the  Middle  Ages,  human  society 
was  constituted  analogonaly  after  the  model 
of  the  "  City  of  God ;"  nor  did  this  theory 
mould  institutions  oily ;  it  had  no  small  put 
in  the  formation  of  character,  la  harmony 
with  it  was  that  ardent  spirit  of  wonder  and 
delight  which  saw  in  marvels  no  hindnnee 
to  Futb.  With  it  was  connected  that  stead- 
fastnesa  which  labored  contentedly  on  atrao- 
tures  certsin  not  to  be  finished  for  centuries, 
but  intended  to  last  aa  long  as  the  worid. 
To  the  same  source  may  be  referred  tbe  ab- 
sence of  morbidness  in  taste,  as  well  ns  of 
critical  refinement,  a  certain  strocg-heaited, 
if  occasbnally  rude  simplicity,  that  uncon- 
Bcionsness,  magnanimity,  and  child- like  gaie- 
ty in  the  midst  of  great  enterprises,  which 
Mr.  Moncton  Milnes  has  celebrated  in  bis 
fine  poem,  n<  Men  of  Old  .— 

They  went  aboni  their  gravest  deeds 

Like  noble  boys  at  play. 
In  these  qualities,  as  well  as  in  their 
genial  humor  and  humility,  Mr.  Longfel- 
low has  happily  illnatrated  the  time  he  de- 
scribes. Humility  in  the  more  universal  re- 
lations of  humanity,  wae  in  those  times  not 
irrevocably  lost,  even  in  the  many  instances 
of  violence,  ambition,  and  wrong  which  ne- 
ceasarily  furoished  more  pages  to  history 
than  the  opposite  virtues.  As  an  illustra- 
tion of  this  virtue  the  reader  will  observe 
that  the  old  illuminator  in  the  Scriptorium, 
even  while  reproaching  himself  for  an  im- 
pulse of  vanity,  is  only  tempted  to  contem- 
plate with  complacency  his  "  much  toil  and 
pain."  That  he  has  great  genius  as  well  as 
great  industry,  is  a  thought  that  never  en* 
ters  into  his  head.  This  is  but  one  of  many 
touches  by  which  the  picture  of  the  time  is 
harmonized,  the  same  general  characteristic! 
being  introduced  into  very  different  charac- 
ters. Walter  the  Minoeainger  expresses  most 
strongly  that  careless  generosity  of  nature 
which  belonged  to  the  time.  He  loves  fame : 
but  it  is  with  a  generous  passion.  His  de- 
ure  is  to  be  conspicuous,  not  diitinguitheit 
seen  viith  the  noble,  not  set  apart  from  thB 
many.  The  ambition  of  the  minstrel  reseas' 
bles  that  of  tbe  maiden : — 


And  eiioot  forth  from  its  trembling  string 
An  arrow  that  shsll  be,  perchance, 
Like  tbe  arrow  of  the  Israelite  king 
Shot  from  the  window  toward  the  East, 
That  of  Ibe  Lord's  deliverance. 
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The  exceptions  to  Mr.  Longfellow's  fideli- 
ty of  delineation  in  this  respect  are  not  nu- 
meroas.  Far  the  most  striking  are  to  be 
found  in  the  scene  on  which  we  have  already 
commented,  that  of  the  orgies  in  the  refec- 
tory. We  must  also  make  exception  to  a 
few  lines  in  the  scene  where  the  prince  res- 
cues Elsie  from  the  fate  to  which  she  had 
destined  herself.    Those  especially — 

All  my  divine  nobility  of  nature 
By  this  one  act  is  forfeited  for  ever. 

The  demon  spell  could  hardly  have  been 
thus  broken.  To  regret  what  diminishes 
•elf-respect,  and  to  feel  indignation  against 
one's  self  on  such  grounds,  may  be  a  very 
laudable  and  useful  thing  ;  but  it  is  a  love 
higher  than  self-love,  even  in  its  most  re- 
spectable forms,  that  stimulates  repentance ; 
and  the  prince's  ideal  is  an  anachronism. 
The  night  scene  also,  in  which  Elsie  solicits 
her  parents'  consent  to  her  sacrifice,  contains 
a  passage  of  far  lower  mood  than  the  rest. 
Her  willingness  to  die  is  in  full  harmony 
with  the  characteristics  of  an  age  in  which 
life  was  regarded  as 

A  prematare  betrothing 
To  immortal  things. 

Nor  was  it  necessary  for  her  to  justify  her 
resolution  by  such  dolorous  statements  as 
that  "  the  life  of  woman  is  full  of  woe." 
If  such  be  the  fact,  Elsie  was  little  likely  to 
have  discovered  it ;  nor  could  the  doctrine, 
though  urged  wi4h  all  the  dogmatic  passion 
of  the  "  Nouvelle  Ileloise,"  or  the  philo- 
sophic despair  of  Werther,  have  effected  a 
lodgment  in  a  breast  filled  already,  by  divine 
right,  with  the  conviction  that  everywhere 

The  lowest  may  quench  his  thirst  at  rivalets  fed 
by  springs  from  above. 

This  single  instance  of  inconsistency  in  the 
delineation  of  Elsie's  character  admits  of  far 
less  excuse  than  the  passage  wehave  referred 
to  in  connection  with  the  Prince.  The  latter, 
though  out  of  harmony  with  the  period,  is 
not  wholly  inconsistent  with  the  character 
described.  When  we  stated  that  The  Gol- 
den Legend  was  not  as  a  whole  consistent  in 
its  delineation  of  th^  middle  ages,  we  alluded 
more  especially  to  the  conception  of  the 
Prince's  character  and  that  of  his  tempter. 
This  inconsistency  takes  not  only  from  the 
verisimilitude  but  from  the  completeness  of 
the  poem,  and  gives  it  a  sketchy  and  broken 
effect. 

In  these  delineations  the  genius  of  Goethe 
has  been  the  evil  genius  of  Mr.  Longfellow. 


Both  the  characters  named  above,  but  espe- 
cially the  last,  seem  to  have  been  in  some  de- 
gree suggested  by  Faust  and  Mephistopl^^les, 
creations  essentially  modern  in  character,  and 
for  that  very  reason  in  harmony  with  a  work 
admirably  illustrative  of  the  restless  and  psy- 
chological tendencies  of  the  German  mind  at 
the  end  of  the  last  century,  and  the  manners 
of  which  correspond  in  general  with  its  spirit. 
The  Lucifer  of  Mr.  Longfellow  is  as  different 
from  the  Mephistopheles  of  old  Marlowe — 
ever  carrying  his  hell  with  him,  from  the  de- 
vil of  the  middle  ages,  a  compound  of  every 
base,  malignant,  and  cruel  passion — as  is  the 
conception  of  Goethe  himself.      Mr.  Lone- 
fellow's  Evil  One  is,  like  Goethe's,  the  mock- 
ing one,  though  he  cannot  be  called  wholly 
the  'denying  one,'  since  he  rejoices  over  false- 
hoods '  sown  like  tares  in  the  field  of  truth,' 
a  region  the  very  existence  of  which  would 
have  been  scoffed  at  by  Goethe's  Denier. 
His  mockery  is  also  of  a  lighter  tone,  ooca«^ 
sionally  degenerating  into  mere  raillery ;  nor 
in  him  do  we  meet  with  instances  of  those 
spleenful  gleams  of  fierce  and  fell  malignity 
which  shoot  forth  from  under  the  po&hed 
mask  of  Goethe's  'gentlemanly'  nineteenth 
century  devil.     The   delineation,  however, 
though  less  vigorously  drawn  is  equally  mod- 
ern in  character.     The  same  remark  may  be 
made  with  respect  to  the  Prince.     Yet  we 
gladly  own  that  he  is  unlike  Faust  in  more 
particulars  than  those  in  which  he  resembles 
him.    The  Prince  has  also  in  his  youth  en- 
deavored to  charm  from  nature  the  secrets 
she  will  not  reveal ;  but  his  search  has  not 
been  wholly  an  unhallowed  one.     If  he  has 
been  "  a  lover  of  that  lore,"  it  is  because — 

With  such  a  piercing  glance  it  looks 
Into  great  Nature's  open  eye, 
And  sees  within  it  trembling  lie 
The  portrait  of  the  Deity. 

Faust  is  essentially  a  character  of  diseased 
pride,  and  his  is  the  unlawful  love  of  know- 
ledge which  belongs  to  the  sorcerer,  whether 
the  subject  matter  of  such  knowledge  be 
natural  or  supernatural.  The  Prince,  except 
when  under  the  influence  of  the  spell,  is  a 
gentleman.  We  find  it  difficult  to  imagine 
how  the  Doctor  of  Wittenberg  could  have 
been  one.  The  fruit  which  was  coveted  to 
'make  men  wise,'  was  desired  also  by  the  sen- 
suous appetite ;  and  we  recognize  at  once  the 
philosophic  truth  of  the  delineation  when,  in 
Faust,  the  'knowledge  which  puffeth  up'  be- 
comes odious  to  a  boundless  pride,  because, 
from  the  limitation  of  human  faculties,  its  fur- 
thest advance  must  ever  leave  vt  «i\»  ^"cl  ^^^^a^. 
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distance  from  Infinite  Knowledge ;  and  when 
he  who  has  been  its  victim  rather  than  its 
loTJL  flings  it  petulantly  aside,  and  precipi- 
tates himself  upon  restless  action  and  passion, 
rather  as  new  forms  of  experiment  than  for 
the  sake  of  enjoyment.  In  all  these  respects 
the  Prince  is  a  being  of  a  different  order. 
He  is  a  believer.  The  mists  that  rise  up 
from  the  corrupter  regions  of  self  hang,  it  is 
true,  between  him  and  the  world  above,  as 
well  as  that  around  him ;  but  a  breath  suf- 
fices to  blow  them  away,  because  that  region 
from  which  they  ascend  is  not  the  deeper  or 
the  larger  part  of  his  soul. 

In  strict  analogy  with  the  difference  be- 
tween the  characters  of  the  Prince  and  of 
Faust,  is  that  between  the  general  scope  and 
spirit  of  the  German  work  and  the  American. 
The  former  is  the  exhibition  of  a  problem  of 
which  the  solution  is  not  given,  and  of  which 
the  drift  and  purpose  is  guessed  by  each 
reader  according  to  his  proper  estimate  of 
human  thinfirs.     Very  possibly  the  problem, 
as  conceived  by  Goethe,  admitted  of  no  so- 
lution ;  or  it  may  have  been  the  pride  of  that 
*<  many-sided''  poet  to  make  his  poem  capa- 
ble of  as  many  mterpretations  as  nature  her- 
self.    It  is  also  very  possible  that  the  popu- 
larity of  the  work  was  rather  increasea  than 
diminished   by   a  circumstance   which   left 
every  critical  reader  in  the  position  of  a  seer 
possessed  of  a  secret  known  to  none  beside, 
and  which  made  the  poem  still  more  illustra- 
tive of  an  age  more  eager  to  ask  questions 
than  careful  to  receive  answers.     Be  this  as 
it  may,  we  cannot  but  think  that  a  poem 
must  necessarily  lose  immensely  as  a  work 
of  art,  and  as  contradistinguished  from  an 
essay  in   psychological   science,   when   the 
problem  which  it  propounds  is  one  which  it 
does  not  solve.    Art  is  not  in  all  respects 
like  nature ;  nor  does  it  truly  resemble  na- 
ture merely  because  it  includes  a  deficiency 
which  results  from  our  inadequate  apprecia- 
tion of  nature's  measureless  scheme.     Art  is 
a  smaller  thing  than  nature,  and  atones  for 
that  defect  by  being  more   definite  in  its 
scope,  and  by  admitting  of  a  more  palpable 
symmetry.     To  impart  the  abiding  feeling  of 
poetic  satisfaction,  a  poem  must  have  the 
character  of  completeness;  it  must  have  a 
beginning,  middle,  and  end ;  and  the  "  end" 
can  never  be  so  palpably  wanting,  as  when 
a  problem,  ostentatiously  forced  on  the  at- 
tention, remains  involved  in  obscurity  from 
first  to  last.     In  this  respect,  Mr.  Longfel- 
low's work  has  no  small  advantage  over  the 
far-famed  poem   which,  perhaps,  in  some 


I  degree  suggested  it,  though  between  the 
I  two,  of  course,  we  institute  no  general  com- 
parison.    This  advantage  it  owes   to  the 
spirit  of  belief,  which  belongs  not  only  to 
the  hero  of  the  poem,  but  to  the  work  itself 
also.     Its  character  in  this  respect  is  pro- 
moted also   by  that  eminent  character  of 
objectivity  impressed  upon  the  work,  by  that 
of  the  age  it  delineates.     The  belief  in  im- 
mortality, and  the  final  triumph  of  the  good, 
secretly  involves  an  objective,  realistic  phi- 
losophy, and  is  its  popular  expression.     Po- 
etry, therefore,  founded  on  belief,  or  even  on 
the  imaginative  assumption  of  belief,  includes 
the  objective  in  character ;  and  if  it  meddles 
with  spiritual  things,  it  points  to  a  future 
world,  surpassing  this  one  in  reality  as  Well 
as  in  elevation  and  justice,  and  in  which  the 
discords  of  this  lower  region  are  harmonized. 
This  effect  is  produced,  in  its  degree,  even 
where  truth  is  but  imperfectly  apprehended ; 
and  accordingly  in  the  old  Pagan  poetry  we 
meet  with  the  Platonic  schools  pointing  to 
immortality,  and  the  Academic  or  Epicurean 
putting  questions,  or  making  the  most  of 
pleasurable  trifles.     Poetry,  on  the  other 
hand,  when  its  spirit  and   philosophy  are 
subjective  merely,  however  skilfully  it  may 
illuminate  with  imagery  the  veil  that  covers 
the  void,  is  content  to  leave  the  problem  of 
humanity  a  riddle,  and   balances   between 
good  and  evil,  immortality  and  mortality,  as 
simply  two  views  equally  entitled  to  atten- 
tion, so  long  as  neither  makes  itself  trouble- 
some.    How  far  such  apathy  may  exist,  and 
how  far  the  absence  of  immortal  longings, 
and  of  such  anxieties  as  may  be  called  the 
growing  pains  of  a  soul  which  has  not  yet 
aUained  its  full  stature,  may  be  mistaken 
for  the  presence  of  an  enlightened  philoso- 
phy, or  even  of  fwth,  is  evidenced  by  the 
case  of  Goethe  himself,  who  used,  in  his  old 
age,  to  reply  to  his  friend  Eckermann's  in- 
quiries, by  saying,  "  Enough,  enough ;   we 
shall  live  again,  if  that  is  all  for  the  best ; 
and,  in  the  meantime,  pertinacious  self-ques- 
tioning on  the  subject  can  but  disturb  us, 
and  introduce  an  element  of  confusion  into 
our  thoughts."     To  such  Epicurean  views 
poetry  lends  itself  without  much  difficulty. 
A  thing  so  Jight  as  the  imagination  can  find 
footing  even  on  the  skeleton  leaf  that  floats 
along  the  faintest  respiration  of  autumnal 
air ;  and  the  ideal  world  of  Art  may,  for  the 
moment,  constitute  itself  into  a  seeming  sub- 
stitute for  the  future  world  of  faith.     We 
rejoice  that* Mr.  Longfellow's  poetry  does 
not  belong  to  this  school. 
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APSLEY   HOUSE.* 


The  first  of  these  publications,  in  furnishing 
an  authentic  catalogue  of  the  contents  of 
Apsley  House,  simply  points  out  the  princi- 
pal objects,  leaving  the  visitor  to  form  his 
own  reflections ;  the  second  work  undertakes 
to  bring  before  the  faithful  eye  an  accurate 
representation  of  the  interior — the  actual 
aspect  of  rooms  left  exactly  as  when  the  great 
inhabitant  quitted  them  for  the  last  time.  A 
record  thus  remains  for  after  ages,  by  which 
a  condition  of  things  that  sooner  or  later 
must  undergo  change  is  fixed  and  realized. 
The  drawings  have  been  carefully  made  and 
lithographized  by  Messrs.  Nash,  Boys,  and 
Dillon,  and  the  accompanying  commentary, 
of  which  we  are  about  to  make  a  very  free 
use,  has  been  supplied  by  an  experienced 
Cicerone,  the  author  of  the  Hand-book  for 
Spain. 

Few  mansions  in  the  enormous  capital  of 
Great  Britain  are  better  situated  or  known 
than  Apsley  House.  Placed  at  the  outlet  of 
the  thick-pent  town,  at  the  entrance  of  plea- 
sant parks,  where  it  never  can  be  encroached 
OD,  approached  by  arches  of  triumph  and 
statues  symbolic  of  power  and  command,  it 
may  well  attract  attention  of  itself;  but  the 
associated  religio  loci  awakens  in  the  public 
a  curiosity  altogether  reverential.  Hence 
the  universal  desire  to  be  admitted  into  those 
secret  and  secluded  chambers  in  which  the 
Duke  of  Wellington  labored  in  his  country's 
service,  and  to  lift  up  the  curtain  that  con- 
cealed his  daily  and  individual  existence, 
over  which  the  contrast  of  his  out-of-doors 
ubiquity  and  notoriety  cast  so  much  mystery. 
Acquainted  as  man,  woman,  and  child  were 
with  the  exterior  of  Apsley  House,  the  in- 
terior— the  actual  lion's  den — was  a  sealed 
book  to  the  million ;  for  few  were  privileged 
to  pass  the  threshold,  and  enter  into  the 
sanctum  sanctorum  of  the  object  of  popular 
hero-worship.     The  outward  bearing  of  the 

•1.  Apsley  House,  Piccadilly,  the  Town  Resi- 
dence of  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  J. 
Mitchell.     1853. 

2.  Apsley  House.  Illustrated  by  ten  Lithogra- 
phifl  Platea.    Colnaghi  <k  Co.    1863. 


Duke  of  Wellington  himself  was  not  less 
known  than  his  house.  He  was  the  best 
known  man  in  London  ;  every  one  knew  him 
by  sight: 'like  a  city  built  on  a  hill,  or  hia 
own  colossal  statue  on  the  arch,  he  could 
not  be  hid.  He  was  the  observed  of  all 
observers,  and  the  object  or  universal  royal- 
like homage,  which  he  neither  courted  nor 
shunned.  At  fixed  hours  he  lived  in  the 
public  eye,  familiar  to  all  as  household  gods ; 
and  his  movements  were  so  certain  and  regu- 
lar, that  he  might  be  calculated  on  as  a 
planet.  For  more  than  forty  years  he  has 
been  the  soul  of  every  important  transac- 
tion— the  foremost  person  in  every  great  act 
and  danger  in  an  age  fertile  of  great  men 
and  events ;  in  a  word,  a  fourth  estate  in  the 
empire.  His  martial  countenance  was  a 
salient  feature  in  our  streets ;  whether  on 
foot  or  horseback,  he  crossed  the  path  of 
every  one,  and  his  image  became  so  engraved 
in  the  memory  of  his  countrymen,  that  many, 
half  a  century  hence,  will  speak  of  his  sil- 
vered head  and  his  venerable  form,  bowed 
with  the  weight  of  years  and  honors,  yet 
manfully  stemming  the  crowded  highways, 
struggling  to  the  last  against  the  advance  of 
age,  the  conqueror  of  conquerors. 

The  pilgrim  longing  of  the  nation  to  visit 
the  Duke's  house  has  been  anticipated  by  his 
son,  who,  to  his  infinite  credit,  while  inherit- 
ing his  father's  title  and  estates,  appointed 
himself  trustee  of  his  fame,  guardian  of  his 
memory,  and  joint  heir  with  us  all  in  what- 
ever tends  to  our  common  share  in  "  the 
Duke  "  as  public  property,  and  can  lead  to 
a  better  understanding  of  one,  a  model  and 
example  to  Englishmen.  By  him,  Apsley 
House,  so  long  and  hermetically  sealed,  has 
been  thrown  open — a  well-timed  act  of  filial 
reverence  and  kind  courtesy,  which  has  won 
golden  opinions  from  all,  and  especially  from 
the  thousands  on  thousapds  who  have  swarm- 
ed in,  and  testified,  by  every  circumstance 
of  their  demeanor,  a  profound  appreciation 
of  the  boon  conceded.  They  seemed  eager 
to  celebrate  once  more  the  hero's  last  obse- 
quies, and  to  ^ttj  "^j^V  «S!LQ>3i(i<^^  V<(^\EA^  <^ 
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regret  while  standing  on  his  own  threshold  ; 
and  how  could  it  be  done  more  appropriate- 
ly than  on  the  very  site  where  his  days  and 
nights  had  been  spent  in  their  service  ?  The 
living  stream  flowed  on  for  months — but 
that  striking  spectacle  too  has  now  become 
a  thing  of  the  past — a  recollection  which, 
once  broken,  never  can  be  restored.  Future 
generations,  therefore,  may  well  be  thankful 
to  the  present  Duke,  by  whose  favor  and 
foresight  pencil  and  pen  have  been  permitted 
to  6x  the  transitory  scene,  and  hand  down  to 
posterity  the  exact  form  and  pressure  of  his 
father's  abode,  as  thus  inspected  by  the 
myriads  of  1 853. 

Apsley  House,  in  respect  to  architectural 
elevation  and  internal  decoration,  is  surpass- 
ed by  other  town -residences  of  our  aristo- 
cracy. Suffice  it,  therefore,  to  say — refer- 
ring for  other  particulars  to  Mr.  Cunning- 
ham's excellent  Hand-book  of  London — that 
it  b  built  on  the  site  of  the  old  lodge  to 
Hyde  Park,  and  where  once  stood  the  subur- 
ban inn,  the  Pillars  of  Hercules,  at  which 
Squire  Western  put  up  when  he  arrived  in 
pursuit  of  hb  charming  daughter.  The  name 
18  derived  from  Lord  Chancellor  Apsley,  by 
whom  the  mansion  was  erected  about  seventy 
years  ago,  at  the  worst  period  of  art-degra- 
dation. This  drawback  was  not  corrected  by 
the  learned  judge's  being  chiefly  his  own 
architect,  and  by  his  forgetting,  as  it  is  said, 
to  make  su^cient  allowance  in  his  plan  for 
a  staircase.  Nor  was  it  less  strange  that  the 
legal  lord  should  have  omitted  to  make  good 
his  title  to  a  portion  of  the  land,  before  he 
finished  the  stables,  which  in  fact  he  did  for 
the  benefit  of  another  person,  whose  interest 
had  then  to  be  bought  out  at  a  heavy  cost. 
The  edifice  came  about  1810  into  the  posses- 
sion of  the  Marquis  Wellesley,  who  resided 
there  in  great  state  while  Secretary  of  State 
for  Foreign  Affairs,  and  in  that  capacity 
lending  a  powerful  co-operation  to  the  cam- 
paigns carried  on  in  Spain  by  the  next  occu- 
pant. The  Duke  purchased  the  house  from 
nis  elder  brother  about  1820:  thus  it  has 
always  been  inhabited  by  personages  first 
and  foremost  in  eminent  careers.  The  in- 
terior arrangements  were  soon  found  to  be  no 
less  inconvenient  and  insufficient  than  the 
red-brick,  ordinary  exterior  was  common- 
place, and  Messrs.  S.  and  B.  Wyatt  were 
employed  by  the  Duke  in  1828  to  mend  mat- 
ters, while  he  in  the  mean  time  resided  in 
Downing  Street,  as  Prime  Minister;  then 
the  outside  was  recased  with  Bath-stone,  and 
Jut  add}tioD&]  wing  constructed  to  the  west, 
wluch  compriaed  £be  state-saloon,  afterwards 


I  used  for  the  Waterloo  banquets,  and  a  suite 
of  rooms  on  the  ground-floor  for  his  private 
occupation. 

The  Duke  of  Wellington,  whose  occupa- 
tion was  war  and  government,  feltiiimself 
rather  a  Yauban  than  a  Yitruvius ;  and, 
however  competent  to  construct  or  demolish 
bastions,  was  no  master  of  the  arts  of  an 
architect,  or  the  crafts  of  a  builder  or  uphol- 
sterer. He  trusted  to  those  he  employed ; 
and  their  estimates,  high  when  originally 
framed,  were  doubled  ere  the  works  were 
done ;  a  conclusion  and  calamity  not  unfre- 
quent  in  the  best  regulated  Houses  of  Lords 
or  Commons :  hence  arose  his  indelible  dis- 
gust of  brick  and  mortar — raw  materials  of 
ruination — and  his  habit,  when  he  related 
the  facts  by  way  of  a  warning  to  friends 
about  to  build,  of  adding,  "  the  bill  for  my 
house  in  Piccadilly  would  have  broken  any 
one's  back  but  mine."  And  we  may  here 
observe  that  he  had  a  marked  dislike  to  the 
name  "Apsley  House,"  which  he  never  used 
either  in  speaking  of  his  residence  or  in  dat- 
ing from  it.  In  truth,  what  with  one  ex- 
pense or  another,  the  original  purchase,  and 
these  costly  alterations,  this  patch-work 
house,  ill-contrived  and  unsatisfactory  at  best* 
did  not  stand  him  in  much  less  than  180,000/. 
Neither,  when  these  "  vast  improvements  " 
were  made  was  the  Duke  fortunate  in  the 
taste  of  the  period.  Then  Rococo  was  the 
rule,  and  a  Crockford-club  perversion  of  the 
Louis  XIY.  style  marked  the  fashion  of  the 
day ;  then  gentlemen  of  the  gold-leaf  and 
papier-mach6  order,  who  could  not  make 
houses  beautiful,  made  them  gaudy.  No 
wonder,  therefore,  that  the  results,  outside 
and  inside,  should  disappoint  many,  who»  in 
these  times  of  progress,  when  matters  are  a 
trifle  better  managed,  expect  to  find  a  palace 
worthy  of  such  a  possessor  and  price. 

A  heavy,  useless  portico  darkens  and  dis- 
figures the  severe  and  semi- defensive  aspect 
of  the  exterior ;  the  entrance  is  fenced  and 
palisadoed  ;  solid  and  ever-closed  gates  ex- 
clude alike  the  light  of  heaven  and  the  sight 
of  man.  The  stables  to  the  right  are  any 
thing  but  ornamental ;  but  the  Duke  would 
not  permit  them  to  be  changed,  as  their  inner 
communication  with  the  house  was  occasion- 
ally convenient.  He  was  thus  enabled  to 
mount  his  horse  or  get  into  his  carriage 
unseen,  and  go  out  at  once,  on  opening  the 
street-gates,  and  so  escape  the  certainty  of  a 
crowd  being  collected  by  any  previous  notice. 
On  the  same  protective  principle  the  windows 
of  his  head-quarters  were  barricadoed  with 
iron  bullet-proof  shutters,  put  up  during  the 
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Beform-Bill  agitation,  when  the  house  and 
penoQ  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  who 
emancipated  the  western  world  from  the 
moat  embrutinff  despotism,  were  assailed  by 
mo  English  mob— as  Sir  Walter  Scott  was 
spit  upon  in  Scotland  by  that  people  to 
whose  country  he  had  given  a  European 
reputation.  The  conqueror  of  a  hundred 
fields  would  never  remove  this  stern  record 
of  brutal  violence.  But  now,  if  there  be 
consciousness  in  the  grave,  how  his  lofty 
spirit  must  have  been  soothed  by  the  noble 
atonement  made  by  a  whole  nation  for  the 
rina  of  a  shameless  few ;  when  all  England, 
in  tears,  bore  the  other  day  her  greatest 
Oeneral  past  these  still  closed  windows,  to 
lay  him  alongside  her  greatest  Admiral.  He 
hid  pursued  the  even  tenor  of  his  way, 
UiroQ^h  good  report  and  evil  report,  unde- 
terred by  menace,  indifferent  to  calumny, 
andv  gradually  living  down  all  factions, 
spleens,  and  envies,  was  in  the  end  really 
and  universally  understood. 

Visitors  to  Apsley  House,  on  entering, 
Uurn  to  the  right  hand  into  a  waiting-room, 
which  has  no  ornaments  but  a  few  views  of 
Naples  by  Yanvitelli,  and  a  portion  of  the 
Dnke's  collection  of  busts.    Of  these  he  had 
years  ago  removed  many  to  Strath fieldsaye  ; 
among  others  that  of  Scott,  the  chef  (Tcsuvre 
of  Chantrey,  and  a  fine  bronze  of  Massena  by 
llauon.     He  retained  in  London,  Pitt,  the 
pflot  that  weathered  the  storm,  and  under 
whom  he  began  his  career;  Perceval,  the 
amrdered  Premier, "  than  whom" — ipse  dixit 
•^"B.  more  honest,  zealous,  and  able  minister 
Haver  served  the  King;"  George  III.,  that 
good  old  English-hearted  monarch,  who  gave 
the  Duke  his  first  badge  of  honor  after  As- 
anye.     The  scratch-wig  of  the  royal  bust  in 
the  unmitigated  unpicturesqueness  of  the  pe- 
riod, like  the  bronze  pigtail  of  Mr.  Wyat  in 
Cockspur  street,  is  a  specimen  of  art  that 
WOnld  make  Phidias  open  his  eyes.     Here, 
too,  ia  the  brave  gentleman  Castlereagh,  who 
bad  the  foresight  to  appoint  the  Duke  to  the 
iole  command  in  the  Peninsula,  and  who, 
•rhen  the  deed  was  done,  became  his  beloved 
(solleague  at  the  Congress  of  Vienna.     This 
Bne  work  by  Chantrey  was  a  present  from 
Mr.  Chad,  whose  name,  written  in  pencil  by 
the  Duke,  still  remains  on  the  bust's  broad 
ftheat.     Our  hero,  however  he  might  in  the 
field  have  rivalled  Alexander  toe  Great,  who 
allowed  none  but  Apelles  and  Lysippus  to 
hand  his  likeness  down  to  posterity,  was  con- 
lented  to  pronounce  "  good''  a  meagre  bronze 
atatoette  of  himself  by  Count  d'Orsay,  which 
also  has  a  place  in  this  chamber,  and  does, 


indeed,  contrast  with  its  next  neighbor,  a  re- 
duced copy  of  Ranch's  statue  of  Bllicher — 
a  truly  admirable  work,  which  our  Duke  had 
the  satisfaction  of  seeing  inaugurated  at  Bres- 
lau  in  1826,  when  on  his  way  to  St.  Peters- 
burgh  ;  a  monument  which,  even  in  this  mi- 
niature edition,  sets  before  us,  completely  as 
he  lived  and  moved,  the  rough  and  tough  old 
comrade,  **  Marshal  Forwards" — who,  if  he 
had  had  his  own  way — that  is,  but  for  the 
Dake — would  have  burnt  Paris  to  the  ground, 
and  hanged  the  murderer  of  D'Enghien  in 
the  very  ditch  of  Vincennes. 

This  waiting-room  opens  on  a  circular, 
winding  staircase,  contrived  as  best  could  be 
managed  where  such  an  accommodation  was 
an  after-thought :  deficient  in  space  and  light, 
the  palpable  obscurity  is  deepened  by  the 
yellow  glazing  of  the  low  dome,  and  the  feel- 
mg  of  want  of  size  is  increased  by  the  huge 
statue  of  Napoleon,  stowed  away,  cabin^, 
and  confined  in  a  comer  at  the  foot  of  the 
steps.  This  emblem  of  the  chances  and 
changes  of  fickle  fortune,  and  the  uncertainty 
of  human  prosperity,  does  indeed  point  a 
moral  and  adorn  a  tale.  Here  the  ^ffigj  of 
one  for  whose  vaulting  ambition  the  world 
was  too  small,  looms  like  a  caged  eagle  ;  nor 
could  Nemesis  the  sternest,  or  Justice  the 
most  poetical,  have  appointed  a  fitter  sentinel 
for  the  dwelling  of  our  **  sepoy  general." 

This  statue  was  ordered  by  Bonaparte 
shortly  before  his  coronation ;  and  the  Phi- 
dias of  his  day,  summoned  from  Rome,  forgot 
the  subjuffaiion  of  his  countir  in  his  eager- 
ness to  descend,  as  he  said,  to  posterity 
"  united  with  the  immortality  of  the  modem 
Caesar."  Canova  speedily  reached  the  Tuil- 
eries,  and  there  modelled  the  head ;  as  the 
sittings  were  rare  and  the  sitter  restless,  the 
attitude  and  attributes  had  to  be  conventional. 
The  statue,  eleven  feet  high,  and  cut,  with 
the  exception  of  the  left  arm,  from  one  block, 
was  sent  to  Paris  in  1810,  but  remained  in 
its  unopened  case.  Bonaparte,  superstitious, 
and  prescient  of  the  coming  end,  disliked  the 
winged  Victory,  which  turning  her  back  to 
him,  seemed  ready  to  fiy  from  him  forever — 
nor  was  he  pleased  with  the  classical  charac- 
ter or  the  nudity — that  language  of  ancient 
art :  still  less  was  U  petit  caporal  satisfied 
with  the  colossal  dimensions.  He  dreaded 
mocking  comparisons,  and  preferred  the  ap- 
parent reality  of  his  own  natural  inches,  to- 
gether with  the  world-known  Redingote  Orise, 
&c.,  &c. — which  he  caused  Claudetto  adopt 
for  the  bronze  figure  mounted  with  such 
pomp  on  the  column  of  the  Place  Yendome 
— soon  to  be  pulled  down  amid  the  (tft»\2A 
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exclamations  of  the  Parisians — in  due  season 
to  be  once  more  elevated  with  the  like  ac- 
companiments— ^and  who  can  prophesy  its 
future  ups  and  downs  ?     When  it  was  known 
that  Bonaparte  felt  coldly  about  Canova's 
performance,  the  courtier- critics  of  France, 
who  knew  it  only  from  casts,  pronounced  the 
forms  clumsy  and  too  muscular  for  a  "  demi- 
god ;"  on  the  other  hand  the  Italians,  capti- 
vated by  the  exquisite  finish  and  air  of  the 
antique,  held  it  to  be  the  apotheosis  of  their 
Alaric.     The  excellences  of  this  statue,  which 
essentially  requires  ample  room  and  verge 
enough,  cannot  be  fairly  appreciated  in  its 
present  cell — a  site  as  unsuited  of  itself  as 
uncontemplated  by  the  sculptor  or  his  Csosar, 
and  anything  but  improved  by  the  jaundice 
of  the  Piccadilly  skylight.     The  marble,  still 
in  its  Roman  box,  was  upon  the  Emperor's 
downfall  purchased  from  the  Bourbon  gov- 
ernment by  ours  for  less  than  8000/.,  and  pre- 
sented to  the  Duke.     He,  it  may  be  recalled 
par  parentkese,  was  born  in  the  same  year 
with  his  last  and  greatest  antagonist.     Le  del 
nous  devait  cette  recompense,  said  Louis  XVIII., 
when  informed  of  this  natal  coincidence  of  his 
bane  and  antidote.     Canova,  on  learning  the 
final  destination  of  his  work,  wrote  immedi- 
ately to  Mr.  Hamilton,  who  preserves  the  au- 
tograph, minutely  detailing  how  the  statue 
was  to  be  put  up,  referring  to  a  mark  still  to 
be  found  on  the  pedestal,  which  a  plumb-line 
suspended  from  the  right  breast  would  touch ; 
and  the  direction  has  been  recently  tested. 
On  ascending  into  the  drawing-room  which 
*  fronts  Piccadilly,  it  is  impossible  not  to  see 
the  Duke's  mark  in  the  selection  and  arrange- 
ment of  the  pictures.     Devoid  of  any  high 
aesthetic  perceptions,  and  no  judge  of  fine 
art,  he  was  far  above  making  pretensions  to 
anything  out  of  his  line,  and  never  uttered 
one  syllable  of  the  cant  of  connoisseurship. 
He  took  and  looked  at  art  in  his  own  practi- 
cal way,  and  enjoyed  imitations  of  nature  and 
fact  on  canvass  or  in  marble,  just  in  propor- 
tion as  the  fidelity  of  the  transcript  appealed 
to  his  understanding.     While  he  could  not 
sympathize  with  the  ideal  and  transcendental, 
he  fully  relished  those  exact,  though  perhaps 
humble,  representations  which  come  home  to 
the  senses  and  to  common  sense — to  the  busi- 
ness and  bosoms  of  **  all  people  who  on  earth 
do  dwell."     Self- relying,  he  confined  his  ac- 
quisitions simply  to  what  was  pleasing  to  him- 
self ;  and  the  objects  therefore — be  they  good 
or  not — have  a  decided  interest  of  their  own 
as  bearing  evidence  of  the  heart,  mind,  and 
<&of  of  the  Man.     The  place  of  honor  was 
««5/^z7^(/Z)j  TTeiJington  to  Marlborough.  The 


portrait,  attributed  to  Wooton,  is  indifferent 
— nay,  some  have  doubted,  and  still  donbt, 
its  being  one  of  Marlborough  at  all — nor  do 
we  volunteer  a  decided  opinion.     The  Duke 
of  Wellington  purchased  it  at  the  sale  of  the 
late  Duke  of  Marlborough's  effects  at  White 
Knights — this  pedigree  being,  as  he  thought, 
and  was  well  entitled  to  think,  a  sufficient 
voucher  of  authenticity.     He,  however,  pos- 
sessed other  and  better  portraits  of  his  great 
predecessor,  and  at  Strathfieldsaye  placed  one, 
which  represents  him  on  the  field  oT  Blen- 
heim, exactly  opposite  his  own  triumph  at 
Yitoria — in  order,  as  he  said,  to  exhibit  the 
differences  of  costume  and  strategies.     Not 
less  striking  are  the  points  of  difference  and 
parallel  between  Marlborough  and  Welling- 
ton.    For  our  part  we  cannot  entirely  coin- 
cide with  the  depreciatory  full  lengths  of  the 
former  drawn  by  Thackeray  and  Macaulay — 
albeit  forced,  with  milder  masters,  to  admit 
that  he  did  not  quite  escape  the  spirit  of  his 
corrupt  age,  or  resist  the  contagion  of  civil 
conflicts  and  revolution,  by  which  so  many 
eminent  men  of  modern  France  have  been  in- 
fected.    Be  that  as  it  may,  and  however  they 
differed  in  antecedents  and  moral  character, 
the  resemblance  in  military  supremacy  and 
success  was  signal.     Both  commenced  their 
career  when  France  was  in  an  insolent  as* 
cendnnce,  and  England  dispirited  and  ill-pre- 
pared ;  both  were  thwarted  by  party  and  fac- 
tion at  home — hampered  by  unworthy  allies 
abroad :   both,  in  spite  of  most  inadequate 
means,  proved  all  sufficient  in  themselves: 
both  finally  beat  down  their  foe  and  raised 
their  country  to  the  pinnacle  of  power  and 
glory.     It  is  curious  to  speculate  on  the  dif- 
ference  of    period    in   their  developments. 
When  Marlborough  began  his  series  of  con- 
quests at  Blenheim,  he  was  older  by  eight 
years  than  Wellington  was  when  he  wound 
up  his  at  Waterloo.     Marlborough  first  shone 
forth,  in  short,  after  that  time  of  life  when, 
according  to  both  Wellington  and  Bonaparte, 
a  commander  ought  to  strike  work — and  to 
be  sure  Bonaparte's  own  early  history  bad 
read  the  world  many  stern  lessons  on  the 
discomfiture  and  waste  of  blood  and  treasure 
occasioned  by  trusting  to  effete  octogenari« 
ans.     Neither  his  words  nor  his  deeds,  per- 
haps, have  had  adequate  effect  in  our  own 
case.     The  rare,  very  rare  quality,  the  genius 
of  a  grent  commander  by  sea  or  land,  re« 
mains  after  all,  however,  a  mysterious  pro- 
blem in  the  metaphysics  of  man  **  fearfully  and 
wonderfully  made."     Does  it  consist  in  some 
exquisite  organization,  some  perfection  of  the 
nervous  system,  some  divine  spark,  which  ia 
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the  idioBjrncrasy  of  Buch  soldiers  becomes  | 
more  collected  and  alive  in  proportion  as  ihej 
are  surrounded  by  circumstances  the  most 
likely  to  upset  and  disturb  ?  Irrespective  of 
age  or  previous  occupation,  it  would  seem  al- 
most bom  and  intuitive  :  at  all  events  it  has 
blazed  forth  in  the  maturity  of  Blake,  Crom- 
well, and  Marlborough — nay,  in  the  hoary 
antiquity  of  Radetsky — no  less  than  in  the 
youth  of  Cond6,  Nelson,  Wellington,  and  Na- 
poleon ;  and  the  latter  great  captain  seemed 
to  feel'the  gift  to  be  inexplicable,  when  he 
replied  to  a  flatterer  of  his  generalship — 'Mon 
Dieu,  c'est  ma  nature ;  je  suis  fait  comme  9a.' 

To  come  back  to  the  drawing-room — op- 
posite to  Marlborough  hangs  a  picture  of 
Van  Amburg  in  the  wild  beasts'  den,  by 
Landseer.  This  expression  of  the  triumph 
of  human  reason  over  brute  bone  and  muscle 
was  painted  after  the  positive  instructions  of 
the  Dake,  who,  with  the  Bible  in  hand,  pointed 
out  the  passage  (Genesis,  chap.  i.  ver.  26)  in 
which  dominion  is  given  to  Adam  over  the 
earth  and  animals.  He  caused  the  text  to  be 
inscribed  on  the  frame,  as  the  authority  which 
conferred  on  him  a  privilege  of  power,  and  ^ve 
him  the  "  great  commission  "  which  he  fully 
carried  out  on  the  fields  of  battle  and  chase. 
The  wild  beasts,  their  awed  ferocity  and  sub- 
mission, are  finished  with  most  masterly 
touch.  The  unfortunate  eyes  and  straddle 
of  Van  Amburg  were  *'  a  likeness"  more 
pleasing  to  the  practical  patron  than  to  the 
refining  artist;  Sir  Edwin,  however,  was 
compelled  to  obey  orders  as  strictly  as  if 
his  R.  A.  had  meant  Royal  Artillery. 
Thus,  when  some  of  his  sketches  were  sub- 
mitted to  the  great  F.  M.,  he  was  met  by  the 
remark,  **  Very  fine,  I  dare  say,  but  not  what 
I  want ;"  and  an  equally  cool  bint  struck  out 
a  most  picturesquely  placed  panther : — "  No 
— that's  a  taught  trick." 

The  Duke's  true  love  for  the  United  Ser- 
vice is  remarked  by  two  pictures  in  this 
room,  the  Chelsea  Pensioners  and  the  Green- 
wich Veterans.  The  Duke,  who  had  a 
sympathetic  admiration  for  the  singleness  of 

«Drpose  and  precision  of  aim  with  which 
^ilkie  went  directly  to  his  unpretentious 
themes,  early  as  1816  commissioned  him  to 
paint  "  British  Soldiers  regaling  at  Chelsea*^ 
— a  suggestion  which  by  and  bye  expanded 
into  *  reading  the  Waterloo  Gazette,^  Wilkie 
has  recorded  in  his  diary  the  repeated  recon- 
noiterings  made,  while  the  sketches  were  in 
preparation,  by  his  military  MoQcenas,  who, 
carrying  into  the  studio  the  tactics  of  the 
field,  wished  to  brigade  all  the  ideas  into  one 
canvass — but  was  above  all  else  anxious  that 


a  good  number  of  his  own  Peninsular  sol- 
diers— whom  he  never  forgot  in  war  or  peace 
— should  be  introduced.  The  picture  was 
only  finished  in  1822,  for  Wilkie,  who  work- 
ed slowly  and  painfully,  spared  neither  labor 
of  brain  nor  hand  on  such  a  subject  and  for 
such  a  patron.  When  the  "  Canny  Dauvid," 
as  he  honestly  tells  us,  brought  it  in,  with 
the  bill  charging  « 1260  pounds,  t.  e.  1200 
guineas,"  his  Grace,  neither  less  a  man  of 
business  nor  less  thrifty  in  phraseology  than 
the  Scottbh  Teniers,  paid  instanter,  counting 
out  the  cash  himself  in  bank  notes,  and 
without  adding  one  word  expressive  of  satis- 
faction or  otherwise.  Only  when  the  recipi- 
ent interrupted  him  by  a  suggestion  that  a 
check  might  save  trouble,  the  paymaster 
gave  him  a  smile  and  said,  '  Do  you  think  1 
like  Coutts's  clerks  always  to  know  how  fool- 
ishly I  spend  my  money  ?'  The  Duke,  how- 
ever, who  was  an  optimist,  and  whose  opin- 
ion of  his  acquisitions  always  grew  with  pos- 
session, subsequently  praised  the  picture 
much,  regularly  remarking  that  he  himself 
had  selected  the  site  of  the  incident.  The 
treatment  of  the  localities  and  portraits  is 
capital — all  the  expressions  and  individuali- 
ties are  most  happily  caught — but  portions 
of  the  groupings,  especially  in  the  right  cor- 
ner, are  feeble.  It  is  painted  with  a  nice 
silvery  tone,  and  with  all  the  conscientious 
care  and  finish  of  Sir  David's  original  and 
peculiar  style,  from  which  he  afterwards  un- 
fortunately departed — but  which  he  had  re- 
sumed in  the  two  admirable  pieces  left  unfin- 
ished at  his  too  early  death.  The  painting 
was  the  lion  of  the  exhibition  of  its  year,  and 
Burnet's  fine  engraving  has  spread  its  fame 
to  the  far  antipodes ;  and  whatever  the  Duke 
might  think,  say,  or  not  say,  the  artist  was 
altogether  satisBed  with  the  Chelsea  Pen- 
sioners, as  he  received  from  Messrs.  Graves 
another  1200Z. — that  is,  we  hope,  "  1200 
guineas" — for  the  copyright.  The  Duke 
consented  to  part  with  the  original  for  three 
years,  the  term  required  by  Mr.  Burnet  for 
the  engraving,  and,  on  the  Saturday  before 
this  term  expired,  he  walked  into  the  pub- 
lisher's shop  and  asked,  **  Shall  I  have  my 
picture  back  on  Monday  ?"  "  Yes,  your 
Grace,  and  by  twelve  o'clock."  It  was  sent 
to  time,  whereupon  the  Duke,  watch  in  hand, 
said,  **  Now,  Mr.  Graves,  you  shall  have  any 
other  picture  of  mine." 

The  companion-work  had  for  its  inventor, 
painter,  and  engraver,  Mr.  Burnet — who,  as 
Wilkie  declined  the  subject,  set  up  his  easel 
at  Greenwich  itself,  amid  the  living  models 
of  the  Hospital.    When  it  was  finished^  ^^x. 
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Sailor  King,  William  TV,,  had  it  brought  to 
him,  but,  on  hearing  that  three  years  would 
be  required  to  engrave  it,  replied  '  that's  a 
lifetime,'  and  sent  it  back.  When  the  Duke 
bought  the  print  of  Mr.  Graves  the  picture 
was  suggested  to  him,  and  on  being  assured 
that  its  purchase  by  him  would  be  very 
beneficial  to  the  artist,  he  at  once  paid  down 
five  hundred  guineas,  the  price  asked.  When 
Mr.  Burnet  thanked  him  for  having  placed  it 
near  Wilkie's,  the  Duke  replied — *  Aye,  and 
it  will  remain  so,  as  I  have  made  it  one  of 
the  heir-looms ;'  and  it  may  be  added  the 
last  order  given  by  the  Duke  on  leaving 
Apsley  House  never  to  return,  was,  to  '  have 
this  picture  re-varnished.' 

Sir  David  himself,  although  a  countryman 
and  fellow  student  of  Burnet's,  was  not  over- 
pleased  with  a  juzta-position  by  which  the 
engraver  was  put  on  a  par  with  the  painter. 
As  works  of  art  the  two  pictures  cannot  be 
compared ;  the  Greenwich  scene  is  treated 
with  a  coarse  touch,  and  the  homely  figures 
stand  out  in  hard  and  heavy  relief.  Skilled 
as  he  was  in  the  history  and  theory  of  art, 
Mr.  Burnet  naturally  wanted  palette  prac- 
tice, and  will  be  known  hereafter  more  for 
his  works  on  copper  than  on  canvass.  Nor 
will  this  patronage  of  the  Duke  diminish  his 
popularity  ;  and  few  of  these  weather-beaten 
tars,  these  splintered  spars  of  Nelson's  victo- 
ries, these  planks  drifted  down  from  so  many 
storms,  had  more  braved  the  breeze  than  the 
Duke  himself,  who,  constantly  buffeted  by 
foul  winds,  again  and  again  narrowly  escaped 
shipwreck.  No  two  pictures  in  any  collec- 
tion convey  a  nobler  moral.  The  blue  jack- 
ets call  up  Aboukir  Bay  and  Trafalgar — the 
red  coats  Salamanca  and  Waterloo.*  The 
past  is  the  prophet  of  the  future,  and  deep 
IS  our  confidence  in  the  sturdy  loyalty  and 
patriotism  of  Englishmen — ^tbat,  however 
tampered  with  by  peace- praters  heie — how- 
ever tempted  by  almighty  dollars  elsewhere 
— the  sons  of  such  sires  will  every  man, 
when  England  again  expects  it,  rally  round 
"  The  Old  Flag,^  and  "  do  his  duty.*^ 

In  this  room,  and  near  the  Wiikie,  hang 
several  first-rate  works  of  Jansteen  and 
other  Dutch  masters — a  school  of  which  so 
many  specimens  are  preserved  in  Apsley 
House   that  the  learned  Dr.   Waagen  con- 

*  Welliogton  and  Nelson,  in  death  not  divided, 
met  but  once  when  alive,  and  in  the  small  ante-room 
of  the  (Colonial  Office,  Downing  Street  The  Sea- 
man, who  did  not  know  the  Soldier,  was  so  struck 
bv  him  that  he  stepped  out  to  inquire  who  he  was. 
Tnis  occurred  very  shortly  before  Lord  N.  started 
on  his  last  azpedition. 


sidered  them  to  be  the  consequence  of  % 
cause,  and  the  proofs  and  illustrations  of  that 
humor  which  he  read  in  the  Duke's  counte- 
nance. Undoubtedly  a  real  relish  for  dry 
humor  marked  the  kind  and  cheery  character 
of  his  Grace,  who,  when  not  plunged  body  i^d 
soul  in  affairs  of  serious,  solemn  importance, 
delighted  to  unbend — readily  entered  into 
social  amenities,  and  plucked  the  flowrets 
that  gladden  the  dusty  path  of  daily  drudge- 
ry. Few  could  tell  a  terse  story  better — 
nobody,  until  deafness  increased,  more  enjoy 
a  spicy  and  festive  anecdote  told  by  a  friend. 
Undoubtedly  the  same  motives  which  in* 
duced  the  Duke  to  appreciate  the  early 
works  of  Wiikie  led  him  to  admire  their 
eminent  prototypes,  Ostade,  Jansteen,  Te- 
niers,  and  other  faithful  imitators  of  the 
great  mistress.  Nature,  one  touch  of  whom 
makes  all  the  world  kin.  Unfortunately  for 
the  Doctor's  ingenious  speculations,  however, 
very  few  of  these  Dutch  gems  were  knocked 
down  to  the  Duke  by  the  baton  of  an  auc- 
tioneer. These  tpolia  opima  formed  part  of 
the  **  collections"  of  King  Joseph  Bonaparte 
captured  at  Yitoria.  His  Majesty,  who  be- 
gan life  as  an  attorney's  clerk,  had  been  much 
influenced  in  his  "selections"  from  the 
palaces  of  Ferdinand  YII.  by  the  considera- 
tion of  the  carrier,  conveyancer,  and  broker. 
Dutch  pictures  of  this  class  are  easily  packed 
in  an  imperial — and,  portable  as  bank  notes, 
their  mercantile  value  is  no  less  fixed  and 
certain. 

The  nextMrawin^-room  contains  hard  and 
unsatisfactory  copies — libels  in  truth— of 
four  celebrated  pieces,  at  Madrid,  by  Rafa- 
elle,  the  antithesis  of  Jansteen  and  Wiikie ; 
they  were  painted  by  Monsieur  Bonneroaison, 
and  bought  of  him  by  the  Dake.  The  ex- 
quisite original  of  No.  1,  a  Holy  Family,  is 
commonly  known  as  La  Perla,  from  having 
been  pronounced  the  Pearl  of  Pictures  by 
Philip  lY.,  who  purchased  it  from  the  gallery 
of  our  unfortunate  Charles  I.,  when  sold  by 
Cromwell.  No.  2,  the  Spasm  of  the  Saviour 
under  the  Cross,  is  generally  called  el  Pasmo 
de  Sicilia,  from  having  been  done  for  a  con- 
vent at  Palermo,  dedicated  to  that  awful  ag- 
ony. This  composition,  long  considered  sec- 
ond only  to  the  Transfiguration,  having  been 
"transported"  to  Paris  in  1810,  was  removed 
from  the  old  decayed  pannel  and  transferred 
to  canvas  by  Monsteur  Bonnemaison.  It  was 
rescued  indeed  by  this  ingenious  operator 
from  ruin  of  material — but  only  that  it  might 
be  "  beautified  and  repaired" — that  is  to  say, 
scrubbed,  scoured,  repainted,  relackered,  and 
ruined  in  spirit  and  surface.    No.  8,  The  Vii^ 
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UaiUm,  was  also  *'  transported'*  to  Paris  and 
also  "  restored."    No.  4,  TMt  and  the  Fish, 
one  of  Rafaelle's  most  beautiful  works,  un- 
derwent a  similar  cruel  fate.    The  Duke  was 
fond  of  relating  an  anecdote  of  the  originals 
thus  manffled  and  afterwards  caricatured  by 
a  French  hand.     When  that  radical  reformer 
had  pared  their  pannels  down  to  the  quick, 
on  tne  back  of  the  primings  of  one  or  two 
the  process  of  the  wonderful  Italian  stood  re- 
vealed.    The  figures  were  found  first  drawn 
m  as  skeletons — then  in  a  second  stage,  the 
oatlines  of  muscle  environed  the  dry  bones — 
and  'finally,  at  a  third  set-to,  the  folds  of  the 
draperies  had  been  superadded  :  so  unspar- 
ing of  labor  was  this  great  master  of  his 
art ;  and  so  fully  did  he  anticipate  the  prin- 
ciple of  our  great  master  of  the  art  of  war, 
that  *'  success  can  only  be  attained  by  tra- 
cmg  every  part  of  every  operation  from  its 
origin  to  its  concluding  point."    These  pic- 
tures were  among   those   sent  back   from 
Paris  to  Madrid   in   1815 — and  copies  of 
them  are  therefore  appropriately  placed  in 
the  house  of  the  just  man  who  compelled 
the  spoilers  to  regorge  plundered  art.     Muf- 
fling— (whose  sterling  Memoirs  we  are  glad 
to  see  translated  by  Colonel  Yo/ke) — makes 
DO  bones  of  detailing  how  the  non-restora- 
tion by  the  restored  Bourbon  of  the  stolen 
goods  led  to  the  famous  Order  of  September 
10,    1815.     By  this,  the  only   Order  ever 
signed  by  all  the  three  Marshals — Schwarzen- 
herg,  Wellington,  and  Bliicher — the  use  of 
force  was  authorized  to  carry  out  that "  great 
tnoral  lesson"  so  tersely  taught  to  Talleyrand 
and  ably  discussed  by  the  Duke  in  his  de- 
%patches  of  the  16th  and  23d  of  that  me- 
Inorable  month.    It  may  not  be  generally 
linown  that  the  four  originals,  cobbled  and 
copied  by  Mons.  Bonnemabon,  were  some 
Sevr  years  afterwards  on  the  point  of  coming 
%o  Charing  Cross.     During  the  Carlist  strug- 
gle a  private  agent  from  Madrid  proposed  to 
^ell  them  to  our  Government.    Lord  Mon- 
beagle,  then  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer, 
xnuch  to  his  credit — for  it  was  during  the 

Erliamentary  recess  and  therefore  wholly  on 
I  own  responsibility— offered  at  once  the 
sum  of  80,000/.    The  negotiation  went  off  on 
Ilia  stipulating  that  the  circumstances  of  the 
transaction,  if  completed,  should  be  avowed 
hj  both  Oovemments.    Forthwith  a  flaming 
official  contradiction  of  the  whole  affair  ap- 
peared in  the  Madrid  papers,  and  the  mere 
suggestion  of  such  a  bai^n  was  scooted  as 
an  insult.    This  public  protest  was  accom- 
panied, however,  with  a  private  hint,  that 
were  the  Exchequer  stipulation  dropped,  the 


proposal  was  still  open!  The  negotiation 
was  not  carried  on  through  Lord  Clarendon, 
our  resident  minister  at  Madrid,  from  a  sus- 
picion that  the  80,000/.  would  not  be  paid  in 
bard  cash,  but  set  off  against  the  bill  owing 
for  the  Tower  muskets  sent  out  for  Esparte- 
ro's  ragamuffins  according  to  the  non-inter- 
vention treaty.     Cosas  de  Espafia, 

This  room,  and  indeed  the  whole  of  Aps- 
ley  House,  is  remarkable  for  the  heteroge- 
neous subjects,  sacred  and  profane,  which  the 
Duke  has  jumbled  together.  He  had  a  most 
Catholic  or  Pagan  love  for  art,  and  seems  to 
have  been  willing  to  open  his  Pantheon  for 
any  representation ;  perhaps  some  exclusions, 
however,  are  as  noticeable  as  any  of  the  ad- 
missions. Thus,  many  as  are  the  personal 
memorials  here  of  Napoleon,  only  one  face 
out  of  the  troop  of  Marshals  with  whose 
backs  he  was  so  familiar,*  is  honored  with  a 
niche  in  the  Piccadilly  Walhalla.  The  Duke, 
when  the  temple  of  Janus  was  shut,  cordially 
welcomed  within  his  own  halls,  as  a  brother 
in  arms,  the  Marshal  he  had  met  and  conse- 
quently beaten  the  most — the  one  with  whom 
he  opened,  at  the  passage  of  the  Duro,  the 
ball  which  concluded  at  Toulouse.  He  never 
forgot  that,  in  1809,  he  had  sat  down  in 
Oporto  at  the  dinner  prepared  for  Soull,  and 
so  gave  him  one  in  return  at  Apsley  House, 
when  the  lieutenant  of  Napoleon  represented 
Louis  Philippe  ("the  Napoleon  of  Peace") 
at  the  coronation  of  our  gracious  Queen  Vic- 
toria ;  and  after  this  he  procured  a  portrait 
of  his  old  and  famished  foe,  and  new  and 
feasted  friend.  The  expression  in  this  indif- 
ferent picture  is  that  of  a  shrewd  home-spun 
man,  stem  and  anxious.  It,  however,  sof- 
tens his  vulgarity  a  good  deal,  and  also  the 
sinister  cast  of  the  visage.  When  His  Ex- 
cellency shuffled  into  the  ambassadors'  pew 
at  the  Abbey,  and  was  fairly  seated,  bronsed 
and  rugged,  among  so  many  splendid  courtly 
Esterhazy's,  d^c,  all  over  smiles  and  dia- 
monds, he  certainly  had  very  much  the  air 
of  an  old  robber  got  in  among  a  set  of  pro- 
mising subjects  for  a  raffle.  The  Marshal 
Duke  of  Dfumatia,  we  may  observe,  was  like 
Napoleon  and  Wellington  bom  in  1769 — 
and  he  also,  like  our  Duke,  died  in  1862. 

As  Soult  figures  here  the  only  one  of  his 

*  While  the  Louvre  was  being  stripped  of  bor- 
rowed plnmea^  Wellington  fell  into  great  disfavor, 
and  was  ooldly  received  by  some  Frenoh  Marshall^ 
on  one  ocosaon,  as  he  passed  through  their  Salle  in 
the  Tuileriet  on  a  visit  to  Louis  X  YlIL ;  when  the 
king  subsequently  expressed  his  surprise  and  vexa- 
tion in  hearing  that  tney  had  '*  turned  tJieir  backs* 
on  hino,  "It  is  of  no  consequence,  Sire,"  was  the  re- 
ply: 'Vest  lenr  habitude.^ 
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kind,  Pius  YII.  is  the  sole  representatiye  of 
the  "  drum  ecclesiastic ;"  and  the  Roman 
Catholic  pillager  of  convents  is  hung  up — in 
irony  perhaps — next  to  the  holy  head  of  his 
own  church — and  that  done  hj  a  Protestant 
Genera],  the  only  friend  the  poor  Pope  found 
in  his  day  of  need,  and  the  restorer  of  the 
sacrilegious  plunderings.  The  pontiff's  por- 
trait, painted  by  M.  Lefevre — no  speaker  this 
in  the  parliament  of  art — is  both  blowsy  and 
lacrymose,  and  presents  a  thoroughly  French 
Version  of  the  much-enduring  pale  Italian, 
who  has  been  so  admirably  rendered  by  our 
Lawrence  in  his  masterpiece  executed  for  the 
Waterloo  Gallery  at  Windsor.  Above  this 
ill-yoked  pair  appears  the  gallant  Duke  of 
Brunswick,  the  ill-fated  hero  of  Byron  and 
the  Brussels  ball,  who  met  his  soldier's 
death  one  day  too  soon  at  Quatre  Bras.  He 
fell  at  the  head  of  those  comrades  whom  he 
had  clothed  in  black  until  his  father's  death 
at  Jena  and  the  wrongs  of  Germany  should 
be  avenged.  Neither  of  these  foreign  pic- 
tures can  be  compared  with  that  of  the 
thoughtful  Pitt,  by  Hoppner,  which  the 
Duke  purchased  at  Lord  Liverpool's  sale,  or 
with  the  intellectual  careworn  head  of  Per- 
ceval, who  breasted  the  worst  factions  boldly 
as  the  Duke.  Near  these  statesmen,  good 
and  true,  hangs  a  likeness  of  Mr.  Arbuth- 
not,  to  whom  Apsley  House  was  a  second 
home,  and  who  breathed  his  last  under  this 
roof.  No  one  ever  exercised  more  influence 
over  the  commanding  mind  of  the  Duke  than 
this  tried  and  time-honored  friend,  whom  he 
wore  in  his  heart's  core,  as  Hamlet  did  Ho- 
ratio. 

Among  the  three  pictures  of  Napoleon  in 
this  single  room,  one  that  gives  him  in  a 
scarlet  uniform,  still  young  and  thin — while 
that  fine  face  retained  all  its  true  Italian  ex- 
pression— deserves  notice,  both  for  itself  and 
its  history.  It  had  been  possessed  by  a 
gentleman,  not  of  the  Duke  s  acquaintance, 
to  whom  an  invitation  to  dine  at  Apsley 
House  was  sent  by  mistake — and  the  un- 
bidden guest  subsequently  presented  it  in 
grateful  acknowledgment  of  the  kindness  and 
courtesy  with  which  he  had  been  set  at  his 
ease  on  his  arrival  by  the  high-bred  and 
feeling  host.  Amid  other  portraits  of  the 
Bonaparte  family,  male  and  female,  few  but 
fwill  pause  before  the  one  of  Josephine,  at 
whose  divorce  the  great  Corsicans  bright 
star  declined ;  nor  will  attention  be  refused 
to  that  of  Madame  Grassini,  the  beautiful 
syren  of  song  in  her  day.  To  complete  the 
hotchpotch  here,  beneath  the  mythical  Visit 
of  8t.  Elizabeth  to  the  Virgin  by  Baffaelle, 


behold  The  Highland  Whiskey- still'-A  per- 
formance in  which,  to  use  a  pithy  phrase  of 
the  Duke's,  there  is  '^no  mistake;"  it  is 
redolent  with  peat- reek,  and  the  spirit  is 
above  proof  and  criticism.  It  was  paints 
by  the  inimitable  Sir  Edwin  on  the  spot 
itself,  in  its  hidden  glen,  and  far  alike  from 
excisemen  and  teetotallers.  On  another 
wall,  a  shadow  at  least  of  the  highest  ideal 
of  Italian  genius — one  of  those  copies  by  the 
modest  Bonnemaison— overhangs  77ie  Mel- 
tan  Hunt,  in  which  horses  and  hounds,  "  the 
pink,"  and  "  the  real  thing"  proclaim — and 
"no  mistake"  again — Francis  Grant  and 
English  verity.  The  Duke,  who  gave  1000/. 
for  this  picture,  was  so  pleased  that  he  com* 
missioned  Mr.  Calvert  to  paint  a  companion 
for  %00L  In  that  work,  a  meeting  of  the 
Vine  Hunt,  he  himself  is  the  hero  of  the 
field  ;  while  around  are  grouped  his  Hamp- 
shire neighbors,  with  whom  he  loved  to  live 
on  the  most  friendly  terms.  These  spirit- 
stirring  and  truly  English  sports  appealed  to 
all  his  manly  sympathies.  He  tooK  pleasure, 
"after  his  own  way" — (as  the  peninsular 
adepts  told  Judge- Advocate  Larpent) — in 
the  chase — mimic  war — and  amidst  all  the 
anxieties  of  his  great  charge,  as  in  the  peace- 
fulness  of  his  age  at  home,  encouraged  the 
noble  exercise,  both  as  an  antidote  to  the 
Otium  Castrense,  and  because  he  well  knew 
that  those  who  rode  best  up  to  hounds  were 
never  the  last  to  face  an  enemy's  square,  nor 
the  least  sure,  when  it  was  broken,  to  be  in 
at  the  death. 

Visitors  next  enter  the  wing  added  by  the 
Duke — passing  from  this  series  of  not  spa- 
cious old  drawing-rooms  into  the  great 
Waterloo  Gallery,  which,  however  open  to 
architectural  criticism,  has  a  palatial  charac- 
ter. The  saloon  extends  about  ninety  feet — 
the  entire  western  side  of  the  house — ^but, 
though  crammed  with  pictures,  is  better  fit- 
ted for  state- receptions  than  art-exhibition. 
The  stinted  rays  of  a  London  sun  struggle 
through  an  over-pannelled  so  called  sky- 
light; and  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  the 
Duke,  who  had  so  much  powder  at  his  com- 
mand, did  not,  on  some  darkish  day,  direct 
it  to  be  blown  off — "hoist  by  his  own 
petard."  The  lower  and  proper  windows 
are  plated  with  iron  shutters  outside,  and 
inside  with  mirrors.  The  general  style  is 
that  of  Louis  XIV.  gone  crazy  :  gilding  and 
yellow  damask  have  done  their  best  for 
pomp  and  their  worst  for  art.  The  paint- 
mgs  either  blush  unseen,  or  look  like  black 
spots  huddled  on  the  gaudy  background.  It 
is  impossible  not  to  regret  this — but  the 
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tnth  is,  that  objects  which  in  ever;  other 
gallery  are  the  priacipah  must  submit  to  be 
nuked  hs  aecondary  ones  here : — at  all  events 
Boat  certainly  the  absorbing  interest  strik- 
ingly marked  on  the  countenances  of  the  ~ 
■traam  of  spectators  that  poured  in,  was  the 
■eene  of  the  banquet,  and  the  idea  of  the  tnan, 
tbe  hero  of  the  day,  the  first  and  foremost  in 
tlia  fight,  yet  spared  to  preside  here  over 
ao  many  anniversaries  of  its  glory.  These 
were  the  pivots  on  which  the  reverential 
vanomtj  of  the  nation  turned,  and  to  which 
Jantteen  and  Murillo,  the  Great  Room  or 
the  Striped  Room,  were  as  leather  and  pru- 
Bella.  The  point  of  every  sight  was  the 
■pot  on  which  he  sat  at  those  military  festi- 
nls  ;  and  the  identical  chair  he  occupied  was 

filaced  exactly  opposite  the  central  fire-grate, 
a  that  chair  be  will  sit  no  more  ;  and  cold 
natt  be  that  patriotism  which  warma  not  at 
this  hearth,  and  languid  that  imagination 
which  cannot  repeopTe  the  hall  with  that 
gallant  gathering,  that  vista  of  veterans,  who 
aenied  round  their  leader  here  as  futhfully 
aa  ODce  wont  in  the  thickest  fight,  and  ere 
their  or  his  hurs  were  gray. 

The  commemorations  were  originally  held 
in  tbe  usual  dining-room  of  the  house,  and 
the  company  inclnded  only  some  twenty 
vho  had  been  Oenerals  in  the  actions  of 
June,  181S;  as  this  number  gradually  was 
diminisbed  by  deaths,  room  was  afiorded 
for  officers  of  less  standing;  by  degrees,  it 
being  the  Duke's  especial  desire  to  invite, 
if  be  could,  all  comrades  who  continued  in 
the  army,  the  party  swelled  to  above  eighty, 
ntd  many  met  at  Uie  last  of  these  feativals, 
■•  guests  of  their  late  chief,  who  thirty-seven 
years  before  was  already  a  Field- Marshal, 
vheo  they  were  only  Qeshing  their  maiden 
swords  as  ensigns  at  Quatre  Bras,  Hougo- 
iMmt,  or  La  Haye  SuinLe.  The  Saloon  was 
thoa  used  for  the  first  time  in  1830,  and  was 
inangnrated  as  The  Waterloo  Oallery  by 
the  royal  presence  of  William  IV. 

Now  that  all  this  pomp  and  circumstance 
has  passed  away,  as  all  things  must,  tbe 
pictures  rise  in  importance,  and  will  become 
the  rightful  furniture,  the  prmelara  tupellex, 
of  the  stately  chamber;  and  in  addition  to 
tb^  own  merit,  from  having  been  made 
beir-looms  by  the  Duke,  they  are  henceforth 
inseparably  united  with  his  name  and  the 
honors  he  has  transmitted.  Undoubtedly 
they  cannot  be  compared  in  number  or  value 
with  tbe  "  collecLLons"  formed  in  Bpain  by 
U.  Soult  or  M,  Sebaatiani,  which  "  fetched  so 
mob  money."  Tbe  Duke,  bom,  bred,  and 
edneated  ao  English  gentlenuD,  would  jnst 
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aa  soon  have  thought  of  telling  a  lie  in  a 
bulletin  as  of  robbing  a  church  in  a  cam- 
paign :  honesty  was  his  policy.  "  Clear  in 
his  great  office,"  he  never  alloyed  his  glory 
with  the  dross  of  pillage  or  peculation ; 
his  shrine  of  immortality  was  approached  ' 
through  tbe  temple  of  virtue — nod  ne  trust- 
ed to  a  grateful  country  to  provide  means 
to  support  a  dignity  which  he  bad  carved 
out  with  an  untarnished  sword.  Such  also 
was  tbe  spirit  of  Kelson — and  be  could  tell 
his  feeling,  which  would  hardly  have  suited 
the  Duke.  "  Had  I  attended  less  (o  the 
service  of  m^  country,"  wrote  the  glorious 
sailor,  "I  might  have  made  some  money, 
too;  however,  I  trust  my  name  will  stand 
oD-»cord  when  the  money-makers  will  be 
forgotten." 

Tbe  principal  paintings  made  heir-looma 
by  tbe  Duke,  and  called  in  the  inventory  the 
Spanuk  Pictures,  were  won  on  the  field  of 
Vitoria,  when  tbe  enemy  was  beaten  "  before 
the  town,  in  tbe  town,  about  the  town,  and 
out  of  the  town."  Then  Jourdedn  was  turned 
and  fled,  and  Joseph,  the  King,  followed ; 
and  the  whole  artietioal  pillage  of  five  years 
Peninsular  occupation,  during  which  all  plun- 
dered,from  Boaaparte  down  to  the  fraction 
of  a  drummer-boy,  was  abandoned.  The 
royal  Imperial,  bursting  with  pickings,  was 
laid  at  the  victor's  feet,  and  opened  in  Harley 
Street  (his  Grace's  old  London  habitat)  by 
Mr.  Seguier — with  what  result  let  this  docu- 
ment tell : — 

"  To  Iht  Right  Honorable  Sir  Henry  Wel- 
Uiles,  K.  B. 


hands  after  having  been  plundered  by  the  soldiers ; 
and  I  found  among  it  an  imperial,  containing 
printR,  drawings,  and  pictures. 

"  From  ihe  cursory  view  which  I  took  of  them, 
the  latter  did  not  appear  to  ms  to  be  anything 
remarkable.  There  are  certainly  not  among  them 
any  of  the  fine  pictures,  which  i  saw  in  Madrid, 
by  Rafael  and  others ;  and  1  thought  more  of  the 
prints  and  drawings,  all  of  the  Italian  school, 
which  induced  me  lo  believe  that  the  whole  col- 
lection was  robbed  in  Italy  rather  than  in  Spain. 
I  sent  them  to  England ;  and  having  desired  (hat 
they  should  be  put  to  rights,  and  those  cleaned 
which  required  it,  I  have  found  that  there  are 
among  them  mach  finer  pictures  ihan  I  conceived 
there  were ;  and  as,  if  the  King's  palaces  have 
been  robbed  of  pictures,  it  is  not  improbable  that 
some  of  his  may  be  among  them,  and  I  am  de- 
sirous of  restoring  them  to  his  Majesty,  I  shall  be 
much  obliged  to  you  if  yon  will  mention  the  sab- 
ject  to  Don  J.  Lnjando,  and  VftU  HflttV\\«.\w«}vwi>. 
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to  see  them,  and  to  fix  upon  those  helonging  to  his 
Majesty. 

'*  This  may  be  done,  either  now  or  hereafter, 
when  I  shall  return  to  England,  as  may  be  most 
expedient  In  the  meantine,  the  best  of  them 
are  in  the  hands  of  persons  who  are  putting  them 
to  rights,  which  is  an  expense  necessary  for  their 
preservation,  whether  they  belong  to  his  Majesty 
or  not.    Ever  yours  most  affectionately, 

Wellington." 

Ferdinand  YII.  was  well  pleased  that 
these  prizes  should  adorn  the  walls  of  the 
deliverer  of  himself  and  Spain,  and  the  more 
as  he  cared  for  no  such  things,  being,  in  fact, 
about  as  insesthetic  a  Goth  as  ever  smoked 
tobacco;  and  we  may  take  the  liberty  to 
whisper  that  the  "prints  and  drawings," 
which  the  Duke  thought  the  best  articles  in 
Joseph's  sack,  are  second-rate. 

The  pictures  in  this  saloon  (as  elsewhere) 
seem  to  be  hung  more  with  reference  to  size 
than  any  other  consideration,  and  we  hope 
no  feelings  will  forbid,  by  and  bye,  a  different 
arrangement.  We  shall  select  a  few  only 
for  notice  here ;  and  even  so  the  danger  of 
becoming  dull  as  the  catalogue  of  an  auc- 
tioneer is  imminent. 

Of  those  that  bear  upon  the  founder  of 
the  ffallery,  precedence  seems  due,  on  the 
whole,  to  the  Spanish  school,  in  which  Ve- 
lazquez claims  first  rank.  The  Aguador  or 
Water-carrier  of  Seville,  one  of  his  earliest 
known  works,  was  probably  painted  in  the 
studio  of  his  bold  but  coarse  master.  Her- 
rera — the  first  to  adopt  in  Spain  the  natural- 
istic style,  which  Caravaggio  was  making  so 
fashionable  in  cognate  Naples.  This  was 
the  reaction  of  Rafaelle — when  an  over-ban- 
queting on  the  ideal  and  elevated  led  to  a 
craving  for  the  contrary,  as  lust  when  sated 
in  a  celestial  bed  will  prey  on  garbage : — 
U  dugout  du  beau  amene  le  godt  du  singulier. 
This  specimen  of  the  democracy  of  art — of 
humanity  in  rags — is  a  true  transcript  of  the 
low  life  at  Seville,  and  is  treated  with  the 
broadest  touch  and  admirable  imitation  of 
texture  and  material.  Near  it  is  a  portrait 
of  Quevedo,  the  ill- fated  wit-novelist,  and 
Fielding  of  Spain,  to  whom,  as  to  Cervantes, 
his  country  gave  stones  not  bread,  and  a 
prison  for  a  home.  The  heavy,  ordinary 
features  indicate  little  of  the  humorous  or 
comic;  while  the  spectacles,  the  coveted 
privilege  of  the  man  of  letters  of  that  period, 
suggest  the  Doctors*  Commons  more  than 
the  Drury-lane  of  the  Peninsula.  The  neigh- 
boring likeness  of  a  Young  Man — long  most 
erroneously  -considered  that  of  Velazquez 
himself — is  conspicuous  for  its  masculine 
rigror,  sobriety,  and  truth:— chary  of  color, 


and  free  from  tinsel  and  pretension,  it  tell 
like  the  prose  of  Thucydides.  But  the  ver 
finest  specimen  here  of  Velazquez  is  the  por 
trait  of  Innocent  X.  the  Pamphili  Pope,  dooi 
at  Rome  in  1648 — (as  an  autograph  of  th* 
painter  on  the  back  states) — and  of  wluel 
there  is  a  well  known  replica  in  the  Dorii 
Palace.  The  shrewd  pontiff  is  portrayei 
even  to  the  rubicund  life  by  our  great  Span 
iard,  who  was  too  honest  even  to  flatter  tli< 
tiara.  Nearly  opposite  hanffs  unseen  a  pro 
cession  into  a  fortification,  m  which  the  ta 
ures  sparkle  like  gems.  The  locality  is  n 
Navarre,  as  above  are  painted  those  ckmm 
that  encircled  the  tent  of  the  Moorish  gen 
eral,  and  were  broken  in  1212  by  Sancho  lH 
at  Navas  de  Tolosa,  when  and  where  the  fin 
real  blow  was  dealt  to  the  Mahommedaa  in 
truder. 

In  another  corner  the  celebrated-  *'  Cfam 
on  the  Mount  of  Olives."  by  Correggio,  alai 
blushes  unseen,  in  spite  of  the  halo,  the  an 
pematural  luminous  emanation,  which^ — bj 
m  the  "  Notte,"  the  master's  masterpiece  a 
Dresden — proceeds  from  the  person  of  th 
Saviour.  This  picture,  originally  parttt 
with,  it  is  said,  in  payment  of  an  apothecary* 
bill  of  four  scudi,  was  nevertheless  done  a 
the  painter's  best  period.  Vasari  speak*  o 
it  as  considered,  in  his  own  time,  one  of  hi 
most  beautiful  specimens — and  no  wondei 
for  how  much  art  is  condensed  in  the  nnal 
space  of  this  Koh-i-noor.  The  old  copy  o 
it  now  in  the  National  Gallery  was  purehaaei 
during  the  war  by  Mr.  Angerstein  for  2,000i 
He  acted  on  the  advice  of  West  and  Law* 
rence,  who  certified  to  its  originality;  and 
this  mistake,  made  by  suoh  real  judges, 
might  suggest  a  little  more  charity  to  tome 
self-confident  critics  of  our  days,  and  tempei 
pens  too  ready  to  be  dipped  in  gall.  Wc 
should  say  that  some  still  think  it  may  pot- 
sibly  be  a  replica. 

The  power  of  the  mellow  blue  and  tonei 
of  this  Correggio,  and  the  clear  tender  jnnb 
of  the  Velazquez,  are  tested  by  the  Vander- 
meulen  hung  near  them,  all  gorgeous  is 
scarlet  and  cavaliers  of  the  time  of  Lonii 
XIV.  proceeding  to  a  marriage,  and  blessed 
from  a  balcony  by  a  violet-robed  prelate ;  a 
serpent,  on  an  armorial  shield,  connects  the 
incident  with  the  Colbert  family.  The  oool 
landscape  and  gradation  of  tints  is  admirable 

Murillo  is  not  well  represented  amonfl 
these  Spanish  pieces :  King  Joseph,  a  resi- 
dent at  Madrid,  had  fewer  opportunities  d 
obtaining  his  works  than  Soult,  who  gleaned 
at  Seville — the  home  of  this  locid  artist 
That  illustrious  marshal  knew  well  how  to 
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seise  the  tide  and  time,  and  a  single  instance 
will  suffice  as  well  as  a  hundred.  One  day, 
when  showing  his  "  collection  "  to  Colonel 
Gurwood,  he  stopped  before  a  certain  Mu- 
lillOy  and  observed,  "  I  value  that  picture 
much;  it  saved  the  lives  of  two  estimable 
men."  An  aide-de-camp  whispered  in  Gur- 
wood's  ear — ''  He  threatened  to  have  them 
both  shot  if  they  did  not  send  him  the  paint- 
ing."— "  Steal  I  fob  I  a  fico  for  the  phrase — 
convey  the  wise  it  call."  Nothing — to  do 
him  justice — was  too  minute,  or  too  ffreat, 
for  the  capacity  of  his  grasp.  The  catalogue 
naw  before  us,  of  the  sale  of  his  "  collection  " 
at  Paris  last  year,  is  a  lasting  record  of  the 
diligence  and  intelligence  with  which  he  la- 
bored in  his  vocation. 

The  so-called  Murillo  at  Apsley  House  is 
a  large  specimen  of  the  common  class  of  low 
beggar  life,  and  is  made  up  of  an  old  woman 
with  a  mess  of  pottage,  a  grinning  urchin,  a 
dog,  and  a  pipkin.  If  printed  Spanish  pedi- 
grees be  a  better  test  of  originality  than  a 
picture  itself,  this  must  be  held  to  be  a  gen- 
uine work,  however  hard  and  coarse  the 
eoloring,  however  overdone  the  boy's  grin, 
however  Roman  the  nose  of  the  Andalusian 
hag.  Be  that  as  it  may,  it  passed  from  Ca- 
diz to  Farley  Hall,  the  residence  of  the  late 
Mr.  Anderdon,  a  country  neighbor  of  the 
Duke's,  and  whose  gallery  was  the  show  to 
which  he  took  his  visitors  from  Strathfield- 
saye.  This  was  the  painting  of  his  predi- 
lection— "  Give  me,"  he  never  failed  to  say, 
'*  the  old  woman  and  the  •boy."  According- 
ly, when  his  good  old  ally's  collection  came 
to  the  hammer  at  Christie's  he  secured  his 
favorite,  which  at  least  possesses  that  merit. 

The  full-length  portrait  of  our  bloody 
Mary  was  brought  from  Spain  by  Lord 
Cowley,  and  probably  was  one  of  the  many 
sent  there  when  she  married  the  cognate 
bigot  Philip  II.  On  the  mantelpiece  be- 
neath is  another  of  the  many  busts  of  the 
beautiful  Lady  Douro ;  and  near  it,  a  head 
by  Canova  of  a  young  and  chaplet-crowned 
female,  said  by  some  to  be  Pauline  Bona- 
parte ;  it  was  presented  by  the  sculptor  to 
the  Duke  in  1817,  in  grateful  remembrance, 
as  ai\  inscription  on  the  back  records,  of  the 
restitution  of  works  of  art  taken  from  Rome 
-  by  the  French,  and  the  giftf  moreover  of 
100,000  francs  to  the  poor  Pope  to  pay  for 
packages  and  carriage.  Canova,  who  moved 
heaven  and  earth  to  bring  about  this  great 
act  of  justice,  had  sent  a  marble  memorial 
to  each  of  the  four  eminent  individuals  who 
were  the  most  instrumental — to  Lord  Castle- 
reagh,  Mi.  Long,  Mr.  Hamilton,  and  the 


Duke ;  and  never  was  the  sword  better 
thrown  into  the  scale,  than  when  the  eternal 
city,  the  home  of  art,  thus  recovered  by  it 
her  heir-looms — the  Apollo  and  the  Trans- 
figuration. 

Our  limits  compel  us  to  pass  from  the  180 
and  more  pictures  with  which  these  walls 
are  tapestried :  they  differ  so  much  in  size, 
subject,  and  quality,  that  to  fit  their  frames 
in  with  each  other  must  have  been  the  ob- 
ject and  office  of  the  art- executioners  em- 
ployed to  hang  them.  At  any  rate  many 
excellent  specimens  of  Teniers,  Ostade,  Jan- 
steen,  Wouvermans,  Claude,  and  the  Vene- 
tian school,  are  as  good  as  lost. 

On  quitting  this  saloon  the  old  house  is 
re-entered,  and  we  are  in  the  Small  Dramng' 
Room,  as  it  is  styled,  which,  if  it  appears 
smaller  by  the  contrast,  has  a  greater  air  of 
daily  occupation.  The  malachite  vases  here 
were  the  gift  of  Alexander  of  Russia,  whose 
small  portrait  by  Gerard,  taken  in  his  favor- 
ite leaning  attitude,  recalls  the  individual 
man.  Near  it  hangs  the  nautical  William 
IV.,  all  blushes,  in  a  scarlet  uniform — so  re- 
corded in  1833  by  Wilkie.  The  somewhat 
extraordinary  costume  is  given  with  power — 
the  at  best  ordinary  features  with  feebleness — 
especially  when  contrasted  with  the  intellec- 
tual head  of  Lord  Wellesley,  in  the  robes  of 
the  Garter,  by  Lawrence.  This  full-length, 
originally  intended  for  the  hall  of  Christ- 
church,  Oxford,  was  found,  when  finished, 
to  be  too  large  for  the  destined  space.  The 
Duke,  who  owed  to  his  brother  his  first  sep- 
arate command,  remembered  the  obligation, 
and  seldom  showed  the  picture  without  re- 
marking— "The  Governor.  A  great  man 
that;  very  clever."  No  two  brothers  were 
more  unlike  in  character  and  taste,  and  few 
were  ever  greater  in  their  respective  capaci- 
ties :  by  the  two  acting  together,  the  states- 
man and  the  soldier,  our  Indian  empire  was 
saved  and  fixed  at  a  moment  the  most  criti- 
cal. In  their  later  days  even,  the  Marquis, 
less  punctual  than  the  Duke,  frequently  kept 
him  waiting,  to  which  he  patiently  submittCNd, 
saying,  "  My  brother  treats  me  as  if  I  was 
only  Colonel  Wellesley,  and  he  still  Gover- 
nor-General." 

Opposite  hangs  another  full-length  of  Na- 
poleon, painted  by  Lerevre,  and  of  no  par- 
ticular notability,  save  as  affording  a  fresh 
proof  how  superior  the  Duke  was  to  any 
jealousy  or  want  of  appreciation  of  the  Em- 
peror's military  merit.  He  seems  to  have 
entertained  no  very  exalted  opinion — Masse- 
na  excepted— of  any  of  the  tribe  of  Mar- 
shals— ^fortisque  Gyas  fortiaq^ue  CleavLtihK 
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whose  existenoe  the  world  will  80on  forget, 
and  whose  names  never  were  such  as  nurses 
frightened  babiea  with ;  but  he  invariably 
did  ample  justice  to  their  master,  whose 
presence  in  the  field — as  he  told  Larpent 
among  others — he  reckoned  as  equal  to  a 
reinforcement  of  40,000  men.  Nee  mirum, 
thinks  Larpent : — Ife  could  promote  a  drum- 
mer to  a  duke,  while  ours,  hampered  by  the 
Horse  Guards,  had  difficulties  in  making  an 
ensign.* 

We  cannot  omit  mentioning  a  portrait,  by 
Wilkie,  of  the  late  beautiful  Lady  Lyndhurst, 
dressed  as  a  Spaniard,  in  a  conventional 
mantilla,  iined  with  red,  and  such  as  never 
was  worn  or  seen  except  at  a  fancy  ball  at 


*  We  are  sorry  that,  though  bdzIoub  to  give  as 
much  spaee  as  poasible  to  the  great  Duke,  we  can- 
not t>Dter  at  present  into  the  details  of  what  we 
consider  to  he  among  the  most  iuterestine  recent 
contribations  to  the  mass  of  materials  for  his  future 
historian  ;— but  let  no  reader  deny  himself  a  sight 
of  this  Diary  of  Mr.  Larpent,  attached  to  his  h^- 
quarters  as  Judge- Advocate  from  the  summer  of 
1812  to  the  dispersion  of  the  Peninsular  army  in 
1814.  The  worK  consists  of  that  gentleman's  pri- 
vate record  of  occurrences — as  transmitted  at  the 
time  to  his  family  here — not  a  word  altered.  Such 
documents  are  rare,  and  few  indeed  of  them  stand 
the  teat  of  examination  by  strangers — but  these 
papers  do.  The  writer  was,  of  course,  recognized 
as  a  man  of  good  talents  and  legal  ac<^uircment«, 
else  he  would  not  have  been  api>ointcd  to  such  a 
potit  by  the  then  Judge- Advocate  General,  Mr.  Man- 
ners Sutton,  afterwards  Lord  Canterbury.  It  is  ob- 
vious that  his  diligonce  and  skill  in  oilice,  and  his 
manners  and  conversation,  soon  won  fur  him  the 
confidence  and  personal  liking  of  the  Commander- 
in-Chief.  In  return  his  letters  have  now  thrown 
additional  light  on  the  Duke's  character  and  de- 
meanor, both  as  a  General  and  as  a  man.  The  per- 
fectly easy,  unaflfected  style  gives  a  very  peculiar 
charm — and  any  attcm])t  to  get  rid  of  inaccuracies 
inevitable  under  the  circumstances,  would  have 
been  utterly  injudiciouei  It  is  not  the  least  merit 
tliat  the  witncM  is  a  civilian — a  regular  Lincoln's- 
Inn  barrister,  suddenly  equipped  in  red  coat  and 
black  foathiT,  utid  ])op|)ed  down  among  the  society 
of  leading  military  men  <*urrounding  the  immedi- 
ate person  of  Wellington,  lie  reports  their  doings 
and  sayings  from  day  to  da^  with  apparently  the 
most  complete  openness  and  candor.  2(or  do  his 
own  uiiconcealea  little  foibles  by  any  means  detract 
from  the  interest  of  his  pages.  Even  his  thorough- 
ly Cockney  regard  for  prog,  as  he  calls  it^  and  stu- 
dious entries  as  to  whatever  touches  that  depart- 
ment, are  more  than  amusing — for,  after  all,  the 
feeding  of  an  army  isVhe  verj  first  concern  for 
every  true  General,  and  no  work  yet  published 
(except  of  course  the  Duke*s  own)  illustrates  so 
clearly  his  Grace's  incessant  watchfulness  and  won- 
derful combinations  in  respect  of  the  supply  of  pro- 
visions for  his  men.  The  lawyer,  however,  was  a 
keen  spectator  (sometimes  a  rash  one)  on  the  day 
of  danser,  and  has  given  very  lively  sketches  of 
some  of  the  most  important  operations^  from  Bur- 
^vw  ta  Toulovue  incluMive, 


Kensington :  but  Wilkie,  so  sober  and  truth- 
ful at  home,  went  to  the  Peninsula  to  give 
loose  reins  to  his  imagination  in  defiance  of 
local  color,  costume,  and  custom.  On  the 
neck  of  the  dark-gkncing  lady  may  yet  be 
seen  a  spot,  the  mark  of  the  beast,  and  the 
point  of  a  tale.  The  picture  had  just  been 
sent  home,  and  was  placed  in  the  Duke's  li- 
brary, where  he  was  writing,  when  the  house 
was  surrounded  by  the  patriots  bent  on 
reform.  Soon  a  stone,  breaking  a  pane  of 
glass,  whiszed  like  a  shot  over  his  head,  and 
pierced  the  canvass.  The  Duke,  without 
showing  the  least  fear  or  concern,  finisl^d 
his  letters,  3nd  while  his  servant  sealed  them 
up,  walked  to  the  windows,  and  seeing  the 
multitudes  swarming  round  the  statue  of 
Achilles,  simply  remarked,  *'  Why,  they  are 
going  to  pull  that  thing  down."  Fortunately 
for  themselves,  none  of  these  gentlemen 
entered  the  house,  where  a  welcome  after 
the  fashion  of  the  10th  of  April  awaited 
them. 

The  selection  of  pictures  for  the  next,  the 
Striped  Drawing' Room,  is  vividly  charao- 
teristic  of  the  Duke.  Here  he  has  delighted 
to  group  together  the  members  of  his  family 
and  the  comrades  of  his  arms — his  adopted 
brothers  and  children.  The  prize  of  beauty 
is  justly  assigned  to  Lidy  Douro,  whose 
'*  high  Dama  brow"  has  inspired  Swinton  to 
one  of  his  happiest  efforts.  Around  the  fair 
are  arranged  the  brave,  who  best  deserve 
them.  These  walls  are  decorated  with  not 
a  few  countenances  that  failed  never  at  the 
anniversaries  of  the  18th  of  June,  and  which, 
as  it  were,  illustrate  the  Waterloo  Gazette  : 
the  Duke  himself  forms  the  exception.  Often 
as  he  sat  for  others,  no  likeness  of  him 
graces  a  place  and  company  where  it  would 
su  naturally  be  expected — the  central  lumi- 
nary, about  which  satellites  so  bright  and 
many  clustered,  alone  is  wanting.  Possibly 
he  mriy  have  thought  that  there  was  little 
need  in- doors,  of  an  image  which  he  could 
not  stir  out-of-doors  without  seeing  stare  at 
him  from  every  shop- window :  at  all  events 
no  Gerard  pnint«d  him  in  ducal  robes,  stars 
and  garters ;  no  Horace  Vernet  blazoned  his 
battles  on  acres  of  canvass.  Of  his  dozens 
of  victories  one  onlv — the  last,  the  **  crown- 
ing  mercy"— ^is  to  be  found  here — and  in  that 
the  point  of  view  and  honor  is  given  to  his 
antagonist.  The  field  is  depicted  as  seen 
from  the  position  occupied  by  Napoleon :  the 
two  captains,  pitted  against  each  other  for 
the  first  and  last  time,  are  within  range  of 
shot  and  sight  of  each  other.  It  must  have 
been  under  such  circumstances  that  an  artil- 
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)fficer,  desiring  to  direct  round  shot  at 
Imperial  groap  was  checked  by  the 
1*8  reply  ;  "  Commanders  of  armies  have 
'  things  to  think  of  than  firing  on  each 
'•"  How  differently  the  Emperor  felt 
acted  at  Dresden,  when  Moreau  was 

we  all  know  well.  The  Duke,  who 
r  missed  the  Royal  Academy  dinner, 

during  a  preliminary  lounge,  struck 
this  picture — the  work  of  one  who  had, 
g  other  incidents  of  an  adventurous 
ly  seen  what  battles  are — the  late  Sir 
am  Allan — pronounced  it  'Good,  not 
nach  smoke — inquired  for  the  artist, 
tecnred  it  on  the  spot — which,  we  dare 
lid  not  diminish  Allan's  enjoyment  of 
day's  turtle  and  champagne. 
mever  indifferent  as  to  portraits  of  him- 
tie  employed  the  highest  available'  art 
loae  of  his  comrades.  *  Fighting  *  Pic- 
gures  foremost,  who  closed  his  brilliant 
r,  like  Wolfe  and  Moore,  in  the  arms  of 
7;  then  Anglesey,  by  Lawrence,  the 
w>nation  of  the  dashing  hussar,  who  in 

at  Mayorga  gave  the  enemy  the  first 
of  the  British  sabre,  and  who  at  Water- 
rack  and  received  the  last  blow ;  Hill, 
lodel  of  discipline,  the  quiet,  collected 
Boant,  who  never  exceeded  his  orders, 
I  be  never  failed  to  execute  in  consum- 
style : — Beresford — the  sagacious  com- 
D  of  many  a  reconnoitring  ride  and  over 

a  midnight  lamp — the  man  of  whom 
lake  said,  '  If  there  be  a  weak  point  in 
1,  that* 8  the  eye  that's-  sure  to  see  it.' 
lianhal  appears  in  the  uniform  of  those 
igoese  soldiers  who,  under  his  instruc- 

became  the  '  Gghting-cocks  of  the 
;'  and,  however  undervalued  by  the 
Afds,  stood  to  their  guns,   while  too 

those  proud  semi-orientals  fled  every 
«o  his  home.     Lawrence  has  given  with 

and  gusto  the  Herculean  build  of 
ford  who,  at  Albuera,  fought  sword  in 
more  like  a  private  than  a  chief — nor 
he  less  justice  to  the  stalwart  frame  of 
loch,  the  gallant  veteran  who  fluttered 
r  at  Barrossa,  and  '  alone  did  it.'  Here 
arse  is  Fitzroy  Somerset,  so  long  the 
al  follower  and  right-hand  of  the  Duke 
sp  and  cabinet — nor  can  we  miss  Alava, 
ue  specimen  of  the  good  old  Castilian, 
'fom  stain,  who  was  both  at  Trafalgar 
Waterloo,  and  waged  war  to  the  knife 
It  his  country's  inveterate  enemy.  In 
d,  no  corner  of  the  room  is  without  a 
Murray,  the  polished  Cavalier  and 
\A  tactician,  the  justly  prized  quarter- 
>r-general — (<  next  to  Wellington  our 
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clearest  head,  I  think,'  says  Judge  Larpent ;) 
— Combennere,  the  splendid  cavalry  chief ; 
Seaton  (*  the  Beauty  of  Bravery'),  Halkett, 
Grant,  Freeman  tie,  Barnes  and  Elley,  stand 
once  more  side  by  side,  as  when  the  foe  was 
in  front.  Nor  are  the  portraits  of  Marlbor- 
ough or  Nelson  wanting  to  complete  this 
glorious  company  of  goodf  men  and  true,  who 
trod  in  their  steps  of  honor.  The  pencil  of 
Sir  William  Beechey  was,  however,  altogether 
unequal  to  the  man  of  Trafalgar — poor  in 
point  of  art,  his  piece  is  unlike  in  form  and 
expression  ;  the  spare  war-and-weather-wom 
Admiral  is  swelled  into  an  overgrown  '  figure- 
head.' The  burning  fire  which  animated  his 
fragile  frame  is  extinguished  in  the  paint- pot 
of  the  feeble  academical  knight.  However 
Nelson  is  riijrged  in  the  good  old  English 
uniform  of  Howe  and  Jervis,  the  free-and- 
easy  blue  and  buff — the  most  thorou&rh-bred 
of  seamen  is  not  braced  up  in  the  tailor  tra- 
vestie  which  now  perplexes  Portsmouth,  and 
tends  to  turn  your  British  tar  into  a  Cross 
between  the  Prussian  landswehr  and  the 
French  gendarme.  We  mentioned  already 
that  the  Duke  had  the  bust  of  Gurwood  in 
the  entrance  of  his  house — here  above-stairs 
he  has  also  hung  the  Colonel's  picture  among 
his  best  friends.  This  resolute  sabreur  and 
most  useful  henchman  is  clad  in  the  installa- 
tion dress  of  Esquire  to  a  Knight  of  the  Bath, 
in  which  capacity  he  attended  the  Duke ; 
and  his  name  will  survive,  firmly  inserted  in 
the  hem  of  his  patron's  garment.  His  fea- 
tures are  those  of  the  rough  and  ready  leader 
of  a  forlorn  hope.  Singularly  enough,  just 
before  the  storming  of  Ciudad  Rodrigo  began, 
some  of  our  officers,  in  that  mood  which 
brings  grim  smiles  on  po'^der-begrimmed 
lips,  were  settling — so  sure  were  they  of  suc- 
cess— what  particular  prize  each  would  carry 
•off ;  and  Gurwood — aspiring  subaltern  ! — 
said  he  would  take  the  French  Governor — 
which  he  did.  The  Duke  received  the  pris- 
oner in  the  trenches,  and  bad  him  deliver 
his  sword  to  his  captor — ensem  quern  meruit 
ferat, 

Gurwood  wielded  the  sword  better  than 
the  pen ;  but,  if  he  did  not  succeed  as  an 
annotator,  is  fully  entitled  to  the  credit  of  a 
zealous,  trustworthy  compiler.  The  thanks 
of  the  world  for  the  Duke's  Despatches  are 
mainly  due  to  an  elegant  and  accomplished 
lady — Mrs.  Arbuthnot,  the  wife  of  his  Grace's 
faithful  Achates:  she  Grst  suggested  the 
printing  and  publii<hing  of  these  documents, 
to  which  the  Duke  objected  for  a  little — bat 
he  at  last  took  up  the  idea,  and  pronounced 
Colonel  Gurwood,  who  happened  to  be  ^trab- 
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ent,  as  '*  good  as  any  one  else  to  superintend 
the  operation."  The  real  editor,  however, 
was  the  author  himself:  he  read  all  in  proof, 
and  corrected  every  page,  text  and  margent, 
with  his  own  hand.  The  papers  were  origi- 
nally set  into  type  exactly  as  they  had  been 
written,  but  their  illustrious  Editor,  always 
considerate  for  others,  struck  out  all  the 
names  and  every  sentence  which  might  give 
pain,  and  to  such  an  extent  that  matter  suf- 
ficient for  six  additional  volumes  was,  it  is 
said,  cancelled.  The  typographical  duty 
was  so  honorably  conducted  by  Messrs. 
Clowes,  that  neither  the  head  of  that  vast 
establishment,  nor  Mr.  Murray  who  published 
the  book,  ever  possessed  or  even  saw  the 
proof-sheets.  One  copy  alone  exists  of  the 
entire  work,  and  it  consists  of  the  identical 
sheets  marked  by  the  Duke's  revising  pen. 
This,  indeed,  is  a  typographical  rarity,  which 
future  Roxburghes  and  Dibdins  may  sigh  to 
possess,  and  Humes  and  Hallams  to  peruse ; 
and  when  the  present  generation  is  passed, 
when  personal  considerations  cease  to  oper- 
ate, and  history  can  fairly  claim  its  rights, 
these  now  sealed  volumes  will  raise  their 
author  to  even  a  higher  pinnacle,  by  a  more 
complete  display  of  his  genius,  and  a  further 
revelation  of  the  inadequacy  of  the  means 
by  which  ends  so  great  were  accomplished. 
Then,  as  he  remarked  himself,  "  When  my 
papers  are  read,  many  statues  will  have  to 
be  taken  down." 

The  publication,  so  far  as  it  has  gone,  of 
this  code  of  the  English  soldier  and  gentle- 
man, this  encyclopedia  of  military  and  ad- 
ministrative science,  first  convinced  many 
among  our  own  liberals  of  the  union  in  our 
great  captain  ot  all  those  high  qualities  which 
the  glorious  profession  of  arms  peculiarly 
calls  forth.  These  unaffected  documents 
could  not  be  mistaken.  They  who  run  must 
read  his  love  for  King  and  Country,  his 
spotless  honor  and  honesty,  exalted  sense  of 
duty,  godlike  presence  of  mind,  self-relying 
courage  in  danger,  serene  equanimity  in  re- 
verse or  victory;  his  lofty  contempt  of  ca- 
lumniators— his  self-denial  and  scrupulous 
consideration  of  others — his  sagacity  and 
forethought — his  unsparing,  intense  labor  of 
body  and  mmd — last,  not  least,  his  modesty 
and  simplicity. 

We  may  be  permitted  also  to  dwell  once 
more  for  a  moment  on  the  nervous,  perspic- 
uous, idiomatic  style  of  these  despatches, 
drawn  from  deep  wells  of  pure  Anglo-Saxon 
undefiled.  Truly  English  in  word  and 
thought,  they  tell  a  plain  unvarnished  tale 
whb  the  real  unadorned  eloquence  of  prac- 


tical patriotism.  The  iron  energy  of  his 
sword  entered  like  Caesar's  into  his  pen,  and 
he  used  either  instrument  with  equal  facility 
to  turn  his  antagonists  to  flight  or  shame. 
His  two  golden  rules  of  composition,  and 
which  we  recommend  to  the  rising  genera- 
tion of  type,  were,  firstly,  never  to  dip  the 
pen  in  the  inkstand  without  previously  under- 
standing the  subject: — secondly,  to  avoid 
synonyms,  and  especially  when  giving  in- 
structions. Perhaps  almost  everything  that 
small  critics  frown  at  as  clumsy,  inartificial 
tautology  in  the  Duke's  composition  was  de- 
signed and  deliberate: — he  saw  how  often 
differences  spring  from  the  interpretation  of 
synonyms,  on  which  men  seldom  a^ree  ex-  - 
actly,  and  that  mistakes  were  less  likely  to 
happen  when  one  and  the  simplest  word  was 
chosen,  kept  to,  and  impressed  by  repetition ; 
and  how  many  lawsuits,  and  what  costs 
would  be  avoided,  if  the  drawers  of  our  acts 
of  Parliament — barristers  of  three  years* 
standing — would  condescend  to  repeat  tho 
same  terms,  instead  of  showing  off  style  by 
variations !  The  Duke  scouted  all  bullying* 
bulletin  balderdash — all  talk  of  "driving 
leopards  into  the  sea,"  "  finishing  campaigns 
with  thunderbolts,"  crumpling  Czars  "  tike 
sheets  of  paper" — and  similar  feats,  sooner 
said  than  done.  And  as  he  wrote  he  spoke. 
Hyperbofical  only  in  the  defence  of  com- 
rades, he  knew  how  cheering  the  note  of 
praise  is  to  the  distant  soldier  fighting  for 
nis  King,  and  how  depressing  the  cold  blast 
of  a  factious  Opposition.  He  was  no  Athe- 
nian sophist  skilled  in  logomachies — no  prac- 
tised debater,  no  intellectual  gladiator;  he 
just  said  the  right  thing  at  the  right  time, 
constantly  expressing  the  most  in  the  fewest 
words — and  his  character  carried  conviction. 
All  understood  his  blunt  soldierlike  discourse, 
as  if  giving  the  word  of  command,  and  few 
took  offence  at  his  honest  home  thrusts,  or 
could  resist  his  sledge-hammer  of  blows  on 
the  nail's  head.  He  used  his  words  to  ex- 
plain, not  conceal  his  thoughts ;  not  a  few 
terse  phrases  have  passed  into  proverbs 
already — but  a  quiver  might  be  filled  with 
the  pithy  pointed  shafts  shot  from  his  mind, 
that  arsenal  of  common  sense,  sound  judg- 
ment, and  wide  experience. 

The  following  scrap  is  from  the  private  ^ 
diary  of  a  friend  who  happened  to  dine —  — 
quite  en  famille — with  the  late  Sir  Robert  -^" 
Peel  one  Sunday  in  Whitehall  Gardens,  at^^^ 
the  time  when  the  original  Gurvoood  was  ii 
course  of  publication : — 

^  After  dinner  a  chief  subject  the  Despatcl 
of  which  another  volume  has  just  come  onL 
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struck  with  one  remark  of  Peel's.  ^  In  my 
opinion/  said  he,  *  when  a  studious  man,  say  an 
American,  a  hundred  or  two  hundred  years  hence, 
wishes  to  get  at  a  distinct  notion  of  what  was  in 
this  age  the  actual  style  and  tone  of  conversation 
in  go^  English  society,  he  will  have  to  rely  very 
roach  on  Gurwood.  We  have  had  no  dramatist 
It  all — we  have  had  only  two  good  novelists,  and 
neither  of  them  is  at  home  in  England.  As  yet 
I  see  nothing  that  will  be  so  valuable,  even  in  this 
way,  as  the  Duke's  Letters.'  " 

The  usual  dining-room  of  Apsley  House 
was  built  by  the  Duke,  and  communicates 
with  this  room  in  which  his  comrades  are 
quartered.  It  has  a  royal  look  from  the 
mil- length  portraits  of  the  Allied  Sovereigns, 
given  by  themselves.  In*  company  with  the 
originals,  it  must  be  allowed  that  our  Prince 
Regent  always  looked  like  the  highest  of 
the  high :  and  no  less  among  these  pictured 
figures  stands  forth  that  of  George  IV.,  in 
the  "garb  of  old  Gaul"  worn  by  him  at 
Holyrood — that  picturesque  costume  of  wild 
mountaineers,  the  adoption  of  which  in  that 
place  by  his  Majesty — his  only  precedent, 
li  was  said,  being  Prince  Charles  m  1745 — 
frave  no  less  offence  to  the  refined  Lowland- 
«r8  of  modern  Athens,  than  the  caricature 
copy  by  the  unwieldy  Alderman  Curtis  did  to 
Che  portly  Monarch  himself.  It  is  a  vigo- 
voos  and  effective  work  of  Wilkie's — perhaps 
Uhe  best  portrait  he  ever  did ; — the  head  ad- 
nurable,  and  the  costume  excellently  cast  and 
colored.  Opposite  hangs  the  wizen  and  worn 
francis  I.  of  Austria,  huddling  his  spare 
form  in  a  military  great  coat,  and  so  much 
to  the  life  itself,  that  the  Duke,  who  super- 
intended the  unpacking,  kept  exclaiming, 
••Poor  man,  very  good — poor  man,  very 
like." 

On  quitting  the  first  floor,  the  visitor  de- 
scends by  a  back  staircase,  which  a  Lord 
Apsley  might  compare  to  a  tortuous  suit  in 
Chancery,  and  the  Duke  to  the  escalier 
^(rchi  of  a  sallyport:  it  leads  to  a  rabbit- 
"warren  of  dark  passages,  in  which  regiments 
cf  chests  are  drawn  up,  and  boxes  piled  like 
Pelion  on  0:>sa.  The  long  rows  of  oaken 
l>ra88- bound  cases  of  convenient  size,  and 
each  placed  on  a  moveable  stand,  are  dock- 
eted with  the  years  of  their  contents.  In 
these  the  private  papers  of  the  Duke  are  so 
methodically  arranged,  that  by  an  index  any 
one  can  be  instantly  referred  to.  This  mul- 
titudinous array  conveys  an  idea  of  his  vast 
and  incessant  correspondence — the  eaffemess 
of  all  the  world  to  obtain  his  advice  m  diffi- 
culties— the  boundless  mass  of  State  secrets 
confided  to  his  faithful  keeping.  Here  also 
are  the  private  papers  of  George  IV.,  to 


whom  the  Duke  was  surviving  executor.  It 
makes  one  shudder  to  think  that  the  candle 
of  a  careless  maid  might  reduce  to  ashes 
these  precious  materials  for  future  historians. 
The  Dake  had  prepared  a. fire-proof  record- 
room  under  his  garden — but  their  removal 
into  it  was  never  effected ;  and  we  may  add, 
that  no  risk  they  ran  was  more  serious  than 
that  occasioned  by  his  Grace's  habit  latterly 
of  reading  with  a  light  between  himself  and 
the  book  or  document  in  his  hand.  In  fact, 
he  thus,  when  dozing,  had  over  and  over 
again  set  fire  to  what  he  held— especially  of 
course  Parliamentary  Papers. 

On  emerging  from  this  chaos  of  cases,  se- 
veral low  apartments  under  the  Waterloo 
Gallery  are  found  principally  and  not  unaptly 
appropriated  to  his  presents  of  China  and 
table  decorations.  Among  the  few  pictures 
in  one  room,  to  which  a  fire  would  do  no 
great  harm,  is  a  full-length  facsimile  of 
Charles  X.  This  disagreeable  article  was 
dethroned  from  the  dining-room  by  the  Duke 
to  make  place  for  Francis  I.;  nor  did  his 
Grace  deem  it  worthy  even  of  a  frame.  The 
bookcases  here  are  filled  with  finely-bound 
copies  of  volumes  printed  at  the  Clarendon 
Press,  Oxford,  and  sent  to  their  Chancellor, 
who  needed  not  such  soporifics.  The  last 
work,  which  he  did  not  live  to  read  through, 
was  the  Blue- Book  onslaught  on  poor  Alma 
Mater  perpetrated  by  unnatural  Whiglings. 
The  identical  copy  of  their  ponderous  pro- 
duction, which  might  have  sapped  the  health 
of  a  younger  student,  has  been  presented  to 
the  Bodleian  by  his  son,  and  we  trust  this 
farrago  of  new-fangled  projects  will  long  rest 
among  the  most  undisturbed  folios  of  that 
venerable  receptacle. 

Most  people,  Whig  or  Tory,  will  rejoice 
to  pass  to  the  more  lively  contents  of  the 
Great  China  Room,  Thia  £1  Dorado  glitters 
with  porcelain,  silver  and  gold,  the  offerings 
of  grateful  kings  and  nations.  In  examining 
these  infinite  services  of  China — French, 
Austrian,  Prussian,  and  Saxon-— it  strikes 
one  as  strange  that  a  substance  so  fragile 
should  have  been  so  much  selected  as  an 
enduring  memorial  to  the  Iron  Duke.  But 
Diamonds,  Orders,  and  Batons  had  been  ex- 
hausted ;  and  these  specimens  of  the  ceramic 
art,  the  best  in  form,  material,  and  taste  of 
the  period,  did  good  service  at  the  great  an- 
niversary banquets.  The  silver  plateau  was 
f)resented  by  the  Regent  of  Portugal,  as  a 
ong  inscription  records.  Honor  to  that  poor 
rocky  nook  on  which  the  deliverance  of  the 
Peninsula  was  based — to  Portugal,  whose 
sons  did  fight  well  in  their  own  and  tJbi& 
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world's  cause,  and  who»  botb  during  the 
struggle  and  afterwards,  evinced  a  gratitude 
far  beyond  that  of  the  great  and  once  glori- 
ous sister-kingdom — unteachable,  incorrigi- 
ble Spain — then  and  still  inclined  rather  to 
forget  and  forgive  French  injuries  than  ac- 
knowledge English  benefits,  which  the  pride 
of  impotence  resents  as  implying  a  foreign 
superiority.  It  would  be  ungracious  to  find 
fault  in  this  plateau  as  a  work  of  art,  when 
the  motives  are  so  praiseworthy.  Groups 
of  female  figures  of  Fame,  whose  forms  and 
draperies  are  rather  Lusitanian  than  Grecian, 
flit  amid  palm-trees,  and  proclaim,  trumpet- 
tongued,  the  gestes  and  triumphs  of  the 
English  Cid,  who,  unfurling  the  red  cross  of 
8t.  George  on  the  banks  of  the  Tagrus,  rest- 
ed not  until  it  waved  over  the  ramparts  of 
Imperial  Paris. 

The  delicate  silver  tones  of  this  Portu- 
guese gift  contrast  with  the  golden  splendor 
of  those  from  the  august  Corporation  of 
London  in  1823 — a  fit  peace  atonement  to 
one,  of  whom,  in  the  very  Talavera  tug  of 
war,  they  recorded  discontent,  and  clamored 
for  dismissal.  Where  then,  but  for  him,  ye 
Bapient  cits,  would  your  ducats  have  been 
**  collected,"  and  by  whom  your  fat  turtles 
consumed  ?  The  shield  was  designed  by 
Mr.  Stothard — and,  although  it  cannot  rank 
with  that  of  Achilles  in  the  Iliad,  the  mili- 
tary conception  does  honor  to  the  Cellinis 
east  of  Temple  Bar.  Fitter  for  Guildhall  or 
the  Mess-room  than  the  Museum,  a  fricassee 
of  figures,  horse  and  foot,  project  in  high 
relief,  and  gather  around  the  central  Duke. 
The  cost  was  £10,000;  and,  whatever  the 
differences  about  mould  and  make,  the  many 
are  satisfied  with  the  material.  The  candela- 
bras  spring  from  columnar  bases,  where 
sentinels,  arms,  and  implements  of  glorious 
war  are  grouped — so  excellently  modelled 
and  executed,  and  so  pleasing  to  a  soldier's 
eye,  that  an  honorable  acquittal  was  certain 
when  tried  by  the  courts-martial  summoned 
on  the  18th  of  June.  Some  French  bronzes 
of  Henry  IV.,  Turenne,  Cond^,  and  Louis 
XIV.  deserve  notice  from  infinite  bravura  and 
higher  art.  The  little  bust  of  the  Duke  in 
a  comer  was  the  especial  favorite  of  the  late 
Duchess;   and  the   red   kettle-drums  were 

given  to  his  Grace  as  trophies  of  the  first 
lurmese  war.  In  conclusion,  this  room  was 
always  assigned  to  Mr.  Arbuthnot,  when  a 
visitor  at  Apsley  House. 

On  quitting  these  caves  of  Golconda,  the 
scene  changes  at  once  into  the  Spartan  sim- 
plicity of  the  Iron  Duke.      We  pass   the 
ihreabold  oi  bis  privaoy,  and  are  admitted  as 


it  were  to  a  personal  interview,  and  realin 
his  everyday  life.  The  suite  of  rooms  and 
the  contents  are  left,  by  the  present  Doke's 
especial  direction,  in  their  unchanged  state 
— a  few  articles  only  having  been  moved  to 
make  a  gangway  for  the  public.  One  glance 
at  the  Secretary's  den  will  satisfy  the  moat 
skin-flint  econombt  that  his  sitaation  was  no 
sinecure.  Plain  to  plainness,  the  only  deco- 
rations are  some  Prussian  china,  painted  with 
incidents  in  the  Duke's  life,  from  Dame  Ra- 
gueneau's  at  Eton  to  the  opening  of  the 
Waterloo  Bridge.  Every  nook  and  comer 
is  dedicated  to  work.  Around  are  heaped 
oak-cases  and  boxes,  books  of  reference,  and 
all  the  appliances*  of  pen,  ink,  and  paper. 
Near  the  fire  are  the  chair  in  which  the  Duke 
sat  when  giving  instructions,  and  the  table  at 
which,  when  alone  or  much  pressed  by  bu- 
siness, he  ate  a  hurried  but  hearty  dinner. 
On  a  smaller  table  stands  an  ordinary  deal 
box,  which  never  has  had  a  coat  of  painty 
and  is  fastened  by  the  rudest  iron  lock  and 
hasp;  yet  henceforward  this  rough  bit  ci 
carpentry  will  rank  with  the  gem-studded 
casket  of  Darius,  in  which  Alexander  depoa- 
ited  his  Bible,  Homer.  The  article  followed 
the  Duke's  fortunes  throughout  the  Penin- 
sula, and  was  generally  called  the  <<Male 
Box,"  as  an  especial  animal  was  employed 
to  carry  this  object  of  constant  solicitude,  and 
which  was  missing  more  than  once.  In  this 
humble  husk  his  most  secret  papers  were 
kept;  on  its  cover  his  plans  were  sketched 
and  his  despatches  written. 

Numberless  were  the  epistles  showered 
day  after  day,  hour  after   hour,  upon  that 
desk — for,  in  or  out  of   the   Cabinet,  the 
Duke  was  thought  to  be  the  fountain  of  post 
and  profit ;  and  very  many  of  the  effusions 
were  disposed  of  by  his  jotting  on  the  mar- 
gin, for  the  benefit  of  his  secretary,  **  Reply 
by  Circular."     The  recurrence  of  some  ap- 
plications was  so  inevitably  constant  that  ne 
had  lithographed  answers  ready,  which  only 
required  to  be  filled  up  and  dated.      Thus 
petitions  for  place,  requests  to  see  Apsley 
House,  applications  from  authors— especially 
Divines  and  Poetesses — to  be  permitted  to 
dedicate-i-these  things  and    the   like   were      ^ 
summarily  dismissed,  and  the  lithographs  sold 
subsequently  for  high  prices  as  autographs. 
The  Duke  piqued  himself  on  punctuality  of   ^3 
reply  ;  and  the  knowledge  of  this  fact  mul-    ^ 
tiplied  letters  which,  if  unanswered,  would   J 
have  probably  answered  themselves.     Cour-  ^^ 
teous,  and  writing  to   the  point  when  ad-   ^ 
dressed  with  right,  reason,  and  respect,  he  ^ 
could  sting  if  nettled,  and  parry  the  imper-  -^ 
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tinent  with  pertinent  thnists  in  that  cart 
"F.-M.  the  Duke  of  Wellington"  style 
which  has  passed  into  the  proverbial :  and 
he  took  pleasure  in  thus  double-shotting  his 
notes  with  grape  and  grapnel,  and  frequently 
would  pleasantly  allude  to  his  answer,  say- 
ing»  **  This,  they  may  read  at  Charing  Cross 
— ^but  I  don't  think  they  will."  In  vain  he 
was  told  that  traps  were  laid  by  ingenious 
autograph -collectors  to  put  him  on  his  epis- 
tdar  mettle — such  as  modest  dunnings  for 
the  payment  of  other  people's  washerwo- 
men's bills,  <fec. :  it  amused  him  to  pay  them 
off  with  their  own  coin."* 

The  interest  increases  as  the  J)uke*s  own 
Room,  the  sanctum  sanctorum^  is  approached. 
It  bears  the  look  of  the  well-garnished  com- 
fortable library  of  a  man  of  business ;  a 
character  indeed  so  impressed  that,  had  he 

f  laced  a  motto  round  his  cornice,  it  might 
are  run  thus :  "  Call  on  a  business  man  at 
basiness  times  only,  and  on  business ;  trans- 
act your  business,  and  go  about  your  busi- 
ness, in  order  to  give  him  time  lo  finish  his 
ImsfneBS."  If  ever  there  was  among  our 
laboring  classes  a  real  pains-taking  opera- 
tive,  it  was  the  Duke.  Emphatically  a  man 
of  babit  and  hard  work,  his  fixed  principle 
"was  to  do  his  duty  in  whatever  situation  it 
pleased  Providence  that  he  should  fill,  and 
^o  do  it  to  the  best  with  all  his  might.  He 
*^as  as  regular  at  early  service  and  correct 
in  his  responses  as  any  parish  clerk.  No 
nan  ever  gave  away  more  brides  at  the  al- 

*  It  WM  a  rule  with  the  Duke,  immntable  as  the 
^w«  of  the  Medea  and  Persians,  that  no  parcel,  ad- 
^reaaed  to  him,  should  be  taken  in  by  his  people, 
^vinless  the  bearer  could  diow  an  order  for  its  ad- 
aoauBion  written  by  himself  or  his  secretaiy.  A 
"wiaa  rule !  What  a  pestilence  all  private  families 
In  town  are  subjeetea  to  by  the  impudent  pertinaci- 
ty  of  the  petty  publishers  in  sending  round  their 
Tubbish  to  every  door,  in  hope  that  you  will  rather 
"pay  for  it  when  they  "  call  again  to-morrow  " — or 
anore  probably  to-morrow  week — than  be  at  the 
trouble  of  hunting  it  up  and  returning  it  The 
annoyance  from  the  Reports  and  Petitions  of  Phi- 
lADthropio  Society  joboers  is  another  equally  con- 
stant and  even  more  disgusting  nuisance,  which  the 
Puke  escaped 

Every  one  has  heard  of  Talleyrand's  grand  pre- 
«eptk — "Never  do  for  yourself  what  you  can  get 
•ome  one  else  to  do  for  you."  Never  shying  any 
trouble  that  he  best  could  meet^  the  Duice  rarely 
threw  away  time  on  trifles  that  anybody  else  could 
manajge  as  well.  For  instance,  on  the  Da<^  of  ev- 
«7  ticket  for  his  last  Ball  (14th  May,  1852)  there 
appeared  this  formula : — "  Please  send  an  answer  on 
a  Card,  or  unsealed."  Thus  all  the  answers  would 
go  directly  to  the  person  whom  it  behooved  to  have 
a  notion  for  how  many,  out  of  the  1000  or  1600 
honored  with  invitations,  supper  should  be  ready 
en  his  Graced  table. 


tar :  none  had  a  larger  tribe  of  god-ehildrea. 
He  was  as  sure  at  drill  as  any  adjutant; 
punctual  at  a  funeral  as  any  undertaker; 
regular  at  a  drawing-room  as  a  lord  of  the 
bed-chamber. 

In  this  his  studio,  all  the  tools  and  means 
of  a  consummate  artist  who  knows  the  value 
of  time  were  at  hand :  while  all  show  and 
tinsel  are  absent,  everything  present  is  solid 
and  substantial,  and  indicative  of  masculine 
nerve  and  sinew,  of  the  energy  and  intention 
of  one  who  could  bear  anything  but  idle- 
ness, and  to  whom  occupation  was  happi- 
ness.    In  truth,  he  was  the  nation's  servant- 
of-all-work,  from  the  clerk  to  the  Comman- 
der-in-chief, who  never  stinted  counsel  or  la- 
bor, whether  called  for   by  friend  or  foe, 
when  the  hoAor  and  welfare  of  his  Prbce 
might  be  forwarded.     His  secrets  of  getting 
through  each  day's  work  were  simple.      He 
rose  early  to  attend  to  the  thing  in  hand, 
one  at  a  time,  well  knowing  that  those  who 
run  after  two  hares  catch  neither.     He  sat 
down  with  a  fixed  tenacity  of  purpose,  bring- 
ing to  bear  on  his  subject  patience,  industry, 
capacity,  tact,  and  every  blossom  of  good 
sense.     He  had  in  perfection  the  rare  facul- 
ty of  abstraction,  and  could  concentrate  all 
his  powers  into  one  focus.      "  Other  men," 
said  Mr.  Arbuthnot  when  near  his  end  under 
this  roof — "  other  men  may  have  had  partic- 
ular talents  in  higher  perfection,  but  I  don't 
believe  there  ever  was  any  man  that  had  the 
same  gift  and  habit  of  bringing  all  his  re- 
sources to  bear  upon  anything  that  he  took 
into  his  consideration  at  all."      "  How  few 
are  there,"  said  Mr.  Arbuthnot,  "that,  in 
general,  set  to  work  upon  any  given  point  or 
topic  more  than  a  corner  of  their  brain !" 
This  dearest  friend  of  the  Duke's,  himself 
the  gentlest  of  human  beings,  had  been  a 
keen  observer  nevertheless. 

Everything  in  this  workshop  is  calculated 
to  insure  quiet  and  exclude  draughts ;  for 
the  Duke,  however  hardy  out  of  doors,  was 
chilly  and  loved  warmth  when  chained  down 
to  the  daily  desk.  Within  easy  reach  we 
see  the  books  he  most  frequently  consulted, 
chiefly  historical  ;  nor  is  there  any  lack  of 
easy  chairs  for  their  student.  That  in  which 
a  medal  is  inserted  was  made  of  the  elm 
under  which  he  stood  at  Waterloo.  It  was 
given  him  by  Mr.  Children — that  gentleman 
having  in  1818  purchased  the  tree  of  the 
farmer  Papillote,  who  cut  it  down  because 
plagued  by  visitors,  just  as  Shakspeare's 
mulberry  was  dealt  with  by  the  Reverend 
Goth  Gastrell.  In  another  chair,  made  from 
the  oak  of  the  T^m^raire,  Mr.  Arbuthnot 
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usuallj  eat ;  the  Duke's  place  was  naturally 
in  front  of  the  fire,  where  his  own  habitual 
chair,  with  red-leather  cushions  and  movea- 
ble desk,  still  remains.  In  it  he  was  wont, 
when  his  work  was  done,  to  amuse  himself 
with  the  paper  and  lighter  literature  of  the 
dav^-of  which  last,  when  out  of  office,  he 
was  a  diligent  devourer  and  eviscerator  of 
marrow  and  meaning — an  occasional  nap, 
and  may  be  a  blaze,  to  the  contrary  not- 
withstanding. 

At  first  entrance  an  impression  of  confu- 
sion is  conveyed  by  the  multitudinous  objects 
heaped  on  tables  and  sofas,  but  order  and 
method  may  soon  be  detected  amidst  the 
chaos.    As  nothing  ever  placed  by  the  Duke 
was  moved,  he  knew  where  at  once  to  find 
what  he  wanted.     On  the  central  table  still 
lie  his  overcoats,  of  various  colors  and  tex- 
tures, suited  to  meet  all  changes  of  the 
weather.     Close  at  hand  are  despatch-boxes 
and  courier- valises,  which  bear  the  marks  of 
rough  service — ^all  ready  for  immediate  use 
— near,  a  small  equestrian  statuette  of  the 
Queen  marks  the  Polar  Star  of  his  course. 
He  to  the  last  used  the  gqod,  old-fashioned, 
loyal  phrase  of  "  her  Majesty's  servants,"  and 
centred   in  the   Crown   all   his  notions   of 
country.     Near  also  at  hand  is  a  private 
box,  now  covered  with  a  leather  case,  which 
he  unlocked  with  an  unduplicated  key — it 
being  the  depository  of  a  constant  supply  of 
bank-notes  for  those   disbursements   as  to 
which  he   did   not  think   proper  to  make 
"  Coutts's  clerks"  his  confidants  ;  and  seldom 
that  day  passed  when  it  was  not  often  opened 
to  direct  £5  and  £10  notes  to  be  sent  in 
registered  letters  to  never-failing  applicants 
for  relief.     The  Duke,  a  Samaritan,  not  a 
Pharisee,  did  not  blazon  forth  his  name  in 
printed  subscription  lists,  or  choose  to  be 
made  a  decoy — like  many  who  have  their 
reward — but  had  a  heart  open  as  charity, 
and  a  hand  that  knew  not  what  the  other 
gave.     It  was  useless  to  prove  to  him  that 
his  bounty  was  often  abused.     He  held  that, 
as  much  had  been  given  him  by  his  country, 
much  was  required ;  and,  however  close  and 
circumspect  as  paymaster  of  state  money, 
he  was  generous  to  a  fault  with  his  own ; 
nay,  he  was  infinitely  amused  when  ingeni- 
ous tricks  were  played  on  him.     He  was 
fond   of   telling — ^and   he  did   it  at   great 
length  and  with  infinite   humor — the  par- 
ticular case  of  the  female,  Stanley,  who,  by 
a  scheme  followed  up  for  seven  years,  con- 
trived to  do  him  of  some  £500.     "An  or- 
phan daughter  of  a  soldier,"  he  would  say — 
And  we  can  only  give  an  epitome — **  peti- 


tioned for  relief ;  I  sent  her  £10 ;  soon  comes 
a  grateful  application  for  a  little  aid  to  set 
up  a  shop — granted ;  after  a  time,  trade  very 
bad  and  some  assistance  begeed — given; 
presently  a  prospect  announced  of  a  mar- 
riage with  an  industrious  young  man — wed- 
ding present  of  course;  in  due  time  a  child 
born — baby-linen  provided ;  by  and  bye  the 
infant  sickens  —  apothecary  settled  with ; 
next,  the  poor  sufferer  dies — undertaker  sa- 
tisfied ;  then  the  heart-broken  parents  wbh 
to  emigrate — outfit  and  passage  paid  ;  after 
a  few  months,  news  from  the  United  States 
that  it  does  not  answer — passage  back  paid ; 
when  an  accidental  discovery  by  the  police 
brought  an  untimely  end  to  my  poor  or- 
phan." 

The  Duke  wrote  close  to  the  fire,  and  for- 
merly seated  himself  on  a  stool  at  the  cir- 
cular-headed, old-fashioned   mahogany  bu- 
reau, still  here ;  latterly  he  stood,  and  almost 
on  the  rug,  at  an  upright  desk,  where  papers 
and  letters  remain  exactly  as  he  left  them. 
The  mantelpiece  is  no  less  characteristic  of 
the  man  ;  on  it  a  chronometer  and  pendulum 
clock   mark  his  appreciation  of  time   and 
punctuality,  the  soul  of  business.     In  fond- 
ness for  watches  he  rivalled  Charles  V.,  who 
amused  his  "  cloister  life  "  by  trying  boro- 
logical   experiments  with   his  mechanician, 
Juanelo ;  and  such  the  famous  Breguet  was 
to  Wellington,  who  delighted  not  only  in  his 
works  but  in  his  conversation.     Well  knew 
the  Veteran -Porter  that  M.  Breguet  was  to 
be  let  in  at  any  hour.     The  Duke  seldom 
had  less  than  half-a-dozen  watches  going  at 
once ;  and  when  he  travelled,  stowed  away 
as  many  more  in  a  portmanteau  made  to  fit 
his  carriage.     He  was  curious  about  the 
exact  time,  which,  like  Mr.  Stirling's  hero, 
he   could   never  get  any  two  watches   to 
keep,  possibly  because  he  wound,  or  forgot 
to  wind,  them  up  himself.     In  London  he 
relied  on  an  old  clock  in  his  hall,  which,  like 
that  at  the  Horse- Guards,  was  always  right. 
With  all  his  partiality  for  Breguet,  his  fa- 
vorite watch  was  one  of  old-fashioned  Eng- 
lish make : — it  once  belonged  to  Tippo  Saib, 
and  had  been  the  companion  of  all  his  own 
campaigns    from   Seringapatam   onwards — 
we  almost  fancy  he  would  have  risked  giv- 
ing a  battle  rather  than  lose  it.     Colonel 
Gurwood  used  to  relate  how,  when  hard 
pressed  during  some  retrograde  movement, 
the  Duke,  having  occasion  to  alight,  left  it 
on  the  ground,  and  did  not  miss  it  until  he 
had  ridden  three  miles,  when  he  went  back 
amid  the  wondering  defilers,  and  fortunately 
found  it.     A  second  watch  had  an  odd  his- 
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tory.  This  was  ordered  of  Breguet  by  Na- 
poleon, who  designed  it  for  the  fob  of  his 
tnrotber  Joseph »  and  as  a  delicate  attention 
directed  a  miniature  map  of  Spain  to  be 
wrought  in  niello  on  one  side,  with  the  im- 
perial and  royal  arms  on  the  other.  Un- 
luckily, just  as  it  was  finished,  the  Duke 
dIroTe  Joseph  out  of  his  kingdom ;  and  the 
Emperor,  finding  the  times  out  of  joint,  re- 
fused either  to  take  it  or  pay  for  it.  At  the 
peace  it  was  bought  from  Breguet  by  Sir  E. 
Paget,  and  presented  to  the  Duke.  He  had 
another,  which  the  same  artist  made  for  Ju- 
not,  the  marshal  so  trounced  by  him  in 
Portugal ;  this  is  quite  an  horological  curi- 
osity—of  which  two  only  were  ever  con- 
stracted — marking  the  lunar  and  weekly 
movements.  Latterly  the  Duke  usually 
wore  montres  de  louche,  of  which  he  had 
many,  contrived  by  Breguet,  with  certain 
•tads  or  knobs  by  which  he  could  feel  what 
o'clock  it  was,  without  the  apparent  rudeness 
of  pulling  out  his  watch  ;  accordingly,  when 
he  seemed  to  be  merely  fumbling  in  his 
pocket,  he  was  really  finding  out  how  he 
Killed  the  enemy,  time. 

The  mantelpiece  we  have  just  mentioned 
served  him  as  a  shelf  to  put  away  odds  and 
ends  :  above  it  he  hung  a  drawing  of  Lady 
Jersey,  a  profile  relievo  plaster- cast  of  Lady 
Douro,  and  another  of  Jenny  Lind.     Here, 
below   these,   he   had   stowed  away   some 
small   casts — one    of    Napoleon,   with    his 
eagle-look    when    consul ; — others    of    the 
Chancellors  Brougham  and  Lyndhurst,  with 
full-bottomed   wigs,    by  D'Orsay ;  also,  to 
keep   those   venerable  objects  company,  a 
Bnddhist  idol,  in  alabaster  and  gola,  taken 
at   Ava,   and  given  him  with   the  kettle- 
drums.    This  is  the  only  relic  the  conqueror 
of  Assaye  possessed  of  the  East,  where  his 
%tar,  too,  arose ;  that  India  where  he  lived 
•o  long  and  did  so  much — which  he  remem- 
bered so  accurately — and  on  which  he  wrote 
%o  Lord  Derby  a  most  vigorous  and  lucid 
^nemorandum,  three  weeks  only  before  his 
fdeath,  and  at  a  moment  when  he  was  pro- 
^K>unced  by  Manchester  oracles  to  be  "  over- 
come with  childish  timidity  and  imbecility  of 
mind  and  purpose  !  1" 

The  Duke  was  no  collector  of  relic  remi- 
niscences ;  the  incessant  claims  of  each  '*  to- 
day" precluded  lingering  on  retrospects  and 
Tebiulding    recollections;    amidst   the    keen 
struggle  with  the  present  and  the  future,  tlie 
past  could  find  small  place  in  the  mind  of  a 
practical  soldier,  who  looked  forward*  and 
advanced,  rather  than   retreated.      Accord- 
ingly, there  is  nothing  to  recal  Eton,  where 


he  gained  his  first  fight:  no  Brocas,  no 
Father  Thames — scenes  which  his  classical 
brother  doted  on  and  wrote  verses  about  to 
the  last — amidst  which,  indeed,  that  fine 
scholar  was,  by  his  own  direction,  buried ; 
— nothing  of  those  early  campaigns  in  Hol- 
land, where,  from  the  mistakes  and  misfor- 
tunes of  others,  and  in  the  Jtem  school  of 
adversity,  young  Arthur  Wellesley  must 
have  learnt  so  much — for  the  hardiest  mari- 
ners are  formed  in  the  roughest  seas; 
nothing  again  of  India,  the  starting  point  of 
his  fortunes,  where  he  was  taught  how  to 
combat  heat  and  fever  by  temperance  and 
exercise,  and  to  parry  the  double-dealine 
braggart  Orientals  by  truth,  firmness,  and 
matter  of  fact:  a  lesson  most  useful  in 
after-times,  when  acting  with  the  semi- 
Moorish  Spaniard.  There  is  little,  indeed, 
of  the  Pemnsula  itself — not  even  one  view 
of  his  own  Soto  de  Roma,  nestling  in  the 
lovely  Yega  of  Granada,  on  the  banks  of 
the  Xenil,  and  refreshed  with  the  cool  airs 
of  the  snow-capped  Sierra  Nevada.  We 
cannot  however  doubt  that,  had  he  lived,  he 
would  have  enjoyed  the  panorama  of  this 
*'  bit  of  heaven  fallen  to  earth,"  which  Mr. 
Burford  has  just  executed  with  such  con*- 
mendable  accuracy. 

One  should  not  pass  too  hastily  that  red- 
morocco-cushioned  sofa,  used  more  as  a  ta- 
ble than  a  settee,  and  covered  with  boxes 
and  papers :  on  it  still  remain  a  few  prints 
just  as  he  placed  them ;  one  of  himself,  when 
younger;  another,  the  Cocked* hat  (carica- 
ture) profile  by  Byron's  Cupidon  dichaini — 
whose  agreeable  manners  and  lively  conver- 
sation seem  to  have  made  the  Duke  a  very 
lenient  judge  of  his  artistical  efforts — ("  at 
any  rate,"  he  would  say,  "  D^Orsay  always 
makes  one  look  like  a  gentleman"). — A  third 
is  the  head  of  Lieutenant  Waghom,  ihe  ori- 
ginator of  the  Overland  route,  whose  enter- 
prising spirit  pleased  the  great  man. 

One  door  in  this  library  affords  immediate 
access  to  his  bed-room — if  such  a  term  may 
be  given  to  a  confined  barrack  bivouc,  ex- 
posed to  the  draughts  of  seven  openings,  and 
with  only  a  few  chairs  and  a  narrow  single 
bed  for  furniture ;  yet  here  slept  soundly  the 
Statesman,  laden  with 

<  A  burden  'twould  sink  a  navy.' 

He  possessed  the  uncommon  and  enviable 
faculty  of  commanding  instantaneous  sleep, 
and,  however  critical  the  moment,  could  sur- 
render himself  to  nature's  best  restorer, 
whether  on  a  bench  under  a  tree,  or  any- 
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where,  to  awake  refreshed  as  a  lariant,  and 
ready  again  for  any  work.  He  eeldom  failed 
to  make  this  good  ase  of  the  rare  occurrence 
of  a  spare  hour.  He  could  face  without  fear 
the  demon  Responsibility,  before  whom  in- 
ferior minds  quake  and  quail,  and  having 
done  his  best,  leave  the  final  issue  to  a  higher 
power.  Three  years  spent  under  canvass  in 
India  taught  him  the  comfort  of  the  ground- 
floor,  and  on  it  his  sleeping  cot  was  placed 
both  here  and  at  Strathfieldsaye — where  in- 
deed the  cot  was  merelv  a  sofa:  at  Walmer 
he  had  a  little  camp-bed,  which  he  brought 
with  him  and  took  away.  Curtained  indul- 
gences and  eider-down  pillows  had  no  charms 
tor  him,  whose  hard  mattress  was  so  narrow 
that  all  stretchings  were  impossible ;  he 
heartily  approved  the  old  saying  that  *  when 
a  man  catches  himself  turning  in  his  bed  it  is 
time  for  him  to  turn  out ' — and  he  often  did 
80  himself,  lighting  his  fire  with  his  own 
hand,  for  he  slept  far  away  from  servants. 
An  old  military  cloak  was  always  placed  at 
niffht  within  reach,  that  he  might  cover  him- 
self if  chilly ;  this  reHc  still  remains  in  his 
dressing  room,  and  he  had  drawn  it  over  his 
shoulders  during  the  last  night  of  his  life. 

The  Duke  kept  his  bedroom  plain,  that 
notlimg  might  interfere  with  the  real  pur- 
pose— sleep — or  distract  the  oblivious  sensa- 
tions that  slide  into  death's  counterfeit.  A 
few  poor  framed  prints  are  here  placed  above 
the  doors,  chiefly,  as  he  said,  to  be  '  out  of 
the  way.'  One  is  of  a  Russian  General, 
whose  name  nobody  can  spell :  another  is  of 
an  engineer  equally  unknown  to  fame.  Over 
the  entrance  rests  the  likeness  of  a  certain 
mediaeval  lady  who  kept  a  tobacconist's  shop 
near  Wilton  Place,  and  carried  her  Duke- 
worship  to  monomania.  A  knife  and  fork 
were  laid  for  him  at  her  table  every  day,  and 
his  absence  was  supplied  by  his  bust.  She 
pestered  him  with  offerings,  until  he  accepted 
her  portrait  to  get  rid  of  the  original,  and 
put  It  here  to  get  rid  of  the  copy.  Opposite 
fie  placed  two  crayon  heads  of  Lady  Douro, 
by  John  Hayter,  and  in  such  a  position  that 
his  last  look  might  fall,  and  his  first  might 
Kght,  on  the  noble  and  graceful  features  so 
dear  to  him — hers,  his  love  and  admiration 
for  whom  are  betokened  by  so  many  busts 
and  pictures — the  best  ornaments,  in  his 
eyes,  of  Apsley  House. 

His  dressing-room  adjoins — a  good  large 
room,  and  well  appointed  with  arm-chairs, 
wardrobes,  and  all  the  appliances  for  what 
the  euphuists  term  the  due  '  performance  of 
ablutions.'  The  Duke,  scrupulously  neat  in 
his  person,  well  knew  the  bracing  benefits  of 


cold  water  and  vinegar  used  externally,  and 
of  iced  water  taken  internally — long  his  sole 
beverage.     It  is  reported  that,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  one  eminent  friend  of  his  own, 
older  than  himself,  there  was  no  man  in  Lon- 
don who  gave,  morning  and  night,  so  much 
time  to  the  flesh -brush.      He  shaved  and 
dressed  himself  to  the  last;  and  if  our  hero 
did  not  appear  great  before  his  valet,  it  was 
simply  because  none  was  present.     He  hated 
the  incumbrance  of  help ;  all  he  required 
was,  to  have  every  thing  ready  in  its  right 
place.     Thus  all  his  orders   and   uniforms 
were  at  hand,  as,  whenever  he  dined  with 
any  foreigner  of  high  rank,  he  made  a  point 
to  wear  the  national  badge  of  his  country. 
In  the  same  courteous  feeling  he  used  his 
foreign  titles,  and  never,  for  instance,  once 
wrote  to  M.  Van  der  Weyer,  the  Belgiaa 
envoy,  without  signing,  'Wellington,  Pnnce 
de  Waterloo ' — or  to  any  Spaniard,   even 
Alava,  without  remembering  the  Dukedom 
of  Ciudad-Rodrigo.      On  his  twenty-seven 
orders  and  stars  Lord  Downes  has  written  a 
volume,  just  as  Herschel  might  do  on  the 
milky  way ;  and  they  all  were  exhibited  at 
Messrs.  Garrard's  by  the  favor  of  the  pre- 
sent Duke.      This  galaxy,   such   as   never 
cuirassed  another  bosom,  will  remain  an  heir- 
loom, as  every  Sovereign  in  Europe,  proud 
that  his  contribution  should  be  perpetuated, 
has  declined  the  usual  restitution.     He  wore 
his  decorations  without  ostentation  or  affec- 
tation.    One  who  had  towered  so  high  might 
well  be  above  false  modesty ;  and  he  bore 
his  faculties  so  nobly,  that  none  either  envied 
or  begrudged  an  unparalleled  accumulation  of 
badges  which  all  knew  to  be  simply  the  na- 
tural accessories  of  hard  work  successfully 
performed.     His  own  Waterloo  medal,  en- 
graved '^  Arthur,  Duke  of  Wellington,"  and 
much  worn  by  use,  with  the  ring  cobbled 
and  mended  by  himself,  is  indeed  a  relic. 
Nor  did  he  set  less  store  by  his  "  good  con- 
duct "  and  his  "  30  years'  service     medals, 
which  he  had  gained  like  the  humblest  of 
his  comrades.     He  was,  however,  entirely 
without  vanity  or  conceit  regarding  such  per- 
sonalities.    For  example,  he  broke  up  the 
diamond  Star  of  the  St,  Esprit,  given  him 
by  Louis  XVIII.,  and  worth  30,000/.,  in  or- 
der  to   make  with  it,  and  sundry  brilliant 
snuff-boxes,  a  necklace  for  Lady  Douro.     In 
like  manner  the  splendid  Star  of  the  Garter 
that  had  belonged  to  his  eldest  brother,  and 
which  he  purchased  at  the  Marquis's  death, 
changed   shape   to  form   a  gift  for  Lady 
Charles  Wellesley. 
A  communication  opens  from  the  bed- room 
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into  the  garden,  in  which  it  was  his  hahit  to 
walk  before  breakfast — hardly  ever  stopt  by 
weather — for  he  had  taken  care  to  have  the 
circuit  laid  down  with  a  flag  pavement.  The 
▼Uitor  by  this  time  has  got  many  glimpses 
into  the  secret  of  his  longevity — the  resolute 
and  systematic  employment  of  the  simplest 
and  best  means  for  keeping  up  his  condition, 
physical  and  moral,  to  be  fit  for  duty.  Like 
Torenne,  he  was  weakly  when  young,  and 
pawed  two  years  at  Angers  chiefly  on  his 
Bofa  playing  with  a  pet  dog.  India,  his  doc- 
tor as  well  as  schoolmaster,  converted  the 
invalid  into  iron.  The  Duke  remembered 
bis  previous  career  with  no  pleasure,  and 
seldom  alluded  to  it.  His  real  life  began  in 
India,  where  his  body  ripened  by  that  genial 
sun,  and  the  exercise  of  command  called 
forth  every  dorniant  capability  of  the  General 
and  Statesman.  There  he  conquered  and 
governed  regions  larger  than  Spain,  and 
riralled  Olive  in  everything  but  snaking  of 
the  rupee- tree. 

The  windows  outside  his  dressing-room  are 
aeeured  by  iron  bars ;  and  near  them  stands 
aaentry-box  supplied  with  a  dark  lantern. 
Assurances  might  well  be  made  doubly  sure 
when  treasures  so  costly  and  a  life  so  much 
more  precious  were  exposed :  but  to  him 
personal  fear  was  utterly  unknown.  We 
may  cite,  as  an  instance,  the  madman  who 
flTOi  access  to  his  library,  and  signified  his 
intention  of  killing  him  in  obedience  to  a  di- 
Tine  command.  The  Duke  just  looked  up 
from  his  desk  :  "  Are  you  in  a  hurry  ?  for  I 
have  many  letters  to  write ;  could  you  come 
again  in  an  hour  ?"  The  maniac,  tasen  aback 
by  hn  coolness,  retired,  to  be  taken  up. 
Again,  when  the  Duke  was  warned  by  his 
solicitor  that  another  madman  intended  to 
attempt  his  life:  "Never  mind;  he  won't 
hurt  me,"  was  his  reply. — "Ah!  but  he  is 
going  to  speak  to  the  Queen,  as  you  won't 
see  him." — "  Oh!"  rejoined  the  Duke;  "  then 

g'ive  instant  information  to  the  Secretary'  of 
Ute." 

Those  who  now  slowly  depart  by  his  ac- 
customed walk,  where  he  alone  is  missing, 
may  well  ponder  on  this  remarkable  house, 
into  which  it  has  been  their  good  fortune  to 
be  admitted,  thus  to  pay  a  last  homage  to 
the  illustrious  deceased.  They  have  passed 
through  the  saloons  of  the  Imperator,  crowd- 
ed with  all  emblems  and  all  trophies  of  valor 
and  victory,  into  the  private  cabinet  of  the 
hoary  Princeps  Senatus — unwearied  in  all 
duties  of  civil  life,  who  accumulated  golden 
opinions  to  the  end ;  and  many,  no  doubt, 
can  now  appreciate  better  than  before  the 


complete  mastery  of  the  spiritual  over  the 
material,  and  the  self-abnegation  of  our  last 
and  only  great  man. 

It  was  the  Duke's  habit,  at  the  close  of 
Parliament  and  the  London  season,  to  ex- 
change the  wear  and  tear  of  the  town  for 
the  repose  and  retirement  of  Walmer  Oastle. 
A  walk  on  the  sea-blown  beach,  and  a  canier 
on  the  velvety  downs,  braced  up  his  frame, 
and  refreshed  and  exhilarated  his  mind; 
while  Strathfieldsaye,  lying  low  on  heavy 
clays,  depressed  him  both  phy&ically  and 
morally.  Yet  the  faithful  old  servant  of  the 
Crown  was  never  idle  when  seemingly  rest- 
ing under  the  shadow  of  his  rock.  The 
Warden  kept  good  watch  over  the  Ohannel, 
which  his  outpost  commanded.  That  search- 
ing eye  first  spied  into  the  nakedness  of  our 
defences,  and,  a  lion  in  the  foes'  path,  he 
forthwith  suggested  the  remedy.  He  warned 
the  country,  in  his  speeches  and  otherwise, 
that  we  were  not  safe  for  a  week  after  the 
declaration  of  war.  The  ancient  soldier  was 
voted  a  Oassandra  by  civilians  cunning  in 
calico,  and  for  too  long  a  period  his  counsels 
were  scouted  ;  but  he  lived  to  hear  his  last 
Parliamentary  speech  on  the  Militia  Bill 
cheered ;  and  his  views  on  national  defences 
are  being  carried  out,  now  that  he  is  no 
longer  living.  Thus,  indeed,  do  the  spirits 
of  the  great  survive.  If  long  life  be  esteemed 
a  blessing,  the  Duke's  days  were  lengthened 
beyond  the  span  of  ordinary  mortals ;  and, 
if  he  were  fortunate  in  that  long  life,  he  was 
no  less  so  in  the  close— /e/tx  opportunitate 
mortis,  Osesar  was  stabbed — Hannibal  died 
of  poison,  Alexander  the  Great  of  excesses, 
Oromwell  amidst  the  agonies  of  remorse  and 
terror — Napoleon  wasted  in  a  prison-isle, 
squabbling  with  his  jailer  about  rations. 
Wellington-^who  in  the  battle  and  breeze 
wore  a  charmed  life — whose  guardian  angel 
turned  aside  the  bullet  and  stilled  the  storm, 
in  order  that  the  destined  instrument  might 
fulfil  his  mission — he,  after  his  great  work 
was  done,  had  full  time  given  him  for  con- 
templating the  stroke  of  nature  with  all  the 
clearness  of  hb  faculties,  and  at  last  met  it, 
without  pain,  in  his  own  peaceful  bed-cham- 
ber. There  is  no  occasion  to  envy  for  him 
even  such  a  glorious  exit  as  that  of  Nelson 
— passing  at  once  from  the  fierce  blaze  of 
victory  into  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death.  "His  sun,"  said  the  preacher, 
^*  shone  brightly  through  a  long,  unclouded 
day ;  and,  in  descending,  continued  to  shed  a 
mild,  undimmed  radiance  over  the  hemi- 
sphere which  it  had  so  long  gladdened.  He 
survived  the  dazzling  glories  of  his  noon^  th&t 
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be  might  enbflDce  tbem  b^  tbe  genial  wannth 
and  eoft«Tted  lustre  of  bia  declining  day." 

A  walk,  iropntdeatly  prolonged  by  the 
indomitable  octogenarian  on  a  hot  day  id 
tbe  Becood  week  of  September,  made  him 
confess  that  '  he  wax  fairly  beaten  at  last ;' 
and,  on  the  14th,  an  evei)t,  long  in  sight 
as  it  were,  came  on  the  country  by  surprise. 
The  Duke  awoke  -early  as  usual,  complained 
of  nneasinesB,  '  sent  for  the  apothecary,'  was 
seised  with  a  fit,  and  spoke  no  more.  He 
made  signs  to  be  moved  into  hia  arm-chair, 
and,  seated  there,  at  twenty  minutes  past 
three  his  miglity  spirit  passid  quietly  away 
like  '  any  ChriBtom  child,'  and 

'  He  save  his  Jionore  to  the  world  again. 
His  blessed  part  to  heaven,  and  slept  Jo  peace.' 

Seldom,  indeed,  could  it  have  fallen  to 
the  lot  of  any  conqueror  to  look  back  so 
entirely  oiT  the  whole  past  without  fear  or 
reproach.  More  precious  than  the  mHrshars 
staff— the  million — all  the  titles  and  iropfaiea 
that  sovereigns  could  crowd  on  him — more 
desirable  even  than  hia  enduring  place  in  the 
first  roll  of  martial  Fame — ia  the  reflection 
that  his  deeds  were  done  for  the  deliverance 
of  oppressed  nationa — for  the  safety  and  ho- 
nor of  his  own  country  and  the  civiliaod 
world.  His  campaigns  were  sanctified  by 
the  cause ;  sullied  bv  no  cruelty,  by  no 
crimes;  the  chariot-wheels  of  hia  triumphs 
bad  been  followed  by  no  curses ;  hia  laurels 
were  intertwined  with  the  olive-branch  ;  and 
in  the  hour  of  expiring  consciouanesa  he  may 
have  remembered  bis  vie  tori  ea  among  hia 
good  works.  He  died  in  the  eighty-fourth 
year  of  his  age,  having  exhausted  glory,  hav- 
mg  left  no  duty  incomplete,  and  no  honor 
unbestowed. 

Apsley  House,  in  its  closed  deserted  lone- 
lineas  on  the  18th  of  November,  formed  a 
marked  feature  in  the  public  funeral  of  the 
Duke  of  Wellington ;  it  stood  without  sign 
of  life,  as  the  cold  corse  of  its  departed  mas- 
ter was  carried  past.  In  consequence  of  a 
purely  accidental  occurrence  a  hall  occurred 
at  this  spot,  and  the  funeral  car  paused 
under  the  triumphal  arch  which  pedestals 
his  coloaaal  statue.  Ithas  not  perhaps  been 
generally  observed  that  on  fine  afternoons 
the  sun  casts  the  shadow  of  thia  eqneArian 
figure  full  upon  Apsley  Houae,  and  the 
sombre  image  maybe  seen  gliding  spirit-like 
over  tbe  front.  We  may  add,  also,  that  we 
consider  the  glorious  weather  of  the  IBth 
neither  accidental  nor  without  significance. 
The  vaunted  toleil d' Austerlitz  never  gilded 
oceasioa  90  worthj.    For  weeks  and  weeks 
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previously,  the  buckets  of  heaven  had  been 
emptjed,  and  murky  was  the  pail  that  \mi 
long  throuded  the  earth:  on  that  day  tbi 
curtain  was  drawn  up,  and  the  heavena 
smiled  approval  aa  the  juat  man  was  held  in 
remembrance.  When  the  last  ritea  were 
:luded,  and  hia  honored  remains  laid  in 
consecrated  earth,  the  curtain  fell  again,  and, 
to  mark  the  exceptional  favor,  dark  and 
heavy  clouds  continued  to  weep  for  weeka, 
and  the  winds  to  howl  and  lament.  Ndtber 
can  we  forget  that,  on  the  9lh  of  Jannarj, 
1806,  when  Nelson  marshalled  the  way  to 
St.  Paul's,  a  similar  providential  manifests- 
was  vouofasafed. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  /fiv 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  Philotopky. 

The  people,  the  congregated  millions,  lent 
to  thia  solemnity  its  greatest  grandeur,  and 
tbe  decorum  and  reverence  of  those  who 
went  to  see  formed  to  us  the  most  memo- 
rable part  of  a  spectacle  which  undertaken 
could  not  mar.  On  that  day,  when  they 
buried  him,  all  Israel  mourned  for  him  ;  ths 
capital  of  England  became  the  central  scene 
of  the  hero-norship  nf  Europe,  saved,  not 
subdued,  by  his  sword — and  some  of  the 
best  and  noblest  soldiers  of  other  lands  were 
present,  by  command  of  their  mouarcha,  to 
pay  such  a  parting  tribute  ns  bad  never  be- 
fore been  suggested  in  the  case  either  <rf 
English  or  of  foreign  Worthy.  A  Prince  of 
the  royal  blood  was  in  immediate  charge  of 
the  troops:  but  the  new  Commander-in- 
Chief,  who  had  so  often  shared  in  danger 
and  success  with  hia  lost  friend,  was  active 
and  conspicuons : — 
'On  battle  morn  or  festal  day  the  ranks  migbt 

well  be  glad 
When  Hsrdinge  rides  along  the  line : — To^j 
those  ranks  are  sad.' 

Dense  files  of  horse,  foot,  and  artillery  slow- 
ly advanced  through  a  living  avenue  greater 
than  the  population  of  continental  kini^ams. 
Each  animated  atom  was  imbued  with  one 
thought  and  grief — a  million  hearts  throbbed 
with  one  pulsation.  Th«  whole  State  of 
Britain  was  there.  The  sorrowing  Sovereign 
herself  appeared  in  the  person  of  her  Con- 
sort. Every  civil  dignity  was  represented — 
every  military  branch  sent  a  delegate — every 
regiment  a  comrade  and  witness.  A  militarr 
funeral  is  always  impressive — but  there  will 
never  perhaps  be  another  like  to  this- 
Tramp,  tramp,  the  long  procession  moved  on 
to  the  roll  of  the  muffled  drum,  and  to  the 
dirge-like  melody  of  the  dead  march,  and  the 
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aged  Pensioners  from  Chelsea  followed  their 
chief  once  more,  and  the  poor  old  horse  .with- 
oot  its  rjder ;  and  as  the  coffin  passed,  every 
head  was  bared,  every  breath  held  in,  every 
eye  moistened.  Then  to  the  booming  of 
minute-guns,  and  to  the  tolling  of  the  great 
bell,  they  carried  him  into  St.  PauFs  to  be 
treasured  up  in  the  heart-core  of  London. 
The  pall  was  borne  by  those  who  had  carried 
his  standards  from  the  Tagus  to  the  Seine, 
and  shared  in  every  victory  from  Viraiero  to 
Waterloo ;  and  as  the  cold  winds,  blowing 
through  the  vasty  aisles,  moved  the  plumes 
of  the  helmet  on  the  coffin,  it  seemed  as  if 
He  stirred  to  dispute  victory  with  death. 
Then  amid  swelling  choirs,  and  with  the  no- 
blest ritual  ever  composed,  and  never  more 
impressively  read,  they  placed  the  soldier  by 
the  seaman  ;  thus,  while  hoary  veterans  tot- 
tered over  the  grave,  and  thousands  and  ten 


thousands  looked  a  last  farewell,  the  coffin 
slowly  descended  into  the  dark  vault— dust 
to  dust — and  Wellington  was  laid  alongside 
Nelson. 

We  have  been  much  struck,  and  we  have 
reason  to  believe  that  the  Duke*s  surviving 
friends  have  been  much  gratified,  with  a  set 
of  verses  "on  the  18th  of  November,  1852," 
from  the  pen  of  Lord  Ellesmere — an  attached 
and  valued  member  of  his  Grace's  private 
circle.  We  wish  we  could  afford  a  larger 
extract  from  this  poem — certainly,  as  far  as 
we  have  seen,  greatly  superior  to  any  other 
which  the  occasion  has  produced — but  we  must 
limit  ourselves  to  the  following  lines.  Hav- 
ing alluded  in  a  very  feeling  and  also  skilful 
manner  to  the  most  eminent  veterans  that 
attended  their  chief's  obsequies.  Lord  Elles- 
mere thus  resumes  the  grand  point  of  univer- 
sal interest : — 


^  It  is  that  while  all  these  and  more  have  answerM  to  the  call, 
No  voice  again  shall  answer  to  the  greatest  name  of  all. 
It  is  that  we  shall  see  no  more  on  yonder  esplanade 
That  well-known  form  emerging  from  the  vaulted  portaVs  shade  ; 
That  we  shall  miss  from  where  we  stand  at  many  an  evening*s  close 
That  sight  which  told  of  duty  done  and  toirs  well-earned  repose: 
Pursued  by  murmurM  blessings,  as  he  passed  upon  his  way, 
While  lovers  broke  their  converse  off,  and  chilaren  left  their  play ; 
And  child  or  man  who  cross'd  his  path  was  proud  at  eve  to  tell, 
'  We  met  him  on  his  homeward  riac.    The  Duke  was  looking  well. 
We  pasflM  him  close,  we  saw  him  near,  and  we  were  seen  by  him — 
Our  hats  were  off — he  touched  his  own,  one  finger  to  the  brim." 
That  sight  the  loiterer*s  pace  could  mend,  from  careworn  brows  erased 
The  lines  of  thought,  and  busy  men  grew  idlers  while  they  gazed. 
Oh  !  throned  in  England's  heart  of  hearts,  what  meed  to  man  allow'd 
Could  match  that  homage  paid  to  thee,  the  reverence  of  the  crowd  ? 
Oh  I  weighed  with  this,  how  light  the  gifts  bv  thankful  Sovereigns  showered 
For  thrones  upheld,  and  right  maintained,  and  lawless  wrong  o'erpowerM : 
The  pictured  clay  from  Sevres  mould,  or  stamp'd  by  Saxon  skill — 
And  ores,  by  Lisbon's  craftsmen  wrought,  from  mines  of  far  Brazil — 
Broad  lands  on  which  thro*  burning  tears  an  exiPd  King  look*d  down, 
Where  silver  Darro  winds  beneath  Grenada's  mural  crown: — 
The  Batons  eight  of  high  command,  which  tell,  with  gems  inlaid  , 
What  hosts  from  Europe's  rescued  realms  their  bearers  rule  obey'd  : 
BuwarofTs  cross,  and  Churchill's  Georcre,  the  Fleece  which  once  of  old 
Upon  Imperial  Charles's  breast  display  d  its  pendent  gold. 
Well  won,  well  worn,  yet  still  they  came  unheeded,  scarce  desired ; 
Above  them  all  shone  Duty's  star  by  which  thy  soul  was  fired. 
High  prizes  such  as  few  can  reach,  but  fewer  soar  above, 
Thy  single  aim  was  England's  weal,  thy  guerdon  England's  love !  *' 
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M.    AMPERE    IN    NEW    YOEK. 


FROM  THE  "  PR03iENADE  EN  AMERIQUE,^  BY  MONS.  J.  J.  AMPERE,  OF  THE 

FRENCH  ACADEMY. 


On  my  return  from  Cincinnati,  I  arrived 
in  New  York  on  Sunday.  The  ordinary  so- 
briety of  a  Sabbath  in  the  United  States  was 
augmented  by  dull  and  cloudy  weather. 
How  different  from  this  was  the  splendid 
day  of  my  arrival  here !  It  is  a  different  sea- 
son, a  different  climate.  Suffering  and  even 
sick  as  I  was,  I  heard  news  which  troubled 
me  not  a  little.  There  are  some  sad  days  in 
a  traveller's  life.  But  I  knew  it  was  wrong 
and  unmanly  to  give  way  to  sentiments  of 
sorrow — ana  exertion  was  the  only  com- 
forter in  my  present  affliction. 

My  first  impulse  was  to  call  on  Mr.  Da- 
vies,  and  examine  those  relics  of  antiquity 
discovered  in  the  ancient  mounds,  some  of 
which  I  had  visited  on  my  return  from  Cin- 
cinnati. Mr.  Davies  most  obligingly  showed 
me  his  collection,  taking  pains  to  unpack  the 
principal  articles,  imparting  to  me  at  the 
same  time  much  information  quite  as  curi- 
ous as  the  objects  themselves.  The  princi- 
pal thing  observable  was  pipes,  but  they  are 
of  a  very  curious  construction.  The  bowl  is 
commonly  made  in  imitation  of  an  animal, 
and  sometimes  of  a  human  figure.  The  ani- 
mals are  sculptured  in  a  remarkable  way — 
the  physiognomy  of  the  species  is  in  general 
very  well  done,  as  one  may  observe  in  Egyp- 
tian sculpture,  and  as  I  observed  at  Ley  den 
in  the  Japanese  collection  of  Mr.  Siebold. 
The  Indian  artists  have  succeeded  admirably 
in  reproducing  the  characters  of  quadrupeds 
and  birds,  as  they  most  naturally  exhibit 
themselves.  The  falcon  is  tearing  his  prey — 
the  otter  is  seizing  a  fish,  with  a  strong  re- 
ality of  expression.  The  falcon  tears  the 
flesh  ;  the  otter  bites  in  earnest.  The  heron 
has  been  as  truly  represented  by  the  un- 
known sculptor  as  by  the  great  poet.  The 
joints  of  his  long  legs  and  the  scales  of  the 
fish  are  most  accurately  marked.  It  is  so 
too  with  the  reptiles — with  the  form  of  the 
head  of  the  rattle-snake,  and  the  wrinkles  of 


the  toad.  There  is  a  thorough  American 
menagerie; — the  squirrel,  the  tortoise,  the 
eagle,  the  beaver  and  all.  It  is  not  a  flEuicy 
sketch,  like  that  of  the  Mexican ;  nor  is  it 
coarse,  like  the  rude  drawings  of  the  Red 
Skins;  it  is  an  art  widely  differing  from 
either.  There  are  also  men  s  heads  remark- 
ably well  done ; — one  of  them  represents  a 
chieftain  whose  face  has  been  tattooed  ;  ano- 
ther man  is  taken  on  all  fours,  and  shedding 
tears.  He  is  probably  an  enemy,  and  repre- 
sented in  this  way  to  give  his  foe  an  oppor- 
timity  of  smoking  across  the  image  of  his 
person. 

The  great  number  of  pipes  proves  that 
smoking  was  in  use  a  thousand  years  ago 
at  least.  One  will  be  less  surprised  at  this 
when  he  reflects  that  smoking  has  been  con- 
sidered a  religious  rite  among  the  different 
Indian  tribes,  and  that  even  now  it  forms  an 
essential  part  of  the  ceremony  in  the  ratifi- 
cation of  treaties.  I  have  collected  a  num- 
ber of  passages  to  show  that  the  burning  of 
tobacco  was  an  act  of  homage  to  the  Divin- 
ity. However  strange  it  may  seem  to  some, 
tobacco  was  incense. 

A  singular  tradition  eitists  among  the  sav- 
ages living  between  the  Upper  Mississippi 
and  the  Upper  Missouri.  There  is  found 
there  a  red  stone  of  which  pipes  are  made. 
All  the  tribes  of  the  vicinity  assemble  there, 
both  in  time  of  war  and  peace ;  for  they  say 
the  Great  Spirit  watches  over  the  place,  and 
that  there  neither  the  war-club  nor  the 
scalping-knife  ever  harm  an  enemy.  The 
Sioux  say  that  once  the  Great  Spirit  sent 
his  messengers  to  assemble  all  the  tribes  in 
the  red -stone  quarry.  He  took  a  bit  of  the 
stone,  of  which  he  made  a  pipe  ;  smoked  it 
over  the  assembled  Indians,  and  told  them 
that  "  although  war  prevailed  abroad,  there 
should  be  perpetual  peace  with  them  ;  that 
the  place  belonged  as  much  to  one  as  ano- 
ther, and  that  all  pipes  should  be  made  from 
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that  red  stone."  Having  said  this,  a  thick 
cload'  issued  from  his  pipe,  in  which  he  van- 
ished from  their  sight.  The  rocks  were  en- 
tirely enveloped  in  flame :  two  women,  seized 
by  its  scorching  power,  fell  tinder  two  sa- 
cred rocks,  and  no  one  can  carry  off  the  red 
•tone  without  their  consent.  From  what  has 
been  said,  one  will  not  be  astonished  at  the 
pipes  that  are  met  with  in  such  profusion  in 
the  Ohio  mounds,  which  were  constructed 
for  objects  no  less  funereal  than  religious. 

Besides  the  pipes,  Mr.  Davies  has  collected 
a  large  number  of  curiosities,  derived  from 
the  same  source.  There  are  implements  of 
war,  and  lance-heads  of  flint-stone,  a  thing 
very  commonly  met  with  ;  and,  what  is  pe- 
culiar to  America,  there  are  some  of  milky 
quartz  or  rock  crystal.  Both  seem  to  be  an 
imitation  of  a  natural  model  furnished  by 
the  fossil  teeth  of  sharks,  and  the  mounds 
contain  a  great  number  of  these,  as  well  as 
the  teeth  of  bear»  and  alligators. 

Some  utensils  found  in  the  mounds  seem 
to  indicate  a  high  degree  of  skill.  There  are 
stone  scissors,  polished  with  sand,  and  a 
Idnd  of  wheel  showing  a  groove  on  the  out- 
side, as  though  it  might  have  been  made  to 
turn  by  a  band  passing  over  it.  There  are 
several  articles  of  pottery  of  various,  and 
•ometimes  graceful  forms,  some  of  which 
jireaent,  on  their  surface,  festoons  and  orna- 
anenta  far  surpassing  what  is  ordinarily  seen 
among  the  aborigines  of  the  same  country. 
^^hey  tind,  also,  heaps  of  little  shells,  leaving 
one  to  suppose  they  were  used  as  money,  as 
'they  still  are  ui  the  East  Indies  ;  but  among 
^em  all  there  are  neither  gold  nor  iron  to 
1>e  met  with. 

It  is  remarkable,  that  generally  in  these 
jnounds,  one  class  of  objects  is  to  be  found, 
to  the  exclusion  of  all  others.  Uere  are 
pipes ;  there  are  arrow-heads  of  flint-stone ; 
there  are  little  plates  of  mica  which  served 
probably  for  ornaments  or  insignia.  Mr. 
i)avies  thinks  that  each  class  of  objects  was 
consecrated  to  some  particular  divinity,  and 
that  the  bones  found  among  them  belonged 
to  t;.e  priest  or  chief  attached  to  his  pecu- 
liar worship. 

The  collection  of  Mr.  Davies,  unique  in  its 
land,  for  there  is  nothing  in  Europe  like  it, 
'would  prove  a  rare  acquisition  to  a  museum. 
I  wish  very  much  we  could  have  it  in  France. 
The  gentleman  to  whom  this  belongs  (Mr. 
-  Davies)  is  not  only  an  archaeologist,  but  at 
the  same  time  Professor  in  one  of  the  Medi- 
cal Schools  in  New  York. 

A  medical  school  here  is  not  a  govern- 
ment institution,  but  a  free  corporation,  regu- 


lated by  its  own  laws  ;  so  that  there  may  be 
as  many  medical  colleges  as  schools  of  any 
other  kind.  The  college  to  which  Mr.  Da- 
vies is  attached  was  formed  in  this  way.  A 
number  of  gentlemen  subscribe  a  capital — 
$50,000.  The  professors  are  partners  in  the 
company.  Those  who  have  not  the  money 
at  hand,  pay  into  the  funds  the  interest  of 
it,  which  is  withheld  from  their  salary ;  for 
each  pupil  pays  fifteen  dollars  for  his  en- 
trance, and  forty  more  for  his  diploma.  It  is 
thus  altogether  a  commercial  affair.  The 
funded  capital  for  building  the  factory  is  the 
sum  paid  by  the  partners,  in  money  or  inte- 
rest ;  the  prospect  of  success  is  the  price  of 
their  goods ;  to  wit,  medical  knowledge  and 
diplomas  ;  while  the  net  produce  of  the  com- 
pany is  the  circulating  capital,  each  year,  X>f 
a  certain  number  of  doctors. 

The  public  seem  to  have  no  other  guaranty 
than  the  interest  of  the  factory  to  furnish  the 
kind  of  goods  best  fitted  to  sustain  the  de- 
mand ;  and  yet  for  all  that,  there  are  men 
quite  distinguished,  both  as  physicians  and 
surgeons,  in  the  United  States.  True,  many 
of  them  have  studied  in  Europe,  and  attended 
the  courses  of  our  medical  school,  and  the 
clinique  of  our  hospitals.  Among  the  emi- 
nent physicians  whom  I  have  met  and  heard 
of,  are  Dr.  Warren,  owner  of  the  famous  mas- 
todon of  Boston,  and  bearing  the  name  of 
General  Warren,  (who  was  also  a  physician, 
and  who  died  for  liberty  at  Bunker  Hill;) 
Dr.  Green,  who  has  invented  an  instrument 
for  introducing  liquid  nitrate  of  silver  into  the 
bronchia,  and  who  has  successfully  treated 
many  severe  cases  of  bronchial  affection ; 
and  Dr.  Hunter,  of  Philadelphia.  Dr.  Drake 
has  written  a  valuable  work  on  the  diseases 
of  the  Mississippi  Valley,  and  medicine,  like 
astronomy  in  the  United  States,  has  had  its 
historian. 

The  only  kinds  of  architecture  which  de- 
serve notice  in  the  United  States,  are  the 
great  works  of  public  utility,  particularly  those 
which  have  been  built  to  furnish  the  cities 
with  water.  The  Roman  architecture,  as  far 
as  it  was  original,  was  one  of  utility.  The 
theatres  and  temples  of  Rome  were  only  in- 
feiior  copies  of  buildings  among  the  Greeks — 
but  what  was  truly  Roman,  were  such  works 
as  their  aqueducts,  "  which,"  as  Chateaubri- 
and says,  "brought  water  to  Rome  on  tri- 
umphal arches.''  There  are  also  amphithe- 
atres, whose  origin  and  character  are  purely 
Roman,  as  there  are  real  triumphal  arches. 
In  the  United  States,  one  must  not  expect  to 
find  such  works  of  toar  and  baVbarism ;  but 
at  New  York  may  be  seen  the  High  Brid^a^ 


S66 


M.  AMPERE  IN  NEW  TORK. 


[Jiineb 


an  aqueduct  of  noble  structure  ;  and  reser- 
voirs worthy  of  the  old  world  itself.  These 
will  not  fail  to  be  admired,  even  by  one  who 
has  seen  the  architecture  of  the  Romans. 

The  aqueduct  spoken  of  crosses  the  Har- 
lem river,  as  the  Pont  du  Oard  crosses  the 
Gardon.  The  environs  of  Harlem  are  very 
pleasant.  The  river  flows  between  two  bold 
and  woody  hills.  On  your  way  thither  from 
New  York,  fine  gardens  and  country  seats, 
scattered  in  the  midst  of  trees,  remind  one  of 
the  quiet  and  graceful  aspect  of  Harlaem  in 
Holland.  But  there  is  nothing  in  the  Ameri- 
can Hfirlem  so  charming  as  this  valley  filled 
with  roses,  so  well  deserving  the  name  of 
Rosendale.  The  aqueduct  is  of  granite,  and 
produces  a  fine  effect,  thrown  boldly  from 
one  bank  to  the  other,  above  trees  of  purple 
foliage,  with  green  water  gliding  peaceful  be- 
tween its  vaulted  arches.  On  comparing  Ro- 
man aqueducts  with  this,  one  is  struck  with 
the  difference  ;  the  piers  are  more  majestic, 
because  they  are  more  massive.  The  Romans, 
in  all  theur  structures,  mingled  the  element  of 
strength ;  while  here,  as  is  always  the  case, 
only  what  is  necessary  is  done  ;  nothing  ap- 
pears which  can  possibly  be  dispensed  with. 

The  appearance  of  the  High  Bridge  is  less 
imposing  ;  it  is  less  massive  and  grand ;  but 
the  effect  of  the  work  is  gigantic.  The  Cro- 
ton  river,  about  fifteen  leagues  from  the  city, 
passes  over  the  Harlem  to  the  receiving  res- 
ervoir, containing  150,000,000  grallons  of 
water.  Each  twenty-four  hours  it  supplies 
16,000,000  gallons.  This  reservoir  covers  a 
space  of  thirty-five  acres ;  small,  indeed,  in 
comparison  of  Lake  Moeris,  but  I  know  of 
nothing  of  the  kind  so  extensive,  since  the 
time  ot  the  Egyptians.  It  is  a  work  of  com- 
bined grandeur  and  simplicity.  Think  of  an 
immense  granite  coffer  filled  with  water.  The 
water  is  conveyed  to  another  reservoir,  less 
extensive  than  the  first,  and  like  it,  divided 
into  two  parts,  it  is  grand  in  its  appear- 
ance ;  but  they  have  fallen  into  the  weakness 
of  imitation,  in  giving  it  an  entrance  after  the 
Egyptian  style.  Still,  the  Egyptian  archi- 
tecture makes  a  better  appearance  there,  than 
at  the  Egyptian  Tombs,  as  they  call  the  City 
Prison.  Here  the  Egyptian  style  does  not 
form  too  great  a  contrast  with  the  character 
of  the  monument ;  and  I  even  prefer  the  use 
of  it  to  the  battlements,  which  only  spoil  the 
severe  majesty  of  the  Boston  Reservoir.  I 
should  have  preferred,  however,  that  no  or- 
maneut  borrowed  from  foreign  art  should 
mar  the  simplicity  of  the  reservoir  in  New 
York.  There  is  no  necessity,  in  a  work  so 
giTmd  as  ih]s,  to  imitate  the  Egyptian  style. 


On  my  return  from  the  High  Bridge,  I 
was  struck  with  another  appearance  of  great- 
ness. Lonff  before  reaching  the  city,  1  saw, 
extending  m  all  directions,  lon^  avenues 
lighted  with  gas,  while  here  and  there  a  few 
houses  made  their  appearance — these  ave* 
nues  will  soon  become  streets.  The  darkneaa 
of  the  night,  and  the  lights  so  sparsely  scat- 
tered, made  the  extent  of  the  avenue  appear 
much  greater ;  and  several  times  I  thought 
myself  in  the  city  proper,  when  in  fact  I  was 
yet  in  the  city  that  is  to  be.  At  length  I  ar- 
rived at  Delmonico's — a  place  less  splendid 
than  Astor's,  where  I  stopped  before — bat- 
much  better  kept.  One  lives  there  a  la 
Francaise,  I  had  the  pleasure  of  dining  alone, 
with  my  bill  of  fare,  at  an  hour  to  suit  my 
own  convenience,  and  I  find  my  health  much 
improved  by  the  change. 

New  York  offers  more  resources  than  I 
had  at  first  imagined,  to  a  man  like  myself 
who  finds  books  essential  to  his  comfort. 
There  is,  in  the  first  place,  the  Astor  Library, 
originated  by  a  wealthy  individual,  who  had 
founded  in  Oregon  the  establishment  whose 
history  Washington  Irving  has  described  in 
his  "  Astoria."  -  The  Astor  Library  wiD  be 
one  for  use,  rather  than  display  ;  still,  there 
are  many  elegant  engravings  and  books: 
among  others,  a  copy  of  the  splendid  work 
of  Lord  Kin^borough,  on  the  *'  Antiquities 
of  Ame'rica ;  *  and,  what  is  quite  surpri»*ing^ 
an  antiphonary,  with  vignettes,  of  the  seven- 
teenth century,  which  was  used  at  the  cor- 
onation of  Charles  X. 

Another  literary  establishment  in  New 
York  is  the  Society  Library,  where  are  found 
a  great  number  of  reviews  and  periodically 
with  a  library  somewhat  extensive.  The 
French  journals  are  represented  there  only 
hy  **  La  Presse,''  which  is  received  only  once 
a  month ;  there  is  no  excuse  for  this.  In 
general,  the  French  papers  are  very  rare  in 
the  United  States,  the  result  of  which  is 
that  the  people  tliere  know  as  little  about  us 
as  we  do  about  them ;  and  that  is  saying  a 
great  deal. 

Last  of  all,  there  is  the  Library  of  the 
Historical  Society.  It  is  a  truly  important 
one,  for  it  contains  a  large  collection  of  all 
works  relating  to  the  United  States.  One  is 
astonished  at  the  materials  for  history  in  a 
country  so  new.  This  Society  possesses  a 
number  of  manuscripts  and  many  old  papers 
published  previously  to  and  during  the  pro* 
gress  of  the  Revoluiion.  These  journals  are 
to  modern  history  what  the  Chronicles  are 
to  the  middle  ages,  and  like  ihem  are 
often  still  more  instructive  by  the  tableaux 
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of  the  opiaions  and  passions  of  the  time, 
than  by  the  facts  which  they  relate.  The 
latter  are  constantly  fluctuating,  but  the  spir- 
it of  different  parties  is  the  fad  most  impor- 
tant for  a  historian  to  arrest  and  record.  No 
where  do  public  journals  contain  more  exag- 
gerations and  falsities  than  in  the  United 
States ;  and  yet  these  exaggerations  are  an  ex- 
act transcript  of  the  prejudices  of  many  men. 
Indeed,  it  has  been  said  that  the  ''  History  of 
Errors"  would  be  the  most  interesting  of 
all  histories ;  which  I  cordially  believe,  for 
Error  plays  a  far  more  important  part  in  the 
world  than  Truth  does.  Still,  it  must  be 
acknowledged,  that  with  all  the  misrepresen- 
tations in  American  Journals,  there  is  much 
positive  information ;  indeed,  I  never  open  a 
paper  without  learning  something.  It  is  pro- 
posed to  prepare  an  index  to  all  the  journals 
collected  m  the  Historical  Society's  Library 
— a  work  which  would  much  facilitate  the 
researches  of  one  who  wibhed  to  furnish  a 
complete  work  on  the  annals  of  the  United 
States.  At  present  History  tells  us  what 
vxu  ;  while  here  the  history  is  forming  every 
day,  and  one  needs  a  ready  hand  indeed  to 
stenograph  this  extempore  performance,  from 
tiie  rapid  dictation  of  facts. 

The  Historian  of  the  United  States  is  Mr. 
Bancroft,  who  has  represented  his  country  in 
London,  has  lived  in  Paris,  and  of  whom  our 
statesmen  have  preserved  the  most  agreeable 
recollections.  The  work  which  he  has  pub- 
lished bears  the  impress  of  qualities  which 
are  peculiar  to  himself.  His  is  not  the  quiet 
way,  the  choice,  and  often  the  too  studied 
language  of  Prescott  or  of  Irving.  It  is  an 
ardor,  a  vehemence  of  style  which  stirs  and 
charms  the  reader.  Mr.  Bancroft  belongs 
to  the  Democratic  party  ;  and  one  perceives, 
in  reading  his  works,  the  democratic  spirit  at 
work  within  him ;  but  nothing  can  be  farther 
from  our  ideas  of  the  word  democratic,  than  the 
manner,  or  even  the  residence  of  Mr.  Bancroft. 

1  met  Mr.  Bancroft  at  the  Opera.  The 
hall  is  elegant,  but  nothing  more ;  it  is  not 
what  it  should  be  for  New  York.  It  was 
proposed  to  open  a  subscription  for  a  more 
splendid  house,  and  a  finer  troupe ;  but  this 
cannot  be  done,  since  the  majority  of  mer- 
chants here  frown  upon  the  Theatre,  as  a 
place  profane.  One  of  the  Professors  in  the 
University  here  told  me,  that  if  he  went  often 
to  the  play,  he  should  lose  his  place.  It  is 
well  known  how  opposed  the  Puritans  were 
to  the  amusements  of  the  stage,  and  the 
theatres  in  London  were  shut  during  the 
Revolution.  At  Boston  the  first  dramatic 
representation  was  given  in  1750,  about  the 


time  when  "Zaire"  first  appeared.  The 
performance  took  place  in  a  private  hall  ; 
and  when  it  was  known  to  the  city  authori- 
ties, the  play  was  suppressed.  In  Connec- 
ticut the  first  Theatre  was  opened  in  1807. 
Is  it  to  be  wondered  at,  that  there  should  be 
such  a  feeling  in  New  England,  when  in 
New  York,  where  puritanism  is  not  remark- 
ably rife,  there  should  be  found  no  room  for 
a  good  opera  ? 

I  am  well  aware  how  loudly  they  praise 
the  Italian  performers  whom  I  have  heard 
to  night ;  but  candidly,  I  cannot  join  in  the 
applause.  Indeed,  1  like  so  many  tiling 
here,  that  I  feel  I  have  a  right  not  to  like 
every  thing.  Taken  as  a  whole,  the  theatres 
are  not  the  most  remarkable  things  in  the 
country.  Still  there  is  a  tragedy  called 
"  Witchcraft,"  by  Cornelius  Matthews,  which 
is  highly  praised  ;  and  they  represent  some 
good  comedies  on  the  New  York  stage,  such 
as  the  "  Serious  Family,"  designed  to  ridi- 
cule the  philanthropy  and  austerity  some- 
times to  be  met  with.  It  is  amusing  enough 
to  see  the  "  Serious  Family,"  where  the 
women  pass  their  time  in  sewing  for  little 
negroes ;  a  very  good  thing,  indeed,  but  no 
better  than  any  other  employment. 

As  to  tragedies,  a  single  fact  will  show 
what  stand  the  drama  takes  in  the  United 
States.  I  always  noticed  on  the  play-bill, 
paraded  with  all  the  pomp  imaginable,  the 
name  of  the  actor  or  actress,  but  never  the 
name  of  the  author ;  the  very  fact  shows  that 
tragedy  in  the  United  States  has  no  literary 
existence.  I  saw  Mr.  Forrest,  the  tragedian, 
perf  jrming  in  a  play,  whose  hero  was  a  fa- 
mous Indian  chief  in  the  time  of  King  Philip. 
The  play  was  an  ordinary  melo-drama,  in  which 
Mr.  Forrest  was  most  loudly  applauded.  I 
could  not  help  thinking  the  actor  possessed  a 
degree  of  energy,  violent,  and  often  forced, 
and  a  remarkable  talent  for  reproducing  the 
ferocious  character  of  a  savage  ;  but  the  im- 
pression was  a  painful  one,  and  the  dignity 
of  art  was  altogether  absent.  Mr.  Forrest 
has  both  friends  and  enemies  among  the  pub- 
lic, but  for  a  reason  entirely  disconnected 
with  his  merit  as  an  actor. 

I  happened  to  meet  with  a  tragedy  enti- 
tled Savonarola.  I  do  not  wish  to  judge 
plays  which  I  have  not  seen,  by  this ;  but 
I  was  not  favorably  impressed  with  it,  I  must 
candidly  confess. 

There  is,  then,  a  literature  in  the  United 
States.  I  have  heard  it  said  in  France,  with 
that  keen  sarcasm  in  which  we  abound,  the 
United  States  is  a  place  where  one  thinks 
only  of  making  his  fortune ;  where  there  ia 
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no  literature/and  where  there  cannot  be  one. 
But  everybody  makes  Cooper's  novels  an  ex- 
ception, because  they  are  to  be  met  with  in 
reading -rooms.  For  my  part,  I  see  no  harm 
in  making  one's  fortune,  provided  he  sacrifice 
to  it  neither  his  dignity  nor  his  independence. 
For,  after  all,  money  is  the  grand  motive- 
power  of  all  those  who  do  not  find  their  path 
m  life  entirely  marked  out  for  them;  and 
those  are  but  few,  indeed.  I  do  not  observe, 
that  in  France  or  England,  money  is  a  thing 
80  unworthy  of  our  own  time.  1  have  seen 
the  chimney  of  a  steam  saw-mill  rearing  its 
head,  side  by  side  with  the  feudal  turrets  of 
the  manor  of  Bedford.  Our  great  lords  are 
at  the  head  of  our  railway,  and  they  do  well. 
As  to  my  brother  authors,  they  have  no  great 
distike  to  money ;  and  the  example  of  La 
Bruyere,  giving  the  copy  of  his  "  Carac- 
tdres"  to  the  little  daughter  of  his  pubhsher, 
a  mere  child,  who  amused  him  with  her  prat- 
tle, has  h^d,  as  far  as  I  know,  but  very  few 
imitators. 

Besides,  the  word  "  literature"  has  an  ex- 
tensive meaning.  Does  it  mean  only  odes, 
tragedies  and  lyric  poems  ?  I  do  not  say 
that  the  time  for  these  has  passed  away,  but 
the  literature  of  our  day  is  something  far 
more  comprehensive ;  there  is  a  large  class 
of  works  which  cannot  be  placed  in  any  one 
of  the  established  literary  classes,  and  which 
are,  nevertheless,  master-pieces  of  genius, 
bearing  witness  to  the  culture  of  the  people, 
and  the  merit  of  their  authors.  Works  upon 
climate,  man,  questions  of  philosophy,  of  art, 
history,  politics,  the  results  of  travels  and 
science — this  is  what  I  call  the  current  litera- 
ture, that  in  which  the  intellectual  life  of  our 
time  exists.  England  possesses  many  books 
of  this  class,  where  information  is  united 
with  tcdent.  America  is  not  destitute  of 
them,  and  I  see  not  why  many  more  should 
not  yet  appear.  I  firmly  believe  America 
will  have  neither  a  Milton,  nor  a  Shakspeare ; 
nor  do  I  foresee  another  likely  to  arise  in  Eu- 
rope; but  what  hinders  the  United  States 
from  producing  a  masterly  production  of 
political  philosophy  like  the  Federalist,  and 
why  shoidd  not  a  second  Franklin  give  us 
some  practical  truths  in  a  fresh  and  racy 
style  ?  I  have  said  nothing  of  Romance,  and 
yet  there  are  excellent  pictures  of  manners  in 
the  stories  of  Paulding,  Mrs.  Sedgwick,  and 
Hawthorne — the  latter  superior,  as  a  novel- 
ist, to  Cooper.  Edgar  Poe's  humorous  tales 
are  familiar  to  all,  and  often  spoken  of,  even 
here.  From  Patrick  Henry,  the  Tribune  of 
Virginia,  to  Mr.  Clay  and  Mr.  Webster,  the 
United  States  have  had  orators ;  and  their 


political  mannafli  sre  sufficient  guaranty  that 
they  will  never  want  for  them ;  for  wherever 
hberty  exists,  there  is  a  field  for  eloquence. 
America,  then,  is,  and  always  will  be  in  her 
literary  character,  not  much  unlike  that  of 
Europe. 

But  it  has  been  said  that  a  commercial 
and  democratic  nation  are  unfitted  to  foster 
literature  and  the  arts.  As  to  the  first  of 
these  objections,  without  speaking  of  Athens, 
which  was  the  most  commercial  and  '*  indus- 
trial" of  all  the  cities  of  Greece,  we  may 
mention  Florence,  whose  prosperity  and  ex- 
istence, almost,  depended  on  commerce ;  and 
whose  company  of  wool  merchants  reared 
the  Cathedral  of  that  city  ;  where  both  let- 
ters and  science  flourished  under  the  auspi- 
ces of  the  merchants,  and  where  the  ships 
of  the  Medicis  brought  home,  with  Elastem 
spices,  oriental  manuscripts  and  Grecian  mar- 
bles. The  mansions  and  cathedrals  of  the 
Netherlands,  master-pieces  of  architecture, 
were  built  by  their  merchant  companies. 

Democracy  offers  no  insurmountable  ob- 
stacle to  the  cultivation  of  letters.  It  does 
indeed  militate  against  that  inequality  which 
fosters  leisure  and  refinement,  in  themselves 
so  favorable  to  cultivation  of  the  mind ;  but 
on  the  other  hand — and  this  is  one  of  the 
results  of  my  observation  here — civilization, 
in  its  self-development,  tends  naturally  to 
correct  those  evils  which  democracy  brings 
in  its  train.  Whatever  evils  it  may  have  in- 
troduced here  are  gradually  diminishing,  and 
those  descriptions  of  the  general  state  of 
manners  which  might  once  have  been  true, 
can  hardly  apply  now  to  the  new  institutions 
of  the  West.  Everywhere,  indeed,  but  es- 
pecially in  the  large  cities,  there  has  grown 
up  a  cultivated  society,  essentially  European 
by  its  fi-equent  and  rapid  communication 
with  the  old  world ;  a  society  which  differs 
not  materially  from  that  of  the  middling 
classes  of  Europe. 

It  is  for  this  class,  always  the  most  numer- 
ous, that  American  authors  write,  not  for  the 
majority,  "sovereign  people"  though  thej 
be.  But  who  writes  for  the  majority  in  Eu- 
rope ?  In  France,  the  majority  cannot  read ; 
— they  scarcely  understand  what  they  do 
read.  To  say  the  truth,  the  literature  of  the 
United  States  is  neither  American  nor  demo- 
cratic. Its  themes,  indeed,  are  chosen  from 
American  history :  its  descriptions  are  bor- 
rowed from  American  scenery  and  manners, 
but  the  rest  is  European,  or  rather  English. 
It  may  be  democratic  in  its  sentiments,  but 
it  surely  is  not  so  in  its  style,  for  then,  as  I 
said  before,  it  would  cease  to  be  literature. 
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In  all  coimtries,  what  is  written  for  the  mass- 
es, must  be  badly  written.  The  mass  have 
a  press  at  their  command,  but  I  do  not  reck- 
on the  daily  news  as  an  integral  part  of  their 
literature.  No !  American  literature  is  not 
poor ;  for  it  boasts  of  such  writers  as  Prescott, 
trringyEyerett,  Bancroft,  and  Emerson,  and  of 
anoh  poets  as  Dana,  Longfellow  and  Bryant. 

Mr.  Bryant  is  the  democratic  poet  of  New 
York,  as  Professor  Lon^ellow  is  the  Whig 
poet  of  Boston.  Like  Mr.  Longfellow,  Mr. 
Bryant  is  an  English  poet,  bom  in  America. 
I  should  say  that  in  style  Mr.  Longfellow  is 
European,  and  Mr.  Bryant  English.  The 
fint  has  taken  his  impression  from  all  Euro- 
pean literature,  especially  from  the  German  ; 
the  second  is  more  exclusively  governed  by 
Eofflish  poetry,  and  has  not  that  originaUty 
which  intercourse  with  so  many  different  styles 
of  poetry  has  given  to  his  nval,  Mr.  Long- 
fellow. 

Although  Mr.  Bryant  has  translated  seve- 
ral Spanish,  Portuguese,  French  and  Ger- 
man, he  has  had  before  his  eyes  no  other 
modeb  but  those  of  his  mother  country.  He 
seems  to  be  ambitious  to  contend  with  his 
coiemporaries  in  Europe,  and  to  take  ranki'^ 
among  them  as  an  American  poet.  In  his 
poem  of  **  The  Ages,''  he  has  employed  the 
old  strophe  of  Spenser,  as  it  was  revived  by 
Byron  in  Childe  Harold.  Although  com- 
pared with  Mr.  Longfellow,  Mr.  Bryant  is 
more  exclusively  English  in  his  style,  he  is 
still  truly  American  at  heart.  His  themes 
are  patriotic  and  national.  See  how  sub- 
hmefy  he  speaks  of  the  future  destiny  of 
America,  in  his  poem  of  "  The  Ages." 

^Here,  the  free  spirit  of  mankind,  at  length, 
Throws  its  last  fetters  off;  and  who  shall  place 
A  limit  to  the  giant's  unchained  strength, 
Or  curb  his  swiftness  in  the  forward  race  ! 
Far,  like  the  comet's  way  through  infinite 

space, 
Stretches  the  lonff  untravelled  path  of  light. 
Into  the  depths  of  ages :  we  may  trace, 
Distant,  the  brightening  glory  of  its  flight. 
Till  the  receding  rays  are  lost  to  human  sight 

**  Europe  is  given  a  prev  to  sterner  fates, 

And  writhes  in  shackles ;  strong  the  arms  that 

chain 
To  earth  her  struggling  multitude  of  states ; 
She,  too,  is  strong,  and  might  not  chafe  in  v  lin 
Against  them,  but  mieht  cast  to  earth  the  train 
That  trample  her,  and  break  their  iron  net. 
Yes,  she  shall  look  on  brighter  days,  and  gain 
The  meed  of  worthier  deeds ;  the  moment  set 
To  resciie  and  raise  up,  draws  near — but  is  not 

jet 

^  Bat  thoo,  my  country,  thon  shalt  never  fall, 
Save  with  thy  diildren«-tby  maternal  caie, 
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Thy  lavish  love,  thy  blessings  showered  on  all — 
Tliese  are  thy  fetters — seas  and  stormy  air 
Are  the  wide  barrier  of  thy  borders,  where. 
Among  thy  gallant  sons  that  guard  thee  well. 
Thou   laugh  8t  at  enemies  :  who  shall  then 

declare 
The  date  of  thy  deep-founded  strength,  or  tell 
How  happy,  in  thy  lap,  the  sons  of  men  shall 

dwell  ?" 

Mr.  Bryant  is  no  less  happily  inspired  by 
American  scenery,  than  by  the  grandeur  of 
our  future  prospects.  While  reading  them, 
I  fancy  myself  on  the  banks  of  the  Scioto. 
His  poem,  on  "The  Prairies,"  is  a  simple 
picture  of  those  regions  which  have  inspired 
so  many  fancy  sketches.  While  he  is  lost  in 
the  contemplation  of  Nature,  in  a  melancholy 
reverie  upon  the  fate  of  the  races  whicn 
have  disappeared,  in  listening  to  the  Bee 
which  accompanies  the  colonists  to  America, 
the  writer,  suddenly  awakened  to  the  present 
and  the  future,  exclaims : — 

"  I  listen  long 
To  his  domestic  hum,  and  think  I  hear 
The  sound  of  that  advancing  multitude 
Which  soon  shall  fill  these  deserts.    From  the 

ground 
Comes  up  the  lauah  of  children,  the  sofl  voice 
Of  maidens,  and  the  sweet  and  solemn  hymn 
Of  Sabbath  worshippers.    The  tow  of  herds 
Blends  with  the  runtling  of  the  heavy  grain 
Over  the  dark-brown  furrows.    All  at  once 
A  fresher  wind  sweeps  by,  and  breaks  my 

drenm. 
And  1  am  in  the  wilderness  alone." 

But  it  is  not  in  the  forests  alone  that  Mr. 
Br}'ant  feels  the  poetic  inspiration.  In  the 
busy  and  stirring  city,  where  one  leads  a  life 
as  stirring  as  the  city  herself,  he  sees  poetry 
intermingled  with  the  activity  of  men,  as  he 
sees  God  in  the  stillness  of  Nature. 

HYMN  OF  THE  CITY. 

Not  in  the  solitude 
Alone  may  man  commune  with  Heaven,  or  see 

Only  in  savage  wood 
And  bunny  vale,  the  present  Deity  ; 

Or  only  hear  his  voice 
Where  the  winds  whisper,  and  the  waves  rejoice. 

Even  here  do  I  behold 
Thy  siepfl.  Almighty !— here,  amidst  the  crowd, 

Through  the  great  city  rolled. 
With  everlasting  murmur  deep  and  load 

Chokinpr  the  ways  that  wind 
'Mongst  the  proud  piles,  the  work  of  human  kind^ 

Thy  golden  sunshine  comes 
From  the  round  heaven,  and  on  their  dWell- 
ings  lies, 
Apd  lights  their  inner  homes ; 
18 
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For  them,  thoa  filVst  with  air  the  anboonded 
skies, 
And  givest  them  the  stores 
Of  ocean,  and  the  harvests  of  its  shores. 

Thy  Spirit  is  around. 
Quickening    the  restless    mass    that    sweeps 
along; 

And  this  eternal  sound — 
Voices  and  footfalls  of  the  numberless  throng — 

Like  the  resounding  sea, 
Or  like  the  rainy  tempest,  speaks  of  thee. 

And  when  the  hours  of  rest 
Come,  like  a  calm  upon  the  mid-sea  brine, 

Hushing  its  billowy  breast — 
The  quiet  of  that  moment,  too,  is  thine : 

It  breathes  of  Him  who  keeps 
The  vast  and  helpless  city  while  it  sleeps. 

Mr.  Bryant  is  a  serious  man,  inclined  to 
melancholy — not  to  a  dreamy  melancholy, 
but  to  that  masculine  melancholy,  which  is 
a  proof  of  an  energetic  man  struggling  with 
destiny.  He  loves  to  speak  of  death ;  to 
look  it  in  the  face,  as  the  resolute  traveller 
fixes  his  eye  on  the  robber  that  awaits  him, 
and  towards  whom  he  is  approaching,  with- 
out joy,  but  without  fear,  and  the  contem- 
plation of  death  always  brings  back  the 
American  poet  to  the  morality  of  life.  At 
the  close  of  his  Thanatopsis,  he  says : — 

So  live,  that  when  thy  summons  comes  to  join 
The  innumerable  caravan,  that  moves 
To  that  mysterious  realm,  where  each  shall  take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death, 
Thou  go  not  like  the  quarry-slave  at  night, 
Scourged  to  his  dungeon  ;  but,  sustained  and 

soothed 
By  an  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy  grave 
Like  one  who  wraps  the  drapery  of  his  couch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant  dream?. 

The  same  sentiment  of  a  resigned  melan- 
choly, mingled  with  consolation,  is  expressed 
in  these  hues,  suggested  to  the  poet  by  the 
sight  of  the  stars  going  out  at  morning, 
which  are  to  him  an  emblem  of  oblivion, 
invoked  to  blot  out  all  traces  of  renown. 

Thus,  Oblivion,  from  midst  of  whose  shadow  we 
came, 
Steaid  o'er  us  again,  when  life's  twilight  is 
gone ; 
And  the  crowd  of  bright  names,  in  the  heaven  of 
fame. 
Grow  pale,  and  are  quenched  as  the  years 
hasten  on. 

Let  them  fade — but  we'll  pray  that  the  age,  in 
whose  flight. 
Of  oupselves  and  our  Iriends  the  remembraoce 


May  rise  o'er  die  world,  with  the  gladness  and 
light. 
Of  the  morning  that  withers  the  stars  from  the 
sky. 

Sentiments  like  these  are  affecting ;  they 
remind  one  of  the  excellent  Chamisso  contem- 
plating the  castle  of  his  fathers,  over  which 
the  ploughshare  had  passed  ;  then  awakened 
from  his  dream  by  the  cry  of  humanity,  he 
says  :  ''  Blessed  be  the  ploughshare — blessed 
the  hand  that  guides  it." 

I  met  Mr.  Longfellow  and  Mr.  Bryant 
under  circumstances  quite  different  from  each 
other.  Mr.  Longfellow  received  me  with 
graceful  hospitality,  at  an  elegant  home,  sur- 
rounded by  objecte  of  art,  and  souvenirs  of 
every  land.  My  interview  with  Mr.  Bryant 
was  at  his  office,  as  dusty  and  busy  as  one 
could  well  be.  This  chance-meeting  is  ex- 
pressive of  the  two  poetic  tendencies  and 
ends.  The  whig,  a  professor,  and  a  man  of 
the  world,  preserving,  in  the  bosom  of  a 
quiet  life,  the  serenity  which  pervades  his 
poetry ;  the  democrat,  an  honorable  public 
man,  iniu*ed  to  action,  and  engaged  in  com- 
bat ;  the  one  more  European,  more  finished ; 
the  other  more  American,  more  concentrated ; 
the  one  original,  by  the  great  variety  of  his 
poetic  inspirations ;  the  other  powerful,  by 
the  intensity  of  a  few  sentiments  formed  in 
a  mould  less  novel,  but  perhaps  more  indi- 
vidual ;  the  former  cosmopolite,  a  little  like 
a  Qerman  ;  the  latter  national,  like  an  Eng- 
lishman ;  both,  however,  Americans  at  heart, 
and  in  popular  esteem. 

I  visited,  also,  Washington  Irving.  Mr. 
Irving's  works  are  too  well  known  in  Europe 
to  need  a  word  of  mine  to  recall  them  to  no- 
tice. The  thoughtful  but  lively  historian  of 
Columbus,  and  his  conquests,  the  amiable 
novelist  under  the  name  of  Geoffrey  Crayon, 
he  familiarized  Europe,  where  he  resided,  and 
whose  language  he  has  reproduced,  with  the 
scenes  of  the  prairie,  and  with  the  Indians  of 
the  Rocky  Mountains.  He  has  written  a 
charming  volume  on  "  The  Alhambra."  He 
is,  like  Mr.  Longfellow,  half  American,  half 
cosmopolite.  He  represents,  like  him,  the 
alliance  with  Europe,  the  most  prominent 
trait  in  the  manners  and  literature  of  the 
United  States.  I  found  him  in  a  beautiful 
house,  almost  a  palace.  His  conversation, 
like  his  style,  is  easy  and  polite.  At  an  ad- 
vanced age,  as  I  am  told,  he  appears  yet 
^oung,  and  seems  truly  animated  in  apcHik- 
ing  of  his  excursion  to  the  prairies,  whioh 
circumstances  obliged  him  to  terminate  sooner 
than  he  would  have  wished  to  do. 
The  gentleman  who  introduced  me  to  Mr. 


i 


1863.] 


M.  AMPERE  IN  NEW  TORK 


271 


Irvinff  (Mr.  Tucterman)  is  himself  a  man 
of  talent  and  intellect.  He  affords  another 
instance  of  that  European  cultivation  of  which 
I  have  just  spoken.  He  is  a  traveller,  and 
an  essayist.  He  has  given  to  the  public  his 
tour  in  Italy,  and  several  essays,  which  re- 
mind one  of  the  delicious  Miscellanies  of 
Charles  Lamb,  and  yet  having  their  own  pe- 
culiar style.  Nothing  is  more  unlike  the 
mercantile  spirit  so  universally  prevalent  in 
the  United  States,  and  yet  nothing  is  more 
common  there,  than  that  delicate  and  well- 
timed  wit,  which  adorns  and  illustrates  so 
gracefully  the  objects  of  art,  the  endowments 
of  imagination. 

I  went,  this  evening,  to  hear  a  lecture  on 
"  Temperance."    It  was  not  a  sermon  on  any 
particular  Christian  virtue — it    was    a  dis- 
course pronounced  by  a  young  man,  who 
has  devoted  himself  to  the  cause  of  temper- 
ance, and  spends  his  time  in  going  from  city 
to  city,  and  urging  the  public  to  ^stain  from 
the  use  of  spirituous   liquors ;   a  voluntary 
apostle,   and,  as  I  think,   a  layman.      Fa- 
ther  Mathew,  an    Irish   monk,  well  known 
in  Europe,  is  now  about  leaving  America, 
bearing  with  him  the   benedictions  of  the 
whole   people,  and  the   evidences  of  their 
gratitude  for  his  having,  by  incredible  exer- 
tions, enhstcd  several  millions  of  men  under 
the  banner  of  temperance.     The  movement 
of  temperance  societies  began  at  Boston  in 
1826,  and  five  years  later  in  England!    The 
progress  of  temperance  in  both  countries  has 
been  astonishing.     The  United  States'  Gov- 
ernment has  given  its  aid  in  suppressing  the 
distribution  of  ardent  spirits,  in  the  army  and 
navy ;  but  the  voluntary  principle  has  done 
more  than  all  else  combined. 

In  1830,  there  were  about  8,000  temper- 
ance societies  in  the  United  States  ;  compris- 
ing about   1,500,000  members.     Even  wo- 
men and  children  have  formed  such  associa- 
tions ;  and  what  is  best  of  all,  public  senti- 
ment has  been  expressed  by  acts  of  legislation. 
Thus  in  Maine  the  sale  of  spirituous  liquors  is 
entirely  forbidden,  except  in  case  of  sickness, 
upon  the  prescription  of  a  physician,  and  for 
artistic  purposes.      Nothing  can  be  better 
evidence  of  the  supreme  will  of  the  majority. 
To  put  a  whole  people  on  a  water-diet  may 
perhaps  be  a  salutary  tyranny,  but  a  tyranny 
which  no  sovereign  of  Europe  would  allow 
himself  to  exercise. 

What  is  well  worth  remarking  is,  that  in  a 
coimtry  where  the  majority  rule,  they  have 
placed  an  interdict  on  the  very  object  which 
the  majority  have  a  passion  for  People  are 
erery  where  submissive  to  the  law,  and  the 


mayor  of  Portland  congratulated  his  fellow- 
ciiizens  on  the  good  effects  of  the  law,  which 
has  diminished  pauperism  and  crime  in  the 
city.  In  Bangor,  a  watchman  has  stated 
that  since  the  law  went  into  operation,  about 
three  months,  the  watch-house  and  the  pri- 
son are  almost  deserted ;  that  the  police  have 
made  but  one  arrest,  and  that  the  present 
state  of  things  forms  a  perfect  contrast  with 
those  scenes  of  violence  which  disturbed  the 
quiet  of  the  town  during  the  past  winter. 

There  are  many  persons  desirous  of  intro- 
ducing the  same  law  into  the  State  of  New 
York.  They  have  already  tried  to  introduce 
it  into  the  towns  (not  the  large  cities),  but 
the  influence  of  merchants,  interested  in 
the  liquor  trade,  has  hitherto  obstructed  its 
passage,  without  checking  the  zeal  of  its  ad- 
herents. See  then  how  the  campaign  against 
drunkenness  succeeds, — an  enterprise  only 
thirty  years  old,  which  has  already  subdued 
the  enemy,  for  in  1836  they  counted  12,000 
drunkards  reformed  by  their  exertions. 

Mr.  Qough  pronounced  a  discourse  which 
contained  many  good  things,  but  which  would 
have  appeared  better,  as  it  seems  to  me,  had 
they  been  told  in  a  more  simple  manner,  and 
with  less  violence  of  tone  and  less  contortions 
of  the  body.     One  could  not  well  employ  a 
more   intemperate   orator  in  the   cause  of 
temperance,  and  indeed  one  might  well  have 
imagined  sometimes  that  the  orator  was  un- 
der the  influence  of  the  very  poison,  the  use 
of  which  he  was  deprecating.     In  the  midst 
of  all  this  violent  acting,  there  were  moments 
of  great  power,  when  the  American  Bridaine 
spoke  of  those  who  thought  that  one  could 
arrest  his  course  and  reform  himself,  when  on 
the  brink  of  dnmkenness.    Making  use  of  a 
figure,  disproportionate  perhaps  to  the  sub- 
ject, he  said,  **  It  is  as  though  a  man  were 
descending  the  rapids  of  Niagara,  and  you 
were  to  call  out  to  him,  stop  !  sir,  stop  !  and 
he  should  answer,  I  will  stop,  sir,  a  little  fur- 
ther on !  *'     In  this  part  of  his  address,  the 
orator  used  all  the  arts  of  pantomime.     He 
raised   his  arm   to  arrest  the  victim,   thus 
hurried  down  the  current,  but  at  length  a  terri- 
ble gesture  expressed  the  moment  when  he 
was  lost  in  the  gulf  below. 

It  were  wrong  to  treat  light\y  a  question 
which  interests  public  morals  so  deeply,  but 
is  there  not  something  intemperate  in  this  en- 
tire proscription  of  all  fermented  liquors,  in- 
cluding wine,  beer,  and  cider  ?  And  is  whis- 
ky, which  contains  fifty-four  per  cent,  of  al- 
cohol, to  be  put  in  the  same  category  with 
Bordeaux  wine,  which  contains  about  twelve, 
with  Burgundy,  which  contaiQ&a.b^>\V»^<^s«dsNR^T^ 
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and  Tvith  cider,  which  contains  not  quite  two  ? 
The  war  against  brandy  and  rum,  under  every 
form,  appears  to  me  a  salutary  one,  and  I  must 
say  that  it  is  this  above  every  thing  else  that 
Temperance  Societies  in  America  have  to  con- 
tend with, — but  as  to  other  kinds  of  bever- 
age less  pernicious,  could  not  the  word  "  tem- 
perance, which  means  "moderation,"  be  sub- 
stituted for  total  abstinence  ?  For  my  part, 
I  confess  that  [  think  temperance  will  be  tri- 
omphant,  when  those  who  now  drink  rum  or 
brandy,  and  those  who  allow  themselves 
nothing  but  water,  will  unite  at  a  table,  where 
will  be  placed,  as  there  is  on  European  tables, 
both  wine  and  water,  by  those  who  would 
not,  as  Mr.  Gough  says,  plunge  into  the  abyss 
of  Niagara.  They  are  beginning  to  make 
wine  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio.  If  this  effort 
succeeds,  it  may  be  that  to  it  is  reserved  the 
honor  of  giving  brandy  the  fatal  blow,  and 
of  reinstating  the  cause  of  "temperance," 
that  is  to  say,  of  "  moderation." 

I  came  home  to-night  quite  out  of  temper 
with  American  carelessness.  In  promenadmg 
that  magnificent  street,  Broadway,  I  came 
very  near  breaking  my  neck.  Sometimes  there 
were  building  materials  piled  up  in  a  heap, 
where  no  care  had  been  taken  to  place  a 
lamp  ;  sometimes  there  were  large  holes  dug, 
which  must  be  crossed  on  a  plank,  badly 
poised,  or  perhaps  a  trap-door  would  lie  open, 
as  I  passed  along  before  a  house.  I  saw  in 
the  paper  that  an  old  lady  fell  yesterday 
through  one  of  these  trap-doors  and  was  killed. 
It  was  said  that  the  police  had  lately  given 
the  occupant  warning  as  to  what  would  be 
the  result ; — it  had  been  wiser  to  prevent  the 
accident.  Not  long  since,  in  broad  daylight, 
the  upper  story  of  a  house  standing  in  Broad- 
way, fell  into  the  street. 

The  "Courrier  des  Etats-Unis"  made 
some  very  well-timed  remarks  on  this  sub- 
ject ; — as  to  the  rashness  of  contractors  for 
building,  whom  he  compared  to  steamboat 
captains  on  the  Mississippi.  "Here,"  says 
the  Courrier,  "  the  first  comer,  some  awK- 
ward  plasterer,  a  little  more  daring  than  the 
rest,  becomes  contractor,  takes  the  name  of 
builder  on  his  own  responsibility ;  executes, 
at  the  lowest  possible  prices,  work  with  ma- 
terials of  a  very  inferior  quality ;— the  work- 
men that  he  employs  put  up  walls  as  slight 
as  possible,  throw  across  some  beams  which 
hold  well  or  ill,  nail  to  them  at  random  some 
door  and  window  sashes,  place  over  all  this 
scaffolding  a  roof,  without  calculating  its 
weight  or  capability,  and  the  result  is  a 
house — to  tumble  down." 
Even  at  this  yeiy  moment  the  city  is  in 
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mourning  in  consequence  of  a  sad  disaster 
which  a  little  caution  mi^ht  have  avoided.  In 
a  public  school-house  where  were  assembled 
many  hundred  children,  one  of  the  teachers 
being  faint,  called  for  a  glass  of  water.  The 
woroL  "water"  excited  alarm  among  the  chil- 
dren, and  some  of  them  called  out  *  Fire  !*  The 
panic  became  general.  The  children  crowded 
to  the  stair-case ; — the  baluster,  which  in 
spite  of  several  remonstrances  they  had  neg- 
lected to  fasten  firmly,  gave  way,  and  dreaa- 
ful  consequences  ensued.  The  miserable 
victims  were  thrown  one  upon  another, — a 
frightful  spectacle! — a  hundred  lost  their 
lives,  and  fifty  more  were  wounded.  May 
this  dreadful  event  prove  a  warning  in  future. 
Seldom  does  a  day  pass  in  New  York  with- 
out the  occurrence  of  a  fire.  Several  reasons 
are  given  for  this.  The  police  are  not  suffi- 
ciently on  the  alert ; — fuel  is  very  cheap ; — the 
houses  are  built  in  such  a  way  that  they  take 
fire  very  easily;  and  then,  worst  of  all,  but  it 
is  true — insurance  is  so  common  and  so  easily 
obtained.  Indeed,  I  heard  a  public  officer  as- 
sert, that  in  order  to  lessen  the  number  of  fires, 
we  must  lessen  Fire  Insurance.  It  must  be 
confessed,  too,  that  there  is  an  over- earnest 
zeal  among  the  people  to  run  to  fires ; — for 
in  all  the  cities  there  are  organized  corps  of 
firemen; — intrepid,  indeed,  but  sometimes 
boisterous  in  the  extreme. 

Nothing  shows  better  the  difference  be- 
tween ^  government  where  the  people  are 
everything  and  one  where  they  are  a  mere 
cipher,  than  the  earnestness  of  these  fijre- 
men,  and  all  other  citizens,  compared  with  the 
indifference  shown  by  the  modern  Romans 
under  similar  circumstances ;  of  which  Mr. 
Bunsen  related  a  singular  instance,  when  I 
was  in  Rome. 

One  night,  while  walking  near  the  Forum, 
a  place  of  interest  to  savam  like  himself,  he 
saw  that  a  fire  had  taken  place  in  a  street  full 
of  bams,  which,  for  this  reason,  was  called 
Fenili,  Mr.  Bunsen  called  to  a  man  sitting 
by  his  window,  looking  quietly  at  the  bam 
on  fire.  After  some  trouble,  he  engaged  the 
man  to  go  and  give  the  alarm ;  but  he  could 
not  understand  why  Mr.  Bunsen  should  be 
so  interested  about  it,  and  asked  if  he  was  a 

relative  of  widow ,  whose  bam  was  on 

fire.  While  our  Prussian  diplomatist  was 
still  on  the  alert,  near  the  Capitol,  for  assist- 
ance at  the  fire,  he  met  three  countrymen 
walking  by  moonlight,  and  asked  them  if  they 
had  seen  nothing  ?  One  of  them  stopped, 
and  answered  very  quietly — **  There — that's 
the  fire  we  saw  half  an  hour  ago."  "  What  1" 
said  Mr.  Bunsen,  *'  you  saw  the  fire,  and  there 
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you  are  yet?" — "Oh,  sir,"  said  the  other, 
"  that's  a  government  aflfair !" 

In  a  city  like  New- York,  of  500,000  souls, 
through  which  there  passes  every  day  more 
than  a  thousand  immigrants,  the  floating,  and 
consequently  dangerous  population,  make 
considerable  figure.  It  requires  a  most  careful 
municipal  supervision ;  but  the  police  are  not 
what  they  should  be.  Very  often,  of  an  eve- 
ning, some  knots  of  resolute  fellows,  termed 
here  "  rowdies,"  prowl  about  certain  quarteris 
of  the  town,  8nd  not  long  since  some  of  them 
entered  a  Frenchman's  house  and  killed  him 
out  of  wanton  violence. 

There  is  much  talk  here  just  now  of  an 
American  picture,  by  Leutze,  representing 
Washington  crossing  the  Delaware.     In  this 

Sicture,  Wabhington,  in  a  boat,  in  the  mid- 
le  of  the  river,  surrounded  by  fog  and  broken 
ice,  has  his  eye  fixed  on  the  bank  where  his 
enemy  are  posted — he  scans  it  closely,  but  I 
had  a  little  rather  not  have  seen  his  profile. 
The  men  in  the  boat  are  really  hard  at  work. 
Several  officc^rs  are  standing  around  the  prin- 
dpal  figure ;  which  strikes  m^  by  the  ener- 
getic expression  of  the  face.  The  effect  of 
the  fog  is  rather  fanciful,  but  the  grouping 
of  the  picture  is  good,  and  presents  a  fine 
historicHl  painting ;  hitherto  1  have  not  seen 
many  in  this  country ; — and  I  have  the  mis- 
fortune not  to  have  admired  West  in  England. 
What  most  surprises  me  in  paintings  here, 
is  the  landscape.  The  American  painter  has 
a  peculiar  task.  The  forms  of  the  mountains 
are  peculiar ;  the  vegetation  is  very  rich ;  the 
autumnal  leaves  assume  a  tint  unknown  to 
Europeans.  In  fine,  the  very  light  of  heaven 
has  a  peculiar  brilliancy,  and  the  air  a  re- 
markable transparency,  so  that  the  colors  of 
objects  are  expressed  in  a  bold  and  decided 
manner.  From  the  peculiarities  of  American 
scenery,  difficulties  have  arisen  to  native  ar- 
tists, which  have  not  been  altogether  avoided. 
The  red  and  crimson  tints  which  I  easily  re- 
cognize, from  having  seen  them  at  sunset 
here,  ought  certainly  to  be  reproduced,  but 
without  exaggeration.  One  must  not  so  out- 
rage nature's  colors  as  to  paint  cows  to  look 
like  lobsters.  In  general,  the  red  predomi- 
nates in  many  of  their  pictures.  Here  is  a 
buffalo  hunt — on  the  prairie ;  the  sky  is  red, 
the  ground  is  red,  the  buffaloes  are  red.  The 
color  of  the  Red-skins  has  spread  over  the 
landscape. 

The  Americans  appear  to  be  mistaken 
about  the  future  progress  of  painting  in  the 

United  States,  and  not  to  be  taking  the  best 
means  to  promote  its  success.   They  say  they 

must  leave  society  to  establish  itself^  and  the 


art  will  surely  attain  its  full  development. 
It  does  not  seem  so  to  me  ;  for  the  maturity 
of  a  nation  is  surely  less  favorable  to  imagin- 
ation than  its  youth.  In  Europe  this  flower 
of  youth  when  '*  the  beautiful  "  expands  it- 
self, has  passed  away,  and  here,  one  may  say, 
society  is  mature  at  its  burth.  When  the 
Americans  flatter  themselves  that  the  era  of 
perfection  in  the  arts  will  arrive,  it  seems  to 
me  like  a  man  of  thirty,  who  says,  *'  1  was 
not  in  love  at  twenty,  but  hope  to  be  so  at 
forty." 

Columbia  College  in  New  York  is  one  of 
the  oldest  institutions  of  the  kind  in  the 
United  States.  Its  charter  was  given  by  the 
king  of  England  in  1754,  but  has  since  under- 
gone some  changes.  I  visited  one  of  the 
Professors  there,  who  took  no  pains  to  con- 
ceal his  antipathy  for  the  democratic  tend- 
ency of  American  institutions.  Letters  find 
themselves  somewhat  isolated  and  thrown 
aside  by  the  crowd,  whose  whole  pursuits 
are  so  different  from  those  of  literary  men  ; 
and  they  take  reprisals  for  it  by  reading  Aris- 
tophanes. Mr.  *  *  *  told  me  that  he 
finds  the  United  States*  democracy  treated 
there  as  it  deserves.  Columbia  College  has 
the  unfortunate  arrangement,  in  common  with 
other  literary  institutions  here,  of  embracing 
in  its  "  course  "  by  far  too  large  a  number  of 
studies,  for  so  short  a  time.  Here,  at  Cam- 
bridge, and  at  Philadelphia,  the  course  ex- 
tends over  no  more  than  four  years,  for  boys 
can  be  kept  at  school  only  until  the  time 
when  they  go  to  make  money,  and  here  that 
penod  arrives  very  early.  Now  how  can 
they  learn  in  four  years,  all  that  the  pro- 
gramme of  study  professes  to  teach  ?  Be- 
sides selections  from  the  Qreek  and  Latin 
classics,  the  course  comprises,  among  other 
things,  Greek  and  Roman  Antiquities,  a  com- 
pend  of  Ancient  and  Modern  History,  a 
general  history  of  the  ancient  and  modern 
literature  of  Europe,  Philosophy,  Political 
Economy,  Physics,  a  complete  course  of 
Mathematics,  commencing  with  Elementary 
Geonietry,  and  ending  with  Integral  Calcu- 
lus, and  Astronomy  **  according  to  Newton, 
Laplace,  and  Lagrange."  So  much  for  the 
College  of  New  York.  In  the  University 
of  Philadelphia  it  is  the  same,  with  Minera- 
logy and  Geology  to  boot.  I  had  no  need 
to  examine  the  graduates,  to  convince  myself 
that  they  cannot  have  learned  all  this,  and 
learned  it  well,  in  four  years. 

It  is  firmly  believed  here  that  education  is 
favorable  to  morals.  Elsewhere  the  theory  is 
doubted ;  and  the  United  States  themselves 
have  furnished   evidence  to   the  cq^^^x^sl^. 
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Messieurs  De  Beaumont  and  De  TocqueTille, 
in  their  examinations  into  the  Penitentiary 
system  of  this  country,  have  instanced  Con- 
necticut, where   learning  is  widely  diffused, 
and  where,  at  the  time  of  their  visit,  crime 
had  increased.    It  is  said,  in  the  British  Par- 
liament, that  in  spite  of  all  effort  for  the  in- 
struction of  the   people,   crime  has  rapidly 
increased  in  New   York.    Such   anomalies 
have  been   remarked   in   several   European 
States.     The  American  translator  of  the  two 
authors  named  above,   M.  Lieber,  has  looked 
into  the   subject,  and,   after  having  shown 
how  some   circumstances   may  modify  the 
habitual  influence  of  education,  he  has  con- 
cluded that  instiuction  is    not  absolutely  a 
good.     "  Arithmetic,"  says  he,  "  may  be  as 
useful  to  a  rogue  as  to  an  honest  man  toil- 
ing for  his  family  ;  just  as  a  knife  may  be 
used  by  an  assassin,  as  well  as  by  him  who 
cuts  a  piece  of  bread."  M.  Lieber  then  adds 
several  ingenious  but  truthful  remarks  on  the 
indirect  influence  that  education  has,  indis- 
criminately, on  every  child.  He  remarks  that 
nothing  can  be  more  dangerous  in  society 
than  a  man  who   cannot  read ;  and  I  think 
bim  in  the  right.     Indeed  such  a  man  is,  in 
one  sense,  out  of  the  world;  one   of    the 
avenues  of  enjoyment  is  closed  to  him,  he 
has  one  sense  less  ;  and  hence  that  sense  of 
degradation  which  sometimes  leads  to  crime. 

The  Public  Schools  are  established  and 
maintained  sometimes  by  funds  furnished  by 
each  State,  and  sometimes  by  taxes  assessed 
by  the  cities  and  towns  themselves.  The 
system  more  generally  adopted  is  that  of 
New  York,  which  consists  in  a  combination 
of  both.  The  general  principle  is,  that  the 
town  shall  pay  in  proportion  to  what  the 
State  furnishes.  The  State  of  New  York 
has  reserve  in  perpetuity  for  Schools  the 
income  of  all  lands  belonging  to  it,  and  a 
capital  called  the  ''School  Fund."  These 
schools  differ  from  those  of  many  other 
States,  in  the  fact  that  there  are  no  schools 
for  poor  children ;  since  no  distinction  exists 
between  the  rich  and  the  poor.  The  taxes 
levied  on  parents  that  are  in  good  circum- 
stances go  to  support  the  school,  where  all, 
both  rich  and  poor,  are  taught  alike. 

There  was  in  the  city  of  New  York  a  cor- 
poration of  long  existence,  whose  prerogative 
it  was  to  O'-ganize  and  control  the  public 
schools.  This  Society,  in  which  there  were 
many  Quakers,  left  all  religious  instruction  to 
the  family  and  Sunday  schools — giving  per- 
mission only  to  read  the  Bible  without  com- 
ment ;  but,  as  it  was  a  Protestant  vei*sion,  the 
Catholics  took  umbrage  at  it,  and  demanded 


that  a  part  of  the  funds  should  go  to  estab- 
lish schools  for  them.  Out  of  respect  to  the 
principle,  that  the  State  should  do  nothing  to 
favor  one  sect  more  than  another,  while  it 
was  thought  improper  so  to  appropriate  the 
funds  of  the  Public  School  Society,  new 
schools  were  organized,  under  the  control  of 
*'  trustees,"  elected  by  the  people ;  and  a  new 
institution  has  arisen,  called  the  **  Free  Aca- 
demy," for  the  gratuitous  instruction  of  youth 
in  the  higher  departments  of  learning. 

This  was  not  done,  however,  without  a 
struggle.  As  every  thing  here  takes  a  polit- 
ical aspect,  some  approved  of  it,  as  coincid- 
ing so  well  with  republican  principles,  while 
others,  very  sensitive  on  the  subject  of  the 
progress  of  democracy,  opposed  giving  gra- 
tuitous instruction  of  a  higher  order,  as  hav- 
ing a  tendency  to  create,  in  young  men,  a 
sort  of  aristocracy,  which  would  be  fostered 
by  the  Academy,  to  the  detriment  of  the 
Primary  Schools,  which  are  so  useful  to  all. 
It  was  decided  by  a  popular  vote,  of  about 
20,000  majority,  in  favor  of  the  Academy. 

There  is  nothing  like  this  in  France.  Any 
pupil  from  the  Public  Schools,  of  the  age  of 
twelve  years,  is  admissible.  The  candidates 
are  examined  on  the  different  branches,  by 
the  Professors,  who  are  ignorant  of  their 
names,  and  who  write  when  they  are  to  be 
admitted,  "  good,"  on  a  card  presented  to 
the  examiner.  One  must  receive  •*  good  " 
from  each  Professor.  Punishment  is  almost 
entiiely  abolished,  moral  means  being  princi- 
pally used  ;  if  a  boy  falls  into  error,  they  ad- 
monish him  ;  if  he  repeats  his  fault,  they  say 
to  him  coolly,  "  You  are  no  longer  worthy  a 
place  among  the  students  " — and  send  him 
away. 

Two  characteristics  in  the  instruction  of 
the  Free  Academy  seemed  worthy  of  note. 
One  is  the  perfection  of  book-keeping  applied 
to  the  government  of  a  school.  In  a  large 
volume  not  unlike  a  merchant's  account  book, 
one  can  see  at  a  moment  what  any  scholar 
is  doing,  and  in  what  class  or  section  he  may 
be  found.  The  other  is,  that  the  election  of 
the  Trustees  has  a  political  character.  When 
the  government  of  the  city  is  democratic,  it 
is  impossible  for  a  whig  to  be  elected ;  but 
after  all,  the  ascendency  of  either  party 
makes  but  little  difference  to  the  College. 
Professor  Webster  took  me  to  a  large  hall 
where  there  are  exercises  in  public  speaking 
every  month.  The  object  of  these  exercises 
is  to  give  to  the  pupils  good  habits  of  ora- 
tory, a  part  of  education  which  is  not  neg- 
lected in  a  country  where  all  may  be  called 
upon  to  deliberate  on  pubUc  affairs.- 
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I  came  back  very  well  pleased  with  my 
▼iut  to  the  Free  Academy,  in  company  with 
Colonel  •  •  *,  who  was  very  glad  to  go 
with  me.  There  are,  it  is  said,  thousands  of 
Colonels  here,  and  when  one  is  called  upon 
in  a  public  meeting,  twenty  persons  nse. 
But  Colonel  *  •  *  is  a  graduate  of  West 
Pobt,  the  Polytechnic  School  of  the  United 
States,  an  institution  which,  without  equal- 
ling its  model,  is  by  far  the  highest  school  in 
the  United  States,  and  the  only  one  depen- 
dent on  the  Government  Colonel  *  *  * 
has  now  left  the  profession  of  arms  for  that 
of  law.  I  think  his  means  might  enable  him 
to  live  without  his  profession,  as  he  does  not 
practise  much ;  and  only  does  it  so  at  all  from 


compliance  with  public  opimon,  which  ren- 
ders exertion  an  honor  no  less  than  a  duty. 
As  a  gentleman  would  once  have  concealed 
the  fact  that  he  was  engaged  in  business,  so 
an  American  citizen  feigns  some  profession, 
that  honorable  exertion  may  lose  none  of  its 
dignity.     Democracy,  of  course. 

A  propos  of  democracy.  In  walking  down 
the  "Bowery"  with  Colonel  *  *  *,  he 
said  to  me,  **  See  this  street ;  it  is  the  divid- 
ing Une  between  the  two  classes  of  society : 
those  who  have  not  yet  made  their  fortune, 
live  on  the  east  side, — those  who  have  live 
on  the  west."  "  But,  suppose  they  lose  it 
again?"  said  I.  "Why,  then,"  answered 
the  Colonel,  "  they  move  back  again." 


From  Chambers^    Edinbargh  Journal. 


ANECDOTE  OF   THE   FRENCH   SPY   SYSTEM. 


Among  the  many  families  which  rose  into 
notice  under  the  empire  of  the  first  Napo- 
leon, few  held  a  more  distinguished  position 
in  the  Parisian  society  of  the  day  than  that 

of  the  Countess  B .     Her  house,  at  the 

period  of  which  we  speak,  was  the  rendez- 
▼ous  of  all  the  celebrities  of  the  time — mar- 
shals of  France,  statesmen,  artists,  men  of 
letters,  alike  crowded  to  her  saloons.     The 

Baron  M was  one  of  her  most  frequent 

gnests,  and  had  the  reputation  of  being  as 
witty  and  amusing  a  personage  as  could  be 
met  with  ;  in  consequence,  his  company  was 
very  generally  sought,  even  by  the  highest 
circles,  in  which,  though  but  little  was 
known  of  his  family  or  connections,  he  had 
found  means  to  obtain  an  excellent  footing. 

One  evening,  in  the  winter  of  1805,  a 
Imlhant  party  was  assembled  in  the  gay 
saloons  of  the  Countess  B ,  when  a  gen- 
tleman, well  known  to  all,  arrived  in  breath- 
less haste,  and  apparently  much  excited. 
He  made  his  way  as  quickly  as  possible  to 
the  countess,  and  all  crowded  round  to  hear 
what  great  piece  of  intelligence  he  had  to 
OOTamunicate. 

'  We  are  all,  I  think,'  he  said,  *  well  ac- 
quainted with  Baron  M ,  who  is  bo  con- 
stant a  visitor  here.     I  regret  to  say  that  I 


have  just  learned  in  the  most  positive  man- 
ner, that  he  is  undoubtedly  a  spy  ;  he  has, 
in  fact,  been  seen  to  enter  and  leave  the 
cabinet  of  Monsieur  Fouch^.' 

The  assembled  guests  were  thunderstruck 
at  this  unexpected  announcement,  each  one 
endeavoring  to  recollect  what  indiscreet  ex- 
pression might  have  passed  his  lips  in  the 
presence  of  the  treacherous  baron ;  and  all, 
naturally  enough,  feeling  extremely  imeasy 
at  the  possibuity  of  being  called  upon  to 
answer  for  some  long- forgotten  words,  spo- 
ken, as  they  thought,  in  the  security  of  pri- 
vate society.  The  hostess  of  course  was 
most  indignant  at  the  insult  which  had  been 
put  upon  her,  and  could  hardly  believe  in 
the  truth  of  the  accusation. 

However,  something  must  be  done  ;  the 
baron  was  momentarily  expected  ;  and  unless 
he  were  able  to  clear  himself  from  this 
serious  imputation,  must  be  at  once  expelled 
from  the  society.  After  some  discussion, 
therefore,  it  was  decided  that,  upon  the  arri- 
val of  Baron  M ,  the  countess   should 

request  a  few  minutes*  private  conversation 
with  him;  that  she  should  take  him  into 
another  room,  and  having  told  him  of  what 
he  was  accused,  should  ask  if  he  had  any 
explanation  to  offer»  as  o\3afc\m'6»^  ^^  ^^^^ 
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be  obliged  to  si^ify  to  him,  that  he  must 
discontinue  his  visits. 

In  the  midst  of  the  invectives  which  were 
poured  forth  on  the  head  of  the  unfortunate 
baron,  that  worthy  made  his  appearance. 
Immediately  all  was  silent ;  and  though  he 
ll^^'Emced  to  greet  his  friends  with  his  cus- 
tomary easy  assurance,  he  evidently  saw  that 
all  was  not  right,  as  his  most  intimate  asso- 
ciates of  yesterday  avoided  speaking  to  him, 
or,  at  most,  gave  him  the  slightest  possible 
S&lutation. 

Not  being,  however,  very  easily  abashed, 

Baron  M proceeded,  as  usual,  to  make 

his  bow  to  the  hostess,  who  at  once,  as  had 
been  agreed,  said  to  him :  '  Monsieur  le 
Baron,  may  I  request  the  favor  of  a  few 
words  with  you  in  private  ?* 

*  Certainly,  madame,*  replied  the  baron, 
offering  his  arm,  which  she  declined  to  take, 
and  forthwith  led  the  way  to  an  ante-cham- 
ber. 

The  countess,  feeling  naturally  very  nerv- 
ous at  the  part  she  had  to  perform,  at  length 
said  with  some  hesitation  :  '  I  know  not 
whether  you  are  aware.  Monsieur  le  Baron, 
of  the  serious  accusation  which  hangs  over 
you  ;  and  which,  unless  you  can  remove  or 
explain  satisfactorily,  must  forever  close  my 
doors  against  you.'  The  baron  was  all  atten- 
tion, as  the  countess  continued :  '  I  have  been 
informed,  upon  what  appears  to  be  undoubted 
authority,  that  you  are  in  the  pay  of  Mon- 
sieur Fouch6 — that  you  are,  in  short,  a  spy.* 

'  Oh,*  replied  the  baron,  *  is  that  all  ?  I 
will  not  attempt  to  deny  it ;  nothing  can  be 
more  true ;  I  am  a  spy.' 

•  And  how,'  exclaimed  the  lady, '  have  you 
dared  to  insult  me  and  my  guests,  by  pre- 
suming to  present  yourself  night  after  night 
at  my  house,  in  such  an  unworthy  manner  ?' 

'  I  repeat,'  said  the  baron  with  all  possible 
coolness,  '  that  I  am  in  the  pay  of  Fouch6 ; 


that  I  am  a  spy  ;  and  in  this  capacity,  upon 
some  subjects,  I  am  tolerably  well  informed, 
of  which,  Madame  la  Comtesse,  I  will  give 
you  a  proof.  On  the  last  pay-day,  at  Mon- 
sieur Fouch6*s,  you  received  your  pay,  for 
the  information  you  had  brought  him,  imme- 
diately after  I  had  received  mine.' 

'  What !'  cried  the  countess  ;  *  dare  you 
insinuate  anything  so  infamous  ?  I  will  have 
you  turned  out  of  the  house  instantly.' 

'  Softly,  madame,'  answered  the  baron : 
'  that  I  am  a  spy,  I  have  not  attempted  to 
deny;  that  you  are  likewise  a  spy,  I  have 
long  known,  and  can  readily  prove.  We  are 
in  tne  same  boat — we  sink  or  swim  together-; 
if  you  proceed  to  denounce  me,  I  shall  also 
denounce  you ;  and  there  is  an  end  of  both  of 
us.  If  you  uphold  me,  I  will  uphold  yoo^ 
and  we  shall  go  on  as  before.' 

*  Well,'  said  the  lady,  considerably  em- 
barrassed at  finding  that  her  secret  was 
known,  *  what  is  to  be  done  ?  I  am  in  a 
most  difficult  position.' 

*  Not  at  all,  madame,'  replied  the  baron.  *  I 
will  tell  you  what  to  do ;  take  my  arm,  and 
we  will  return  together  to  the  drawing-room, 
where  you  will  announce  that  my  explanation 
has  been  satisfactory.' 

The  countess,  seeing  there  was  nothing 
else  to  be  done,  determined  to  make  the  best 
of  it,  and  aa  she  advanced  into  the  room 
said,  with  one  of  her  sweetest  smiles  :  <  I  am 
delighted  to  tell  you,  that  Monsieur  le  Baron 
has  been  able  to  give  me  an  explanation, 
which,  though  I  cannot  divulge  it,  is  in  all 
respects  perfectly  satisfactory  to  me,  and 
therefore,  I  am  sure,  it  will  be  so  to  you.* 
The  guests  were  at  once  relieved  from  a 
weight  of  anxiety,  the  evening  passed  off 
with  the  utmost  hilarity,  and  the  baron  re- 
gained the  good  opinions  he  had  lost.  K 
was  not  until  long  afterwards  that  th^  real 
facts  of  this  singular  history  became  known. 
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Personal  Appearanoe  of  Lord  Aber- 
deen.— Ten  years  ago,  when  Lord  Aberdeen 
was  Secretary  of  Foreign  Affairs,  he  was  de- 
scribed as  a  man  of  middle  height,  rather 
clumsily  made,  with  an  address  more  of  so- 
ber dignity  than  of  pride  or  reserve.  He 
had  the  name  of  being  the  proudest  and 
coldest  aristocrat  in  England,  but  these  char- 
acteristics did  not  show  themselves  in  dress. 
His  coat  was  black,  generally  much  worn, 
and  always  too  large  for  him  ;  a  pair  of 
coarse  check  trousers,  very  ill-made ;  a 
waistcoat  buttoned  up  to  the  throat,  and  a 
cravat  tied  in  a  negligent  manner.  His  man- 
ners are  of  absolute  simplicity,  amounting  al- 


most to  a  want  of  style.  He  crosses  his 
hands  behind  him,  and  balances  on  his  heels. 
In  conversation,  his  voice  is  low  and  cold, 
and  he  seldom  smiles,  yet  there  is  a  certain 
benignity  in  his  countenance,  and,  according 
to  English  notions,  an  indefinable  superiority 
and  high  breeding  in  his  simple  address,  that 
would  betray  his  rank  after  afew  minutes'  con- 
versation. It  is  only  in  his  manner  toward 
the  ladies  that  he  would  be  immediately  distin- 
guished from  men  of  lower  rank  in  society. 
He  is  neither  a  drone  nor  a  bustling  man,  but 
works  steadily  and  quietly  while  those  more 
ambitious  of  attention  engage  in  fiery  de- 
bates. 
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THE   LODGINGS   THAT   WOULDN'T   SUIT. 


Mt  landlady  was  a  litUe,  spare,  neat,  clean- 
k>oking  old  woman,  with  a  kind  of  superfi- 
ckl  sharpness  of  eye  that  bespeaks  a  person 
whose  mind  has  always  moved  withm  the 
same  small  circle.  When,  or  at  what  age 
she  began  the  business  of  letting  furnished 
apartments,  or  whether  she  was  bom  in  it, 
and  grew  up  of  nature  and  necessity  a  land- 
lady, I  do  not  know ;  but  there  she  was,  as 
intiniate  with  her  house  and  everything  that 
concerned  it  as  a  limpet  is  with  its  shell,  and 
aa  iffnorant,  too,  as  that  exclusive  animal  is 
of  the  outside  world.  Her  connection  with 
that  world  was  of  a  peculiar  kind.  She  never 
Tisited  it  but  when  driven  by  the  force  of 
circumstances,  and  then  it  was  as  a  beleaguer- 
ed garrison  makes  a  sortie  against  the  enemy. 
Her  natural  foes  were  the  trades- people  who 
dealt  in  anything  she  wanted,  and  the  result 
of  a  conflict  between  them,  if  it  involved 
bat  the  fortunes  of  a  half-penny,  colored  her 
whole  day.  It  was  not  frequently,  however, 
that  she  was  driven  to  this  aggressive  war- 
fare, for  my  landlady  was  a  great  dealer  at 
the  door,  and  lived  in  a  state  of  perpetual 
bottility  with  the  venders  of  sprats — O,  and 
live  soles. 

Her  house,  or  at  least  the  parlor  floor 
which  I  inhabited,  bore  a  curious  resembfance 
to  herself,  being  a  little,  spare,  neat,  clean- 
loaking  old  floor.  It  consisted  of  a  sitting- 
room  and  bed-room  in  excellent  preservation. 
I^hat  the  age  of  the  furniture  may  have 
been,  it  was  impossible  even  to  guess ;  but 
for  allpractical  purposes,  it  was  as  good  as 
2ew^  There  was  no  gloss  on  it — there  never 
a  in  a  lodging-house — but  neither  was  there 
i  aioffle  grain  of  dust.  Though  kept  con- 
itantTy  clean,  it  had  never  been  rubbed  in 
ta  life ;  and  thai  was  the  secret  of  its  lon- 
ger ity.  The  carpet,  though  as  whole  as  the 
^eaty  was  not  in  other  respects  so  fortunate. 
[ta  color  was  so  completely  faded,  that  you 
sould  not  teil  what  it  had  originally  been ; 
the  pattern  might  have  been  matter  of  end- 
leas  controversy  ;  and  it  exhibited  a  decided 
gang-way  from  the  door  to  the  fire-place. 
Ita  dimensions  might  be  thought  scanty,  for 


it  did  not  cover  the  entire  floor ;  but  then,  it 
must  be  considered,  that  this  carpet  was  in- 
tended for  the  comfort  of  the  lodgers'  feet, 
not  of  those  of  the  six  cane-bottomed  chairs 
ranged  at  wide  intervals  along  the  walls. 
On  the  mantel -piece  there  stood  a  lion  of 
Derbyshire  spar,  and  flanking  him  on  each 
side  a  vase  of  stone- ware ;  the  background 
being  formed  by  a  long  narrow  horizontal 
mirror,  divided  into  three  compartments,  with 
a  black  frame. 

These  apartments,  for  which  I  paid  twelve 
shillings  a  week,  were  not  particularly  cheer- 
ful. They  had,  indeed,  rather  a  cold,  solitary 
look ;  and  sometimes  in  the  morning  at 
breakfast- time,  I  would  fain  even  have  pro- 
longed the  ministering  of.  the  dirty  maid-of- 
all-work,  by  asking  questions.  But  Molly 
had  doubtless  been  ordered  not  to  speak  to 
the  lodgers,  and,  therefore,  she  answered 
curtly  ;  and,  slumming  down,  or  whisking 
off  the  things,  went  her  way.  I  had  at 
length  recourse  to  my  landlady  herself,  and 
found  her  so  much  more  communicative,  that 
I  suddenly  conceived  the  wild  idea  pf  being 
able  to  select  from  her  remin'iscences  the  ma- 
terials for  a  story — with  which  I  had  already 
resolved  to  delight  the  puhliy,  if  I  could  on- 
ly think  of  a  plot.  She  was  not  at  all  dis- 
inclined to  speak.  Indeed  I  believe  she  would 
have  made  no  scruple  of  telling  me  the  his- 
tory of  all  her  lodgers,  from  the  epoch  whep 
things  began  to  settle  down  after  the  Nor- 
man Conquest ;  for  it  was  to  some  6uch  pe- 
riod I  referred  in  my  own  mind  the  first  ap- 
pearance in  her  window  of  "  Lodgings  to 
Let."  But  somehow  her  lodgers  had  no 
history  to  relate.  Her  favorite  hero  was  a 
gentleman,  who  every  now  and  then  brought 
her  in  news  from  the  world  that  parliament 
was  going  to  impose  a  tax  upon  furnished 
lodgings.  This  was  a  very  exciting  subject. 
So  far  as  it  went,  she  was  so  unscrupulooa 
a  democrat,  that  I  began  to  be  fearful  of  po- 
litical consequences  if  we  were  overheard  ; 
indeed  she  did  not  hesitate  to  set  the  whole 
boiling  of  them  at  defiance,  saying,  in  an- 
swer to  my  caution,  that  if  she  was  took  up 
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in  sttch  a  cause,  she  would  soon  let  them 
know  they  had  got  the  wrong  sow  by  the 
ear! 

But  since  my  landlady  had  not  a  story, 
why  not  tell  it  ?  There  was  in  it  a  young 
gentleman — and  a  young  lady — and  a  mother 
—and  a  journey — and  a  legacy :  all  the  re- 
quisite materials,  in  short — only  not  mixed. 
It  would  be  something  new — wouldn't  it? — 
to  give  a  love-story  without  a  word  of  love, 
without  an  incident,  and  without  a  denoue- 
ment. Such  was  my  landlady's  no-story; 
and  we  will  get  it  out  of  her. 

"  The  lady  and  her  daughter  ?"  said  she. 
*'  Well,  I  don't  know  as  there  is  anything 
particular  to  tell  about  them.  They  were  re-' 
spectable  people,  and  excellent  lodgers ;  their 
rent  was  as  punctual  in  coming  as  the  Satur- 
day ;  they  stayed  fourteen  months,  and  then 
they  went  away." 

"  You  have  not  mentioned  their  name  ?" 

**  Their  name  ?  Well,  sure/y  I  must  have 
known  their  name  when  I  went  after  the 
reference ;  but  as  they  knew  nobody,  and 
were  known  to  nobody,  I  soon  forgot  it.  We 
called  the  mother  the  Parlor,  and  the  daugh- 
ter the  Young  Lady;  for  you  see,  at  that 
time  there  was  no  other  young  lady  in  the 
house.  Their  occupation  ?  As  for  that,  the 
mother  marketed,  and  the  daughter  sewed, 
sitting  in  the  chair  at  the  window.  Some- 
times they  walked,  sometimes  they  read, 
sometimes  they  chatted.  They  did  nothing 
ejse  as  I  know  of.  They  lived  on  their  means, 
like  other  lodgers.  All  lodgers  that  stay 
fourteen  months  have  means.  You  be  so 
green,  mister,  you  make  me  laugh  some- 
times 1" 

"  I  only  wanted  to  know  what  was  their 
station,  how  they  lived,  and" 

"Lived  ?  oh,  very  respectabje!  A  baked 
shoulder,  we  shall  say,  on  the  Sunday,  with 
potatoes  under  it ;  Monday,  cold  ;  Tuesday, 
hashed  :  then,  maybe,  a  pair  of  live  sole  for 
the  Wednesday  ;  Thursday,  a  dish  of  sassen- 
gers ;  Friday,  sprats-O ;  and  on  Saturday, 
bread  and  butter  in  the  forenoon,  with  a 
saveloy  or  a  polony  at  tea,  made  up  the  week 
— respectable.  I  know  what  a  lady  is,  mis- 
ter"— hero  the  landlady  fixed  her  eye  upon 
me  severely — "  and  them  were  ladies  !" 

^*  I  have  no  doubt  at  all  of  it ;  and  the 
young  man  was  of  course  something  like 
themselves  ?" 

**  He  was  like  nothing  but  a  mystery  at 
the  Coburg !  I  don't  know  as  even  he  were  a 
young  man.  He  might  just  as  well  have 
been  a  middle-aged  or  an  elderly  man. 
There  he  sat  at  the  parlor  window  opposite. 


with  a  book  in  his  hand  ;  but  it  was  easy  to 
see  that  it  was  our  window  he  was  reading, 
where  the  young  lady  was  sitting,  as  I  have 
told  you,  sewing  in  her  chair.  Day  after  day, 
week  after  week,  month  after  month,  there 
was  he  looking,  and  looking,  and  looking ;  till 
the  picture,  I  dare  say,  gathered  upon  his 
eye,  and  he  could  see  little  else  in  the  world." 

"  The  young  lady,  I  hope,  returned  the 
looks?" 

"  She,  poor  dear  !  Lor'  love  you,  she  was 
so  short-sighted,  that  she  could  not  tell 
whether  it  were  a  house  or  a  hedge  on  the 
other  side  of  the  street.  She  did  so  laugh 
when  I  told  her  there  was  a  young  man 
a-looking  at  her  !  Then,  when  she  turned 
her  poor  blind  eyes  in  the  direction,  promis- 
cuous like,  how  he  snatched  away  his  head, 
as  if  he  had  been  a-stealing  something  !  It 
was  a  great  misfortune  for  him  that  I  had 
put  my  oar  in,  for  all  his  long,  lonely,  quiet 
looks  were  now  at  an  end.  The  young  lady 
could  not  refrain  from  turning  her  head  some- 
times ;  and  every  time  she  did  so,  it  gave 
him  such  a  spasm !  but  when,  at  last,  she 
got  up,  now  and  then,  as  if  to  look,  full 
length,  at  something  in  the  street,  he  fairly 
bolted  off  from  the  window.  He  could  not 
stand  that  by  no  manner  of  means;  little 
knowing,  poor  soul !  that  the  eyes  that  had 
bewitched  him  did  not  carry  half-way  across 
the  street." 

"  That  is  excellent,  mistress,"  said  I,  for 
we  were  evidently  coming  to  the  pilh  of  the 
story  ;  *'  but  they  no  doubt  met  at  last  ?" 

**  You  shall  hear — you  shall  hear,"  replied 
my  landlady ;  ''  but  I  must  first  tell  you,  that 
one  day,  when  he  had  been  driven  away  out 
of  sight  by  the  full  length  of  the  young  lady, 
I  went  out  for  a  couple  of  chops  to  their  din- 
ners.    Well,  I  was  ever  so  long  gone — for  I 
was  not  to  be  done  so  easily  out  of  a  ha'- 
penny a  pound — but  in  coming  home,  as  the 
young  lady  was  still  sewing  away,  I  thought 
I  would  just  pass  by  the  other  side  before 
crossing  over.     And  so,  mister,  while  going 
by  th^  house,  I  looked  at  his  window  pro- 
miscuous— and  there  was  a  sight  to  see  1  He 
had  retired  to  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
where  he  was  sitting  with  his  back  to  the 
wall,  his  two  elbows  on  a  table  before  him, 
and  his  chin  resting  on  his  knuckles ;  and 
thus  had  he  been  staring  for  an  hour  right 
across  the  street,  unseen  and  alone,  with  that 
young  lady  before  him,  like  a  vision  of  his 
own  calling  up.     As  for  the  meeting  of  the 
two" 

"  Stop,  mistress !      Before  you  come  to 
I  that,  describe  the  young  man." 


1858.] 


THE  LODGINGS  THAT  WOULDNT  SUIT. 


270 


The  yottng  man,  if  he  were  a  young  man, 
a  ^rave,  steady,  sedate,  quiet  individual, 
who  miffht  have  been  all  ages  from  tweaty- 
five  to  fifty.  He  wore  black  clothes,  and  a 
white  cravat ;  his  hat  was  always  as  smooth 
as  satin  ;  his  boots  looked  as  if  they  had  been 
French  polished ;  his  hair  was  brown,  and 
combed  smooth  ;  his  face  gray ;  and  he 
walked  as  if  he  was  measuring  the  pavement 
with  his  steps.  He  left  the  house  at  one 
hoar,  and  returned  at  another,  neither  a  min- 
ute earlier  nor  later ;  and  he  indulged  his  poor 
heart  with  the  youn?  lady  for  the  very  same 
space  of  time  every  day." 

"  And  the  heroine  ?" 

'*  The  what,  mister  ?" 

"  The  young  lady — I  beg  pardon." 

*'  Oh,  she  was  a  nice  sort  of  person,  of  two 
or  three  and  twenty ;  light-hearted,  but 
quiet  in  her  manners ;  with  a  good  complex- 
ion ;  pretty  enough  features,  taking  them  al- 
U^ther;  and  light- blue  eyes,  with  the  hazy 
appearance  of  short-sight." 

"  Then,  go  on  to  the  meeting  I" 

**  I'm  a-comin^  to  it.  It  was  one  day  that 
the  Parlor  and  the  Young  Lady  were  out ; 
and  the  live  sole  being  fried  beautiful,!  was 
standing  at  the  window,  wondering  what  ever 
could  be  keeping  them,  and  it  just  one.  So, 
as  the  church-clock  struck,  I  sees  my  young 
man,  as  usual,  open  his  door  and  come  out, 
and  after  a  sweeping  glance  with  the  tail  of 
his  eye  at  our  window,  walk  away  down  the 
street,  so  steady  that  one  or  two  stepped  out 
of  his  line,  thinking  he  was  a-measunng  the 
pavement.  Well,  who  should  be  coming, 
right  in  his  front,  as  if  for  the  express  pur- 
pose of  meeting  him,  but  our  two  ladies !  I 
declare,  it  put  me  in  mind  of  the  appoint- 
ment in  the  paper  for  the  sake  of  Matrimony 
with  somebody  as  has  honorable  intentions 
and  means  secrecy.  The  young  man  went 
on  for  awhile,  as  if  he  meant  to  cut  right 
through  between  the  mother  and  daughter ; 
but  his  courage  failed  him  at  last,  and  he 
stopped  at  a  window,  and  stared  in  at  the 
bill,  *  Day-school  for  Young  Ladies,'  till  they 
bad  passed  some  time.  He  then  set  off 
igain,  and  disappeared  without  turning  his 
lead." 

*'  And  is  this  the  meeting,  mistress  ?"  said 
[  with  some  indignation. 

•*  To  be  sure  it  is,"  said  my  landlady,  "  and 
•be  only  meeting  they  ever  had  ;  for  that 
werj  day  the  Parlor  received  a  letter  from 
E'rance,  or  Scotland,  or  some  other  place 
abroad,  which  made  her  give  me  a  week's 
warning  ;  and  at  the  end  of  that  time,  they 
went  off,  and  I  never  saw  them  more." 


"  And  is  this  your  story,  mistress  ?"  said 
I,  getting  into  a  downright  rage. 

**  1  told  you  from  the  first,  mister,"  replied 
my  landlady,  flaring  up,  "  that  I  had  no  story 
to  tell ;  and  if  you  don't  choose  to  hear  the 
end  of  it,  you  may  do  the  other  thing !" 

''  It  is  the  end,  my  dear  madam,  that  I  am 
dying  to  hear.  You  have  so  interesting  a 
way  with  you,  that  really  " — 

"  Well,  well.  It  was  eight  months  before 
I  heard  anything  about  the  ladies  ;  but  then 
I  had  a  few  lines  from  the  'Parlor,  telling 
me  that  she  had  given  up  all  thoughts  of  re- 
turning to  London,  as  her  daughter  was  now 
well  married,  and  she  was  to  live  with  her. 
I  hardly  knew  at  first  what  the  letter  was 
about,  or  who  it  was  from ;  for  the  young  man 
had  gone  too,  soon  after  them — to  one  of  the 
midland  counties,  I  heard — and  what  with 
crosses  of  my  own,  and  the  tax  that  was  a- 
going  to  be  laid  upon  lodgings,  I  had  forgot- 
ten all  about  them.  By  the  end  of  a  year, 
things  were  very  dull  with  me.  The  parlors 
were  empty,  and  the  two-pair- back  had  gone 
off  without  paying  his  rent.  One  day  I  was 
sitting  alone,  for  the  girl  was  out,  and  think- 
ing to  myself  what  ever  was  to  be  done, 
when  all  of  a  sudden  a  knock  came  to  the 
door,  that  made  my  heart  leap  to  my  mouth. 
Not  that  it  was  a  loud,  long  knock,  clatter, 
clatter,  clatter ;  nor  a  postman's  knock,  ra — 
tatt ;  nor  a  knock  like  yours,  mister,  rat  &t- 
St-at ;  it  was  three  moderate,  leisurely  strokes 
of  the  knocker,  with  precisely  the  same  num- 
ber of  seconds  between  them  ;  and  I  could 
have  sworn  the  strokes  were  knocked  by  the 
young  man,  for  many  a  time  and  oft  had  I 
heard  them  on  the  door  on  the  other  side  of 
the  way." 

*'I  hope  to  goodness  you  were  right?" 
said  I. 

"  Never  was  wrong  in  my  life,"  said  my 
landlady,  "  when  I  felt  anything.  Black 
coat,  white  cravat,  smooth  hat,  glossy  boots, 
brown  hair,  gray  face — all  were  unchanged. 
He  looked  steadily  at  me  for  some  seconds 
when  I  opened  the  door,  and  I  was  just  go- 
ing to  ask  him  how  he  did — when  at  last  he 
said :  *  Lodgings  ?' " 

•'  *  Yes,  sir,'  said  I,  '  please  to  step  in ;' 
and  I  showed  him  into  the  parlor.  He  look- 
ed at  everything  minutely,  but  without  mov- 
ing from  where  he  stood  near  the  door  :  at 
the  table,  the  chairs,  the  fire-place,  the  chim- 
ney-glass ;  I  am  sure  he  noticed  that  the  tail 
of  that  lion  was  broken  (but  the  hussy 
tramped  for  it,  /can  tell  you!) — nothing  es- 
caped him ;  and  at  last  he  looked  at  the  win- 
dow, and  at  the  chair  the  young  lady  used 
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to  Bit  in  as  she  sewed ;  and  then  turning  qui- 
etly round,  be  walked  out. 

"'What  do  you  think  of  them  ?'  asked  I 
anxiously,  as  I  followed  him. 

" '  Wouldn't  suit,*  said  he ;  and  so  he  went 
his  way.  I  was  a  little  put  out,  you  may 
be  sure" 

"  I'll  take  my  corporal  oath  of  that  1"  re- 
marked I. 

"  But  not  so  much  as  you  think,  mister," 
said  my  landlady ;  ''  for  I  could  not  help 
feeling  sorry  for  him.  But  yet  I  own,  when 
the  very  same  thing  occurred  next  year — " 

"  Next  year !" 

"  On  the  very  day,  hour,  minute,  second : 
the  same  knock,  the  same  look  in  my  face, 
the  same  inspection  of  the  room,  the  same 
gaze  at  the  young  lady's  chair,  and  the  same 
answer :  '  Wouldn't  suit !'    The  next  year" — 

^'  My  dear  madam ! — ^how  long  is  that 
ago? 

"  Well — a  matter  of  twenty  year." 

I  was  glad  it  was  no  worse ;  for  a  mis- 
giving had  come  over  me,  and  my  imagina- 
tion was  losing  itself  in  the  distance  of  the 
past.  '  * 

"  The  next  year,"  continued  my  landlady, 
**  and  the  next,  and  the  next,  and  the  next, 
were  as  like  as  may  be.  Sometimes  the  par- 
lor was  let ;  but  it  was  all  one — he  would 
see  it,  'as  it  might  do  for  another  time ;'  and 
the  lodgers  being  out,  he  did  see  it,  and  still 
it  wouldn't  suit.  At  last,  I  happened  one 
year  to  be  out  myself,  forgetting  that  it  was 
the  young  man's  day ;  and  my !  as  the 
thought  struck  me  when  coming  home,  it 
gave  me  such  a  turn  !  I  felt  as  if  I  hadn't 
done  right.  I  was  by  this  time  accustomed 
to  the  vibit,  you  see,  and  always  grew  anx- 
ious when  the  time  came.  But  it  was  of  no 
consequence  to  him ;  only  he  stared  twice  as 
long  when  the  door  was  opened  and  he  saw 
a  strange  face.  But  he  went  in  all  the  same, 
looked  at  every  thing  as  usual — Wouldn't 
suit.  At  all  these  visits  of  inspection,  his 
stay  was  of  the  same  length  to  a  minute ; 
and  when  he  went  away,  I  found — for  I  did 
watch  him  once — he  walked  straight  to  the 
coach -oflBce. 

"  Well,  mister,  you  may  think,  as  years 
passed  on,  that  I  saw  some  difference  in  the 
young  man's  appearance.  But  he  didn't 
grow  a  bit  older.  His  hair  changed,  ,but  his 
gray  face  was  still  like  granite  stone.  His 
pace  became  slower ;  but  for  that,  he  only 
came  the  sooner,  so  that  he  might  have  the 
same  time  to  look,  and  get  back  to  the  coach 
at  the  proper  moment.  Then  he  seemed  to 
tremble  a  Jittle  in  his  walk;  but  he  had  now 


a  cane  to  keep  him  stiff  and  upright ;  and  he 
still  looked  as  if  he  was  a- measuring  the 
pavement,  only  taking  more  pains  to  it.  I 
cannot  think  what  it  was  that  made  me  care 
so  much  about  that  old  young  man,  for  I 
never  in  my  life  exchanged  more  words  with 
him  than  you  have  heard.  But  once,  when 
the  clock  was  fast,  and  he  hadn't  made  his 
appearance  at  the  hour,  I  sat  quaking  in  my 
chair,  and  grew  so  nervous  that,  when  at  last 
the  knock  came,  I  started  up  with  a  scream. 
But  this  was  after  we  had  been  well-nigh  a 
score  of  years  accustomed  to  each  other. 
Earlier,  I  was  sometimes  cross ;  that  was 
when  we  had  hardly  any  lodgers,  and  the 
parlor  never  would  suit.  But  it  was  all  one 
to  him.  He  didn't  mind  me  a  pin — not 
even  when,  being  in  better  humor,  I  once 
asked  him  to  sit  down.  He  just  looked  as 
usual — as  if  there  was  nobody  in  the  world 
but  himself.  I  was  so  nettled,  that  I  thought 
of  repeating  the  invitation,  and  pointing  to 
the  young  lady's  chair :  but  it  was  a  bad 
thought,  and  I  am  glad  now  I  kept  it  down. 
*'  He  grew  more  and  more  infirm ;  and  at 
last,  when  one  year  he  came  and  went  in  a 
coach,  although  he  would  not  make  use  of 
coachee's  arm  either  in  coming  down  or  go- 
ing up  the  steps,  I  had  a  sore  heart  and  dfim 
eyes  looking  after  him.  The  next  year,  yoa 
may  be  sure,  I  was  at  my  post  as  usual ;  but 
when  it  came  near  the  hour,  I  was  so  fidgety 
and  nervous,  that  I  could  not  sit  down,  but 
kept  going  from  the  parlor  window  to  the 
door,  and  looking  up  at  the  clock.  The 
clock  struck — there  was  no  knock.  Poor 
old  young  man !  In  ten  minutes  more,  there 
was  the  postman's  knock,  and  I  took  the 
letter  he  gave  me  into  the  parlor — slow  and 
desolate- like.  The  girl  was  out ;  we  had 
hardly  any  lodgers;  things  were  very  bad 
with  me — I  was  6ore  cast  down.  But  busi- 
ness is  business;  and  I  opened  the  letter, 
which  was  no  doubt  about  the  apartments, 
for  I  never  got  any  other.  This  time,  it  was 
from  a  country  attorney,  telling  me  of  that 
Death,  and  of  a  clause  in  the  will,  leaving  a 
hundred  pounds  to  me  for  my  trouble  in 
showing  the  lodgings  that  wouldn't  suit 
Mister,  I  was  took  all  of  a  heap!  The 
whole  twenty  years  seemed  to  be  upon  my 
brain.  The  young  man — the  young  lady — 
the  long,  long  love-looks  across  the  street — 
the  meeting  he  couldn't  stand,  that  was  like 
Matrimony  in  the  papers — the  visits  to  the 
parlor,  where  she  had  lived,  and  sat,  and 
never  saw  him — the  gray  face — the  sinking 
limbs — the  whitening  hair — the  empty  lodg- 
ings— the  hundred  pounds !    I  was  alone  m 
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the  house ;  I  felt  alone  in  the  world ;  and 
straightway  I  throws  the  letter  upon  the 
table,  plumps  me  down  in  a  chair,  and  burst 
out  a-crjing  and  sobbing.*' 

Here  my  landlady  stopped  ;  and  here  ends 
a  tale  that  wants,  methinks,  only  incident, 
plot,  character,  coloring,  a  beginning,  a  mid- 
dle, and  an  end,  to  be  a  very  good  one.  But 
all  these  it  receives  from  the  reader,  who  is 
acquainted  with  the  inner  life  of  that  old 


young  man,  and  is  able,  if  he  choose,  to 
write  his  history  in  volumes ;  and  whose  me- 
mory brings  before  him  some  unconscious 
image,  which  gave  a  tone  and  direction  to 
the  thoughts  oi  years,  and  supplied  a  Mecca 
of  the  heart  for  his  meditative  visits,  without 
affecting  in  any  sensible  degree  the  cold  calm 
look,  and  the  measured  step  with  which  he 
paced  through  the  cares  and  business  of  the 
world. 


-»«• 


>««• 


**  Thb  New  Castle. — Balmoral  is  alow,  ir» 
regular  atone  building,  of  no  pretensions  to 
architectural  beauty,  and  when  the  queen  took 
possession  of  it,  it  was  merely  a  hunting-lodge 
of  a  Scottish  nobleman,  and  but  little  alteration 
has  been  made  in  it  since.  It  is  pleasantly 
situated  in  a  narrow  valley,  with  a  hill  in 
front  and  the  Dee  behind.  This  river  is 
broad,  and  its  waters  are  remarkably  clear. 
Altogether  the  valley  where  "  the  Castle" 
stanos  may  be  about  half  a  mile  wide,  but  a 
new  and  commodious  place  is  already  staked 
out,  which  will  be  nearer  to  the  banks  of  the 
river.  During  the  residence  in  the  Highlands, 
the  course  of  life  pursued  by  the  court  is 
much  more  simple  than  it  even  is  at  Osborne. 
The  metropolis  and  Windsor  are  of  course 
out  of  the  question.  Twice  a  week  a  four- 
horse  van,  from  Aberdeen,  conveys  provisions 
and  stores  which  the  immediate  neighborhood 
cannot  supply.  The  queen  and  the  prince 
will  sometimes  leave  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  and  not  be  seen  again  by  the  suite 
of  Balmoral  till  they  return  home  in  the 
evening.  When  they  visit  "  the  Hut,"  the 
Bhiel  of  Allt  na  Guithsacb,  which  is  situated 
about  half  way  up  Loch  na  Gar,  the  queen 
is  merely  attended  by  one  lady  in  waiting, 
and  the  prince  only  by  his  valet :  a  female 
domestic  and  a  cook  go  from  the  castle,  and 
^bere  is  an  old  woman  resident  at "  the  Hut  ;'* 
^beae  are  all  the  retinue  the  Sovereign  of 


England  and  her  consort  have  during  their 
residence  in  the  mountains. 

Her  majesty  and  the  prince  often  remain 
for  days  living  in  **  the  Hut,"  and  make  ex- 
cursions in  the  romantic  mountainous  region 
in  which  it  is  situated.  It  was  during  one 
of  these  tours  made  from  "  the  Hut,"  where 
her  majesty  was  then  stopping,  that  the  news 
of  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington  first 
reached  her,  and  caused  the  pleasant  and 
homely  little  minage  to  be  immediately 
broken  up,  and  the  queen  to  return  to  Bal- 
moral. On  the  hill-side,  in  front  of  the  cas- 
tle, there  are  at  present  patches  of  oats 
and  barley,  where  a  few  partridges  are  to  be 
found ;  wheat,  of  course,  cannot  be  grown 
here.  The  arouse  are  plentiful,  but  wild ; 
and  mountain  hares  and  rabbits  abound. 
While  there  is  so  much  to  contribute  to  sport, 
a  great  drawback  is  occasioned  to  it  by  the 
Highland  gillies, — for  a  more  lazy,  inert, 
obstinate  unwashed  set,  it  is  impossible  to 
conceive ;  and  although  they  live  all  the  year 
round  on  the  money  they  obtain  from  Prince 
Albert  and  the  visitors  at  Balmoral,  it  is 
impossible  to  induce  them  to  interest  them- 
selves, or  manifest  any  pleasure  or  excitement 
in  the  sport  in  which  they  are  employed. 
*  There's  time  enough  yet,'  either  in  Gaelic  or 
broad  Lowland  Scotch,  is  all  that  can  be  ex- 
tracted from  them,  and  the  dudeen,  or  short 
pipe,  is  as  neverfailing  an  accompaniment  as 
it  IS  with  the  Irish  peasant" 
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.  ThB  tint  soil 

ptomlKd  trork  hsi  uppMrod. 

The  FroDlier  l^nde  at  th»  ChriitiiD  and  the  Turk, 
DDrnprifling  ir^vele  in  the  regiona  of  the  Lower  Duiabe, 
in  ISOO  »iid  1851,  bjallrili.hlUMd«ntoftw«nlj7»n 
to  (he  Eut. 

A  nicotian  of  th«  Eawyi  of  MacroT  Napier,  the  UM 
editor  of  the  Edinburgh  RecitiP,  hu  heen  mads, 
ThethirdvoluiuoolLonlJubnli.uiMiriLifeofTbaDuu 
KoDia  hit  appeared.     Vbe  compUinta  made  reepeotmg 
the  caroleu  edltonbip  of  the  flist  tn         '  - 

peaUd  Hilh  iotereX  telpeoting  thii 
ttani  Tsmarki  upon  Ibia  feature,  and  •umi.  up  uic  ...^.^ 
of  the  oocUnti,     Otbei  eritioa)  jonmali  aooord  with 

■■  In  the  Bnl  two  lolaaiei  ot  thii  work  the  Editor— ai 
he  obOM,  and  ciiooMi,  to  call  himielf— favored  the 
pnblto  with  a  brief  Preface,  ■  brief  Aatoblognph;,  and 
a  Tut  qaactttj  ot  Uiarf,  iaMimiied  with  u  large  a 
qaantity  of  (JorreipondeDce,  too  often  repeatiDg  ihe 
infonnatioB  already  detailed  in  the  Dlar;.  Id  the 
Tolumea  befon  UB  we  haye  nothing  bat  Diai;  ;  and  as 
for  editing,  bis  Lordabip  has  done  here  jet  leM  ii 
way  than'     '  ''    -" ' <-■<--' 


i  this  Ig 


The  AlluTUmm 


t  of  the 
ock'  bt> 


'■T'li.ragbtho"uiBri'uf'S'oQte'"wa«CTidsnt 
hjitt  nulbur  for  pDbli cation .— he  himwlt 
appenr  to  have  bad  any  verj  liistinct  notiM 


..  _      fioiun'olumet.     IntbefoQrlh 

volume.  Lord  John  baa  giyen  u>,  eigaed  J.  H.,  not 
0  pagei  of  iiuall  type  about  the  deBtmction  of 
Autubiograpb;.    A  very  (ew  DOlee,  of  little 


inleiligible — in  Lord  Job 
and  |)urpoH  ;  but  the  (»c 


>nbip.    The  work  la  per^ 
I  good  reasoni— peifeotly 


identlylulended 
JDuelt  would  Dot 

notion  of  what  a 

good  iliMj  should  be  like.  '  He  had,  ii 
the  :irHi  requieit^e  fornipnlyiDg  ntc-h  n  wurk:'— bewu 
dillg.ru  ill  keeping  hia  Uiar;  well  '  punwd  tip,' — tt 
that  ihr  pruaeediaga  u!  one  day  were  g<!ue rail*  recorded 
on  ti..'  ii,<it.  By  Ibia  he  baa  given  no  air  at  aalhoritj 
to  lii><  intries :— and  whatever  the  inlriodo  worth  ot 
what  he  reeordi  may  he,  it  la  doabtlen  generallj  >» 
eotate.  Be  waa  without  dramatia  power : — doe*  not 
bringpeople  before  na.  mind  and  body,  like  Boewall  or 
likeFepy*.  He  oatchei  at  imari  aaylnn,  Joksai  epi- 
{acei  of  thing*  ;  aod 

tearii  by  the  witcheiy  of  his  looge  aod  voice.  He  doM 
not  eicbange  mindiwitb  the  people  whom  tie  OMti. 
•Who  gave  the  ball  oruaid  the  viiit  lait.'weiw  nut- 
ters of  more  moment  lo  lilm  than  one  ot  Coleridge'* 
dieeoarees  ;— and  a  joke  by  Jekjll  or  an  Imrvonpto  by 
Lnttrell  are  poiau  of  greater  oonacquenoe  ihso  Words- 
worth's reasoas  tor  bii  admiration  of '  Chriatabel.' " 

WelllugtOD,  hii  Character, 
Ings,  by  Jules  Maor  '    ' 

India  aa  It  May  Be— an  Outline  of  a  proposed  Goven 
ment  and  Policy,  by  George  Campbell,  flsq.— well  n 
— ived  by  the  jo  u — '- 


Lther  ambltiona  of  reoording  the  good  a 
lit  he  mixed,  the  pretty  girls  with  whom  hi 
IS  namea  of  the  ladiea  of  rank  who  were  . 


n  print 


Lordabip  tiu  even  read  the  Diary 
his  practised  eye  would  not  have 
nts  to  appear  as,  Sir  J.  Browne,  for 
the  celebrated  bir  1  bomai  Uro who— Wharton,  for  Tom 
Warlon— Spcujer,  fur  Lfcrl  Ppcnccr— (Jourlney,  tor 
Coorlenay— Wlsbaw,  for  W  blab  aw,  the  friend  of  lio- 
milly— Hemming  for  Henning.  the  eoulplor— Proctor, 
for  Olr.  PtocUr,  or  ISarry  CoruwaU— Oolboum,  for  Mr. 
Colburn,  the  publiahcr—Wenaton,  for  Winston,  onee  a 
well-known  name  in  dramatic  circles— W.  Sharpe,  for 
Kirkpatrick  Sbarpe,  the  friend  ot  Sir  Waller  txott— 
iJaideis,  for  Cowley'a  Uavideia— and  Byronianis,  for 
Byroniana.    Slips  of  tbis  nature  are  pardonable  In  the 


Xarratlve  of  a  Journey  round  the  World  ;  oomBridDg 
a  Winter  Pasmge  acroaa  the  Andea  to  ChUi,  with  a 
Viait  to  the  Gold  Kcgions  of  Califoroift  ud  AnstaBlia, 
the  South  Sea  lalanda,  Java,  fco.  By  F.  Uerslaecksr. 
3  vols.  The  Lilrrary  Gatttti  prononnoee  the  author  of 
;  this  compTehensive  work,  acoarding  to  his  own  ihow- 
I  ing,  no  ordinary  mdu.  It  appears  that  he  wai  early 
schooled  in  adventure,— »nd  imbibed  a  love  for  vrander- 
ing  in  hia  boyhood.  While  yet  a  youngster,  he  visited 
f>^orth  Amenea,  and  wu  obliged  to  take  any  work  tor 
a  living  that  he  could  obtain.— being,  aa  he  eUtee,  too 
proud  to  write  home  to  (iermany  for  money.  Uader 
tbcHj  circumitauces,  he  was  by  turoa— fimt  fireman  and 
deck-band,  then  eook,  on  board  the  Ulssisslppl  and 
Arkansas  steamers  ;  he  set  up  as  cord-worker  In  Ten- 
neaaee ;  worked  at  the  ailrenmlth  busiasa*  In  CtociB- 
nati ;  farmed  in  Missouri ;  was  bar-keeper  and  Iiotel- 
pruprietorin  Louisiana,  stock-keeper  in  Arkansas;  and 
'  -  '  ig  become  familiar  with  the  language  and 
...  1.,  I J  r —  years  io  "■-  "— -*■ 


hah  It  B  of  tb 


ooda  of  the  A 


I,  leading  a  wild  life  In  a  wild 


w  the  Slat  of  ADgon 


lutbor  lu  print  Itaii 

ided  in  the  volumei 
ist  of  September  1H22, 
(BKISSB.    The; eon. 


A  new  and  splendid  edition  of  the  popular  poetry  and 
poeiBof  Britlan.toba  "edited,  with  biographical  and 
critical  notices,"  by  George  GilBllan  ;  and  Jaang  liter- 
ary Bootlaud  ia  moslering  to  bdp  him. 
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That  uaeftil  little  yolume,  Men  of  the  Time,  m*^®*' 
ito  appearance,  annual-faahion,  for  1853,  "  with  sixty 


new  memoirs.' 

The  recent  discoreriea  are  stimalating  to  a  new  edi- 
tion of  Robertson's  Charles  V.,  with  notes  by  the  ener- 
getic Creasy. 

A  biography  of  Lord  Peterborougjh   is   the  latest 

Kithnmoos  work  announced  of  Eliot  Warburton's. 
ptain  Cunningham's  Bhilsa  Topes,  or  Budhist 
MoniimenU  of  Central  India,  and  Mr.  Irving's  Theory 
and  Practice  of  Caste,  are  highly  spoken  of.  Mr.  Flnlay , 
the  historian  of  medisBval  Greece,  is  about  to  follow  up 
his  work  on  that  subject  by  a  Bysantine  History  from 
1216  to  1507. 

De  Saulcv's  very  interesting  Narrative  of  a  Journey 
round  the  Dead  tJea,  and  Frederika  Bremer's  Impres- 
ilona  of  America,  appear  in  an  English  dress. 

Hr.  John  Francis,  the  historian  of  the  Bank  of  Eng- 
land, will  be  in  the  field  with  his  Annals,  Anecdotes, 
and  Legends,  a  Chronicle  of  Life  Assurance.  Mrs. 
Aostin's  Germany  fh)m  1760  to  1814,  sketches  of  Ger- 
man life,  contributed  to  the  Edinburgh  Review^  is  an- 
iumneed. 

William  Gardiner,  the  celebrated  author  of  the  Music 
of  Nature,  has  published  an  engaging  work  entitled 
Music  and  Minds,  or  Pleasant  Uecoilections  of  a  Dil- 
ettante. 

The  Diary  of  Martha  Bethune  Baliol  from  1753  to 
1754,  is  a  pleasing  fictitious  narrative  of  love  and  adven- 
tore,  and  vanishing  Jacobitism  in  Britain. 

The  Diary  and  Houres  of  the  Ladye  Adolie,  1652, 
fiom  the  pen  of  Lady  Charlotte  Pepys,  a  volume, 
pretty  every  way,  devoted  to  the  autobiography  of  a 
pious  young  lady  of  quality,  supposed  to  be  burnt  at 
Kimithfleld  m  the  days  of  Bloody  Mary. 

A  book  of  considerable  interest  to  antiquaries  and 
eocleaiologists  is  appearing  in  parts.  The  History  and 
Antiquities  of  8t  David^,  by  William  Basil  Jones, 
M.A-,  and  Edward  A.  Freeman,  UJi.  The  work  is  il- 
lustrated by  good  engravings,  and  is  published  alto- 
gether in  superior  style.  The  cathedral  archsoology 
Si^lays  laborious  research  on  the  part  of  the  learned 
editors. 

A  report  made  to  the  Belgian  government  on  Indus- 
trial Instruction  in  England,  by  the  Chevalier  de  Coc- 
qoiel,  is  transited  into  English  by  Peter  Berlyn,  who 
adds  remarks  and  comments  in  foot-notes.  The  subject 
Is  important,  and  the  views  of  an  intelligent  foreigner 
on  this  department  of  education  in  England  are  at  the 
present  time  worthy  of  attention. 

On  the  subject  of  emigration,  a  cheap  pamphlet  by 
Mr.  Charles  llursthouse,  jun.,  gives  useful  hinu  of  a 
practical  kind  to  different  classes  of  emigrants. 

A  popular  narrative  of  the  last  struggle  of  the  Hun- 
garian nation  fur  freedom,  by  the  Rev.  Henrv  Birch,  is 
entitled  Princes  against  Peoples;  or,  the  Fall  of  Hun- 
cary.  The  writer  has  collected  the  principal  points  of 
biMorical  interest  from  various  published  works,  and 
gives  a  brief  but  clear  stotement  of  the  events  of  the 
war. 

Mr.  Kingsley's  powerful  tale,  Hypatia,  or  New  Foes 
in  Old  Faces,  which  has  been  publishing  in  Fraser^s 
JMagazine,  has  been  issued  in  two  volumes. 

The  ninth  volume  of  the  works  of  Galileo  Galilei, 
published  by  order  of  the  Grand  Duke  of  Tuscany,  has 
made  its  appearance  at  Florence. 

Items. 
The  subscription  list  for  the  erection  of  a  monument 
to  the  memory  of  the  late  Dr.  Moir,  of  Musselburgh, 
being  now  well  filled  up,  the  subscribers  are  at  once  to 
determine  as  to  tlie  description  and  site  of  the  monu- 
ment* 


Chevalier  Bunsen  has  obtained  from  the  University  of 
Qottingen  the  decree  of  Doctor,  "  for  the  rare  theologi- 
cal science  of  which  he  has  given  proof.*' 

The  Cleopatra  Needle  has  proved  too  worthless  and 
insignifieant  in  the  eyes  of  the  agents  of  the  Crystal 
Palace  to  justify  a  removal.  The  Obeliisk  of  Laxor  will, 
however,  t>e  brooght  from  Egypt  for  exhibition  at 
Sydenham. 

M.  Albert  Gaudry,  a  well  known  French  naturalist, 
has  been  sent  to  the  island  uf  Cyprus  and  the  shores  of 
the  Levant  to  study  and  report  on  the  geology  and  na- 
tural history  of  those  portions  of  the  Turkish  empire. 

The  contribution  in  aid  of  Lady  Franklin's  exertions 
for  the  recovery  of  her  husband  and  hit  companions, 
from  Van  Dieman's  Land,  h^s  reached  her  hands,  and 
amounts  to  1,671/.  ISf.  4d.  The  subscribers  to  the  tes- 
timonial include  all  classes  and  denominations  of  the 
colonists. 

Lamartine  is  dying ;  his  physicians  have  no  hopes  of 
him. 

Edinburgh  is  projecting  a  great  Industrial  Exhibition , 
to  be  held  next  year. 

In  forty  cities  and  towns  in  Scotland  every  one  hun- 
dred and  forty- nine  of  the  population  supports  a  dram 
shop. 

The  Isabel  (screw  steamer)  is  to  depart  for  Behring's 
Straits— another  proof  of  the  devotion  and  zeal  of  i.Ady 
Franklin  in  her  hu^iband's  behalf.  '1  he  Admiralty  have 
rendered  some  assistance  in  the  equipment  of  the  Isabel, 
but  the  expense  ot  provisioning  and  storing  the  vessel, 
and  paying  the  crew,  is  defrayed  bv  Lady  Franklin. 
The  expedition  is  well  provided  with  meats  and  anti- 
scorbutics, and  is  to  l)e  conducted  on  temperance  prin- 
ciples. 

A  new  work  has  appeared,  on  **  Cretins  and  Idiots," 
in  which  it  is  stated  that  idiocy  and  goitre  prevail  in 
England  to  an  uncredited  extent,  and  that  cretinism  of 
the  most  undoubted  kind,  exists  there  as  trulv  as  in  the 
Alps  and  the  Andes.  Various  parts  of  lorkshire, 
Herefordshire,  Derbyshire,  ^Somersetshire,  and  many 
towns  are  afflicted  in  this  manner,  tattle  (in  York- 
shire) is  one  of  the  localities  where  cretinism  prevails. 
In  Silverdale  there  are  11  cretins  in  one  family.  Old- 
ham IS  another  afflicted  place.  At  Cbiselborough,  Dr. 
Guggenbuhl,  the  Swiss  physician,  who  has  made  the 
discovery  of  these  facts,  saw  32  cretins  in  a  village  of 
300  inhabitants,  a  proportion  of  more  than  10  per  cent. 

Abd-el-Kader  has  addressed  a  letter  to  Lord  London- 
derry, thanking  him  for  his  exertions  on  his  behalf,  it 
is  addressed  *'  To  his  lordship  the  magoifioent,  the 
highly  exalted,  the  man  of  heart,  the  key  of  happv  is- 
sues, before  whom  misfortune  flies,  the  General  Vane 
Londonderry,  the  irishman.' 


» 


Goldschmidt,  Jenny  Lind's  husband,  has  been  giving 
successful  concerts  at  Berlin. 

A  portrait  of  Shakspeare  has  been  found,  painted  by 
a  contemporary  of  the  bard  of  Avon. 

M.  Henri  Hers,  the  well-known  pianist,  saw  announced 
for  sale  a  few  days  ago,  a  picture  by  Greuze,  called  the 
"  Two  Orphans,"  forming  part  of  the  effects  of  the 
Count  de  Paiva,  a  Portuguese  nobleman.  As  during 
his  absence  from  France  in  1848  he  bad  lost  such  a  pic- 
ture, he  demanded  from  the  Civil  1  ribunal  authority  to 
seize  it.  The  Countess  de  I'aiva  caused  an  advocate  to 
appear  for  her  on  Saturday,  before  the  tribunal,  to  re- 
present that  the  picture  was  hers,  it  having  been  given 
to  her  more  than  ten  years  ago  by  M.  and  Madame  de 
Kochemure,  before  her  marriage  with  M.  de  Paiva,  and 
when  she  lived  with  M.  Hers.  On  behalf  of  M.  Herz,  it 
was  stated  that  the  picture  had  been  given  to  him,  and 
that  Mme.  de  Paiva  had  taken  advantage  of  his  ab- 
sence to  remove  it  from  his  residence.    The  trihuAai 
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decided  that  as  legardf  fomiture,  ponesdon  is  the  best 
title,  and  that^iMtides,  the  period  within  which  claims 
for  famitnre  can  be  made  had  passed  away.  It  accord- 
ingly r^ected  the  application  of  M.  Herz. 

Mr.  Madden,  the  Oriental  traveller,  annoanoes  a 
work  on  the  Life  and  Martyrdom  of  Savonarola. 

The  Edinburgh  Review,  under  its  new  management,, 
resumes  something  of  its  old  temper.  Two  of  the  art!-' 
oles  in  the  April  number  are  fierce  attacks  upon  Toipr 
oharacter»— Alison  and  D' Israeli.  The  new  editor^  it 
will  be  remembered,  is  £.  Comewall  Lewis,  Esq. 

The  Royal  Familv  now  consists  of  the  following  :— 
The  Q.aeen  Alexandrina  Victoria  was  bom  May  24, 
1819.  Prince  Francis  Albert  Augustus  Charles  Emanu- 
el of  Saze  Coburg  and  Gotha,  was  bom  August  23, 
1819.  The  twain  were  married  at  the  age  of  21,  on  the 
10th  of  February,  1840.    The  issue  has  been : 

Victoria  Adelaide  Mary  Louisa,  bom  November  21, 
1840.  Albert  Edward,  bora  November  9, 1841.  Alice 
Maud  Mary,  bora  April  25, 1^43.  Alfred  Eraest  Al- 
bert, bora  August  6, 1B44.  Helena  Augusia  Victoria, 
bora  May  25,  1845.  Louisa  Caroline  Alberta,  bora 
March  18, 1848.  Arthur  William  Patrick  Albert,  born 
May  1, 1850.  A  son  not  yet  named,  bora  April?,  1853. 
Eight  children— four  sons  and  four  daughters. 

It  appears,  from  a  retnra  to  Parliament,  just  issued, 
that  the  expense  of  the  Oxford  Commission  defrayed 
lart  year  was  1,220^.  45.,  and  of  that  relating  to  Cam- 
bridge, 400^. 

Prince  Albert  has  headed  a  subscription  list  with  a 
donation  of  25/.,  towards  the  erection  of  a  monument  to 
the  memory  of  Dr.  Jenner,  the  discoverer  of  vaccina- 
tion. The  statue  is  to  be  a  colossal  bronze  figure  to  be 
erected  in  the  metropolis.  The  model  has  been  design- 
ed by  Mr.  Calder  Marshall. 

On  the  decease  of  the  late  Duke  of  Wellington,  there 
remained  in  the  possession  of  his  family  three  Ribands 
of  the  Order  of  tne  Garter.  The  latest  worn  by  the  la- 
mented hero  has  recently  been  presented  to,  and  graci- 
ously accepted  by,  her  Majesty.  A  second,  of  very  old 
and  historical  interest,  is  retained  in  the  family ;  and 
the  third  has  been  sent  by  the  present  Duke  of  W^elling- 
ton  to  the  Marquis  of  Londonderry,  upon  whom  the  Gar^ 
ter  of  the  great  duke  was  conferred  by  the  Queen. 

The  Leander,  Captain  King,  of  50  guns,  is  to  bring 
the  Earl  of  EUesmere  to  America,  and  is  to  remain  at 
New  York  during  the  Great  Exhibition  in  this  city. 
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A  new  play,  bv  Sir  T.  N.  Talfourd,  called 
CastiUan,"  is  said  to  be  in  private  circulation. 

Mrs.  Stowe  and  her  friends  had  agreed,  while  in  Ed- 
inburgh, to  attend  an  anti-slavery  and  a  total  absti- 
nence meeting. 

Grisi  has  once  more  appeared  as  Norma,  and  is  said 
to  be  the  wonder  of  the  age.  Her  voice  is  still  magnifi- 
cent, and  her  acting  sublime.  Her  reception  was  en- 
thusiastic. 

As  an  example  of  the  declining  state  of  the  bar,  it  is 
stated  that  twenty-two  sets  of  chambers  are  now  to  be  [ 


let  in  the  Middle  Temple  solely,  which  numbers  two 
hundred  and  fifty. 

Dr.  Alexander  Mayer,  of  Paris,  announces  that  he 
has  been  able  to  obtain  heat  for  all  the  purposes  for 
which  heat  is  now  used,  bv  means  of  faction.  An 
apnaratus  for  this  purpose  will  soon  be  exhibited  to  the 
puDlic. 

The  Edinburgh  Philosophical  Institution  is  in  a  state 
of  great  activity  and  growing  success.  The  members 
appear  to  be  nearly  2,400  in  number— and  we  observe 
that  fifty-one  lectures  on  various  subjects,  senerally  of 
a  high,  grave  class,  have  been  delivered  during  the  pa«t 
seas  )n.  The  library  contains  about  6,000  volumes— and 
this  seems  to  us  the  weakest  department  of  the  institu- 
tion. 

The  Academy  of  Sciences  of  Berlin  has  granted  to 
Dr.  Freund,  the  eminent  philologist  and  lexicographer, 
the  expenses  of  a  jouraey  in  Switserland  and  the  Ty- 
rol, for  the  purpose  of  investigaiing  the  Romanic  dia- 
lects spoken  in  the  districts  of  ancient  Rhsetia. 


Broucham  has  been  favoring  the  Academy  o^ 
!  of  Paris  with  a  paper  "  On  Light,"  but  his 


Lord 
Sciences 

communication  does  not  appear  to  have  contained  any- 
thing new. 


It  appears  from  the  report  of  a  meeting  of  the  sub- 
scribers to  the  Moore  Testimonial,  which  has  just  been 
held  in  Dublin,  under  the  presidency  of  the  Earl  of 
Charlemont,  that  XI, 315  had  been  subscribed,  out  of 
which  X  1,161  has  been  paid  up,  and  an  expenditure  of 
X13S  incurred.  A  communication  had  been  received 
from  London,  through  Mr.  Lonsman,  announcing  that 
the  London  subscription  for  tne  Moore  Testimonial 
amounted  to  X279.  The  testimonial  is  to  take  the 
shape  of  a  statue  on  a  pedestal— the  figure  to  be  of 
bronxe,  and  executed  from  the  marble  portrait  taken 
of  the  poet  by  Mr.  Charles  Moore.  An  admirable  site 
has  been  chosen  for  the  work.  It  is  to  be  placed  in  an 
open  space  fronting  what  was  the  Old  Parliament 
House  of  Ireland^  and  close  to  Trinity  CoUege,  where 
Moore  received  his  education. 

The  Earl  of  £llesmere  has  been  appointed  by  Royal 
Commission  to  represent  the  British  Gbverament  to  the 
Crystal  Palaoe  Exhibition  in  New  York,  the  ensuing 
summer.  Besides  the  Earl  of  EUesmere,  Sir  Charles 
Lyell,  Mr.  Dilke,  Professor  G.  Wilson,  Mr.  Whitworth, 
and  Mr.  Wallis,  are  also  to  accompanv  the  commission. 
It  will  thus  consist  of  six  members,  and  form  a  body  well 
calculated  not  only  worthily  to  represent  this  country  on 
the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic,  but  to  bring  back,  in  the 
shape  of  official  reports,  the  results  of  the  approaching 
industrial  display.  The  nobleman  who  is  placed  at  the 
head  of  the  Commission  is  thoroughly  qualified  to  pro- 
nounce a  judgment  upon  the  merits  of  the  fine  arts'  sec- 
tion, while  he  unites  with  a  highly  cultivated  taste,  the 
prestige  of  rank  and  wealth.  Science,  especially  in  the 
departments  of  raw  produce  and  mineralogy,  could  not 
find  in  this  country  a  worthier  representative  than  Sir 
Charles  Lyell ;  and  Mr.  Dilke,  the  least  rewarded,  and 
certainly  not  the  least  valuable  member  of  our  own  Ex- 
ecutive Committee  in  Hj[de-Park,  b^  his  practical  good 
sense,  his  business  habits,  and  his  experience,  may 
fairly  be  expected  to  stamp  the  new  Commission  with  a 
useful  as  weU  as  a  merely  dignified  character. 
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(WITH  A  PORTRAITO 


^  Abovt  twenty  yean  since  a  prize  wss  pro- 
posed, in  an  Italian  univeTsity,  for  the  best 
«Maj  OQ  the  following  subject:  "What  indi- 
"  vidual  linne  the  beginning  of  the  world  has 
"  most  occapied  the  thoughts  of  mankind  ?" 
The  palm  was  awarded  to  the  essayint  who 
maintained  the  superior  claims  of  Napoleon 
to  this  world-wide  description  of  notoriety  ; 
bnt  the  decision  was  far  from  commanding 
nnifenal  assent.  If,  however,  a  prize  were 
offered  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge  for  a  disser- 
Ution  on  the  analogous  but  more  limited 
qnestion — ""What  individual  from  February 
"1852,  to  January  1853,  has  most  occu- 
"  pied  the  pens,  tongues,  and  ears  of  English- 
"  men  ?" — the  answer  would  be  given  by 
SoclamaUon.     The  Right  Honorable  Benja- 


*  I,  'Jhe  Bight  HrmOTtMe  Senjamin  Ditraeii, 
M.P.  A  Critital  Biography.  By  GlOMi  Uemkt 
FkANCis.     Loudon :     I B52. 

2.  Lord  Oforge  Btntinck.  A  FolUUal  Biogra- 
fihy.  Bj  B.  DiaaAELi,  Member  of  PArliament  for 
IbeCountjfof  BuckiaghuD.  FiftbEditioD — revised. 
iMidoD:     1BB2. 


min  Disraeli,  late  Chancellor  of  the  Exche- 
quer, is  undispntably  the  man.  His  appoint- 
ment to  this  post  was  one  of  the  most  start- 
ling domestic  events  that  has  occurred  in  our 
lime.  People  seemed  never  tired  of  talking 
and  speculating  on  it,  with  its  recondite  causes 
and  its  problematical  results.  He  at  once  be- 
came an  ineihanitible  topic  of  animated  dis- 
cussion in  eooiety.  His  portrait  was  painted 
by  one  fashionable  artist ;  his  bust  waa  laben 
in  marble,  cere /wrmni'tM,  by  another;  what 
were  called  likenesses  of  him  appeared  in  illns- 
trated  newspapers  by  the  doien;  and,  above 
all,  he  waa  placed  in  Madame  Tusaaud'a  re- 
pository— that  British  Valhalla  in  which  it  is 
diOicult  for  a  dvilian  to  gain  a  niche  without 
being  hanged.  He  glittered  in  the  political 
horizon  as  a  phenomenon  of  the  first  magni- 
tude ;  and  every  glass  was  turned  upon  nim 
the  more  eagerly,  because  it  was  impossible 
to  discover,  and  hazardous  to  predicate, 
whether  he  would  turn  out  a  planet,  a  fixed 
star,  a  comet,  or  a  mere  vapory  exhalation, 
or  will  o'  the  wisp,  raised  by  an  overheated 
atmosphere  from  a  rank  and  unwholesome 
soil. 


S86 


ICa  DISRASLI:  HIS  CHARACTER  AND  CAREOL 


[July. 


To  lay  aside  metaphor — Mr.  Disraeli  was 
pretty  generally  regarded  as  an  iDtellectua], 
moral,  social,  and  parliamentary  anomaly. 
Uis  career  has  been  altogether  an  exceptional 
one.  None  but  himself  can  be  his  parallel ; 
and  as  all  traditional,  prescriptive,  and  familiar 
tests  of  character  are  obviously  out  of  place 
when  applied  to  that  of  the  "successor  of 
Harapden,"  we  are  by  no  means  surprised  to 
find  that  the  most  varying  and  contradictory 
opinions  still  prevail  concerning  him.  There  are 
persons,  we  hear,  who  conceive  him  to  be  the 
most  profound  of  modern  statesmen ;  there  are 
others,  we  know,  who  contemptuously  deny 
him  a  title  to  rank  amongst  statesmen  at  all. 
Some  of  his  admirers  declare  him  to  b6  an 
orator  in  the  highest  aense  of  the  term ; 
whilst  his  opponents  stoutly  maintain  that  he 
b  at  best  no  better  than  a  showy  and  shallow 
rhetorician.  Favorable  critics  dwell  upon 
the  alleged  wit,  spirit,  cleverness,  graphic 
power,  and  frequent  brilliancy  of  his  writings; 
whilst  those  of  the  severer  order  profess  to 
be  more  struck  by  their  meretricious  glit- 
ter, overwhelming  presumption,  open  disre- 
gard of  principle,  innate  vulgarity  of  concep- 
tion, and  utter  absence  of  earnestness  and 
truths  The  very  section  of  the  aristocracy 
which  has  always  been  the  last  to  recognize 
the  claims  of  genius,  points,  or  very  recently 
did  point,  to  his  elevation  as  an  irrefragable 
proof  of  the  excellence  of  our  institutions ; 
yet  the  majority  of  the  cultivated  classes, 
whose  liberal  appreciation  of  merit  for  its  own 
sake  has  been  time  immemorial  exhibited  in 
a  thousand  ways,  were  contemporaneously 
giving  vent  to  a  sentiment  not  much  unlike 
ibat  embodied  in  the  well-known  couplet — 


«t 


The  thing  we  know  is  neither  rich  nor  rare, 
But  wonder  how  the  devil  it  got  there." 


That,  indeed,  is  the  essential  question  and 
real  problem.  How  did  he  get  where  we 
recently  gazed  upon  him  with  almost  as  much 
wonder,  though  with  not  exactly  the  same 
vague  feeling  of  apprehension,  as  that  with 
which  we  contemplated  the  astounding  rise 
of  the  new  Emperor  of  the  French  ?  How 
did  a  gentleman  of  Jewish  extraction,  whose 
previous  career  was  inextricably  associated 
with  reminiscences  very  little  calculated  to 
inspire  esteem  or  confidence,  manage  to  be- 
come finance-minister  of  the  greatest  com- 
mercial country,  and  official  leader  of  the 
gravest,  wisest,  and  most  important  repre- 
sentative assembly  in  the  world  ?  Did  he 
succeed  by  addressing  himself  to  the  good  or 
to  the  bad  feelings  of  his  countrymen  ? — to 


their  passfons  and  prejudices,  or  to  their  rea- 
son and  good  sense  ?  In  other  words,  did  he 
win  his  position  by  the  fair  exercise  of  talent 
and  industry,  or  did  he  steal  a  march  on  his 
competitors,  and  climb  to  temporary  power 
upon  the  shoulders  of  a  well-dressed  and 
wealthy,  but  turbulent,  ilMnformed,  and  irri- 
tated set  of  agitators,  who  were  marked  by 
many  of  the  most  objectionable  characteris- 
tics of  a  mob  ? 

We  shall  endeavor  to  answer  these  ques- 
tions by  an  impartial  review  and  analysis  of 
the  Right  Honorable  Gentleman's  career,  as 
illustrated  by  his  writings  and  speeches, — 
taking  Mr.  George  Henry  Francis  as  our  as- 
sistant and  occasional  guide  ;  for  his  "Critical 
Biography,*'  although  frequently  betraying 
an  undue  partiality  for  his  hero,  presents  a 
tolerably  correct  outline  of  those  events  of 
Mr.  Disraeli's  life  with  which  we  have  now 
to  deal.  It  will  speedily  be  seen,  as  we  pro- 
ceed, that  we  are  actuated  by  no  party  views 
or  motives,  but  that  our  main  object  is  to  rec- 
tify the  scale  by  which  our  public  men  are  to 
be  judged.  Granting  that  no  widespread  or 
lasting  injury  may  result  from  an  insulted  ex- 
ample of  unmerited  promotion  to  the  highest 
honors  of  the  State, — the  case  assumes  a 
much  more  serious  aspect  when  the  essential 
rules  of  political  morality  are  systematically 
tampered  with,  in  the  hope  of  making  them 
square  with  conduct  which,  so  long  as  their 
authority  remains  unimpaired,  must  be  held 
emphatically  wrong.  We  are  well  aware  of 
the  delicacy  and  difiiculty  of  the  task  ;  but 
we  have  at  least  one  ad  vantage^ that,  so  long 
as  we  confine  ourselves  to  what  bears  on  his 
public  career,  we  need  not  be  over  scrupu- 
lous in  discussing  the  antecedents  of  a  man 
who  has  dealt  more  largely  and  profitably  in 
personality  than  any  writer  or  speaker  of  our 
day. 

According  to  the  "Critical  Biography," 
"  the  future  orator  and  statesman  was  born 
in  the  year  1806,"  and  according  to  Dodd's 
Parliamentary  Companion,  in  1806.  He 
was  the  first-born  of  Isaac  Disraeli,  the  emi- 
nent author  of  '*  Curiosities  of  Literature  ;" 
a  book  which,  despite  of  the  inaccuracies  de- 
tected by  Mr.  Corney  and  others,  has  been 
translated  into  every  modern  language  that 
boasts  a  literature,  and  must  be  deemed  an 
indispensable  part  of  every  good  library. 
Disraeli  the  Elder,  as  he  was  aflfectedly  des- 
ignated by  the  son  in  the  hope  of  benefiting 
by  the  reflected  lustre  of  the  paternal  fame, 
was  an  excellent  specimen  of  the  old-fash- 
ioned man  of  letters — amiable,  kind-hearted, 
devoted  to  his  books,  and  little  conversant 
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ivith  the  habil8  or  topics  of  the  ^j  and 
bustling  circles  of  the  metropolis.  His  claim 
to  an  honorable  post  in  the  Republic  of  Let- 
ters was  unimpeacbed  and  is  certainly  unim- 
peachable. What,  then,  do  the  admirers 
ind  followers  of  Mr.  B.  Disraeli  mean  by  as- 
lerting  that,  far  from  being  aided  by  birth 
ind  connection  in  his  social  and  political  as- 
pirations, he  had  extraordinary  disadvanta- 
ge in  this  respect  to  surmount  ?  We  know 
perfectly  well  that  a  strong  prejudice  was 
mtertained  against  him  when  he  first  enter- 
ed the  House  of  Commons ;  but  this  was 
the  natural  result  of  those  passages  in  his 
life  which  he  now  finds  it  convenient  to  term 
bit  **  wild  oats.*'  If  he  could  have  dissocia- 
ted himself  from  these,  and  have  moderated 
his  pretensions  for  an  interval,  he  would 
have  had  no  reason  to  complain  of  his  recep- 
tion ;  and,  to  the  best  of  our  observation,  no 
dAutant,  in  any  walk  of  life,  need  wiHh  for  a 
better  recommendation  than  an  honored 
name.  In  point  of  hereditary  fortune,  he 
waa  better  off  than  Burke,  Sheridan,  or  Can- 
ning ;  and,  with  regard  to  his  apparently 
moat  serious  stumbling-block,  his  Jewish  ex- 
traction, we  are  by  no  means  sure  that, 
under  his  adroit  and  spirited  management,  it 
was  not,  at  one  period,  actually  transformed 
into  a  tttepping-stone. 

When  "  Pel  ham"  is  asked  whether  illegiti- 
mate birth  will  prevent  a  person  from  being 
a  perfect  gentleman,  he  makes  answer,  that  it 
will  not,  if  the  individual  feels  no  conscious- 
neas  of  the  stain,  for  then  it  will  in  no  re- 
spect impair  that  freedom  and  independence 
of  bearing  which  are  essential  to  the  charac- 
ter. To  apply  this  refined  remark  to  the 
ease  before  us — we  conceive  that  if  rin  £n- 

flishman  of  the  Jewish  race  puts  a  bold  and 
onest  face  on  the  matter,  his  contempora- 
ries will  sopn  cease  to  think  about  it,  and 
that  it  will  speedily  become  stinglcss  and 
inoperative  as  a  taunt.  So  long  as  Mr.  Dis- 
raeli was  the  fearless  and  uncompromising 
champion  of  his  oppressed  brethren,  he  car- 
ried with  him  the  cordial  sympathy  of  every 
generous  heart  and  the  eager  concurrence  of 
every  enlightened  mind.  He  participated 
in  the  new  dignity  which  he  conferred  on 
their  cause.  Never  was  there  a  more  strik- 
ing cunfirmation  of  the  maxim  that  "  honesty 
is  the  best  policy ;"  for  it  was  not  until  he 
lowered  his  tone,  and  began  to  capitu- 
late on  his  own  account,  that  his  vulnerable 
side  was  laid  bare.  From  the  time  when 
he  assumed  the  lead  of  a  party  whose  watch- 
word is  bigotry,  and  who  stand  pledged  to 
retain  the  Jews  in  their  present  state  of  civic 


inferiority,  his  Caucasian  descent  became 
again  the  bar  sinister  of  his  political  shield  ; 
but  it  is  his  own  fault  if  he  selects  for  his 
constant  associates  the  hereditary  oppressors 
of  his  race,  and  does  all  that  in  him  lies  to 
fan  the  smouldering  embers  of  intolerance 
into  a  iSame.  Did  he  really  suppose  that  he 
would  be  allowed  to  revive  the  No  Popery 
cry,  or  to  call  for  fresh  penal  enactments  in 
favor  of  our  **  Protestant  Constitution,**  with- 
out provoking  a  telling  retort?  If  so,  he 
reckoned  without  his  host ;  and  the  mode  in 
which  one  of  his  late  colleagues  alluded  to 
the  topic  under  dis^cussion,  might  have  serv- 
ed as  a  warning  to  Mr.  Disraeli  to  get  out  of 
their  company  as  fast  as  possible.  Sir  John 
Trollope  told  his  constituents,  at  his  re  elec- 
tion for  South  Lincolnshire,  in  March  last, 
that  the  financial  concerns  of  the  country 
were  safe  in  the  guardianship  of  "  a  gentle- 
man undoubtedly  of  ancient  blood  but  eastern 
origin."  Beginning  with  a  compliment,  the 
Ri^ht  Honorable  Baronet  unconsciously 
ended  with  a  sneer. 

It  is  fortunate,  therefore,  that  the  bane  is 
coupled  with  the  antiiode;  "  for  sufferance 
is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe."  Centuries  of 
oppression  have  endowed  the  Jewish  race 
wil|i  corresponding  habits  of  endurance. 
Mr.  Disraeli  has  frequently  been  subjected 
to  mortifications  and  disappointments  which 
would  have  driven  a  more  sensitive  man  to 
the  very  verge  of  self-destruction.  Yet  nei- 
ther insult  nor  annoyance  seemed  to  make 
the  smallest  impression  on  that  imperturbable 
temper  and  impassive  brow.  So  long  as  he 
could  gain  any  thing  by  being  cool,  he  was 
cool ;  and  it  was  only  on  rare  occasions, 
when  the  game  was  up  or  played  out,  that 
he  was  ever  hurried  into  the  display  of  ill- 
temper  or  irritability.  That  extraordinary 
faculty  of  mastering  his  emotions  and  biding 
his  time,  by  dint  of  which  he  has  so  often 
grasped  Fortune  by  the  forelock,  may  bo 
clearly  traced  to  his  **  eastern  origin,"  and 
can.  hardly  be  computed  as  the  worst  or 
most  profitless  part  of  that  '*  damnosa  he- 
reditas"  which  descended  to  him  with  his 
blood. 

It  is  rather  strange,  considering  the  cir- 
cumstances and  literary  position  of  his  father, 
that  Mr.  Disraeli  did  not  receive  what  is 
called  ar  regular  education.  He  was  brought 
up  at  a  private  school,  or  academy,  in  the 

I  classic  shades  of  Hampstead  or  Highgate  ; 

I  and  at  the  age  when  young  men  commonly 
commence  residence  at  a  University,  he  waa 
articled  to  a  highly  respectable  firm  of  soH- 
citors  in   the  city.     "  In  his  adolescence/ 
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says  Mr.  Francis,  "  he  was  subjected  to  the 
severe  corrective  of  a  city  life.  The  future 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  spent  in  the 
bard  service  of  a  lawyer's  office  much  of  the 
time  he  would  rather  have  devoted  to  the 
Muses.  We  do  not  consider  ourselves  called 
upon  to  enter  into  mere  gossiping  details, 
however  interesting,  of  this  period  of  Mr. 
Disraeli's  career.  His  native  genius  soon 
broke  through  these  trammels."  The  plain 
matter  of  fact  is,  that  these  trammels  were 
neither  severe  nor  degrading,  although  Mr. 
Francis'  language  would  justify  an  inference 
that  they  were  both.  An  articled  clerk's  or- 
dinary mode  of  passing  his  time  is  thus  de- 
scribed by  Cowper  in  a  letter  to  Lady  Hes- 
keth : — ''  I  did  actually  live  three  years  with 
Mr.  Chapman,  a  solicitor, — that  is  to  say,  I 
slept  three  years  in  his  house ;  but  I  lived, 
that  is  to  say,  I  spent  my  days,  in  Southamp- 
ton Row,  as  you  very  well  remember.  There 
was  I  and  the  future  Lord  Chancellor  (Thur- 
low)  constantly  employed  from  morning  till 
night,  in  giggling  and  making  giggle,  instead 
of  studying  the  law.  O  fie,  cousin  1  how 
could  you  do  so." 

Mr.  Disraeli  was  not  the  first  by  hundreds, 
and  very  far  indeed  from  being  the  most  dis- 
tinguished, of  the  many  notable  personages 
who  have  verified  the  portrait  of — 

•*  Soilie  youth  his  father's  wishes  doomed  to  cross, 
Who  pens  a  stanza  when  he  should  engross." 

Nor  is  it  clear  to  our  minds  that  his  sojourn 
in  the  metropolis,  with  leisure  and  command 
of  books,  under  this  lax  apprenticeship,  may 
not  have  qualified  him  better  for  working  out 
bis  peculiar  destiny  than  the  same  number  of 
years  spent,  and  haply  trifled  away,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Isis  or  the  Cam.  "  Every  man," 
says  Gibbon,  "  who  rises  above  the  common 
level  has  received  two  educations, — the  first 
from  his  teachers, — the  second,  more  per- 
sonal and  important,  from  himself."  That 
the  second  was  not  omitted  in  Mr.  Disraeli's 
case,  he  gave  ample  and  speedy  evidence. 
He  could  hardly  have  arrived  at  legal  years 
of  discretion,  when  he  set  on  foot  the  earliest 
of  his  ambitious  projects ;  for  although  we 
are  not  prepared  to  specify  the  precise  share 
he  had  in  getting  up  or  editing  the  ''  Hepre- 
sentative"  newspaper  in  January,  1826,  we 
have  the  strongest  direct  proof  that  be  was 
one  of  the  responsible  parents  of  the  scheme. 
The  late  John  Murray,  of  Albemarle  Street, 
— the  most  enterprising  and  liberal-minded 
of  bibliopoles, — who  lost  more  than  20,000/. 
by  the  undertaking,  was  wont  to  declare  to 
his  dying  day  that  he  was  led  into  hazarding 


this  large  sum  by  the  gorgeous  pictures  of 
anticipated  profit  and  influence  drawn  by  the 
imaginative  genius  of  the  precocious  ex-clerk. 
The  paper  never  recovered  from  the  effects 
of  an  article  beginning — "  As  we  were  sitting 
in  our  opera  box" — and  it  was  given  up  after 
six  months'  trial,  during  which  half  a  dozen 
or  more  editors  were  successively  employed.* 
In  the  course  of  the  same  year,  1826,  Mr. 
Disraeli,  who  has  a  knack  of  turning  failures 
to  account,  electrified  the  novel-reading  pub- 
lic by  "Vivian  Grey,"  the  plot  of  which  was 
understood  to  be  founded  on  the  getting  up 
of  the  *'  Representative"  and  on  the  incidental 
intrigues, — literary,  social,  and  political.  We 
remember  seeing  a  Key,  in  which  the  Mar- 
quess of  Carabas  was  declared  to  be  neither 
more  nor  less  than  John  Murray, — Cleve- 
land, an  eminent  author  and  editor,  still  liv- 
ing— and  Mrs.  Felix  Lorraine,  a  now  forgot- 
ten blue-stocking.  The  suggested  analogies 
are  faint,  and  the  points  of  similarity  mostly 
fanciful,  but  the  novel  itself  will  always  re- 
main an  object  of  interest  to  the  metaphysi- 
cal inquirer  as  containing  the  germ,  rude  out- 
line, and  incomplete  conception  of  the  career 
which  the  author  was  even  then  meditating, 
and  in  great  measure  has  since  contrived  to 
run.  We  request  particular  attention  to  the 
following  passages : — 

'* '  At  this  moment,  how  many  a  powerful  noble 
wants  only  wit  to  be  a  Minister ;  and  what  wants 
Vivian  Grey  to  attain  the  same  end  ?  That  no- 
ble's influence.  When  two  persons  can  so  ma- 
terially assist  each  other,  why  are  they  not  brought 
together?  Shall  I,  because  my  birth  baulks  my 
fancy — shall  1  pass  my  life  a  moping  misanthrope 
in  an  old  chateau  ?  Supposing  1  am  in  contact 
with  this  magnifico,  am  I  prepared  ?  Now,  let 
me  probe  my  very  soul.  Does  my  cheek  blanch  ? 
1  have  the  mind  for  the  conception ;  and  I  can 
perform  right  skilfully  upon  the  most  splendid  of 
musical  instruments — the  human  voioe — to  make 
those  conceptions  beloved  by  others.  There  wants 
but  one  thing  more — courage^  pure,  perfect  cour- 
age ; — and  does  Vivian  Grey  know  fear  ?'  He 
luughed  an  answer  of  bitterest  derision."  (Vol. 
i.  p.  43.) 

**  It  was  a  rule  with  Vivian  Grey,  never  to  ad- 
vance any  opinion  as  his  own.  He  had  been  too 
deep  a  student  of  human  nature,  not  to  be  aware 
that  the  opinions  of  a  boy  of  twenty,  however 
sound,  and  however  correct,  stand  but  a  poor 
chance  of  being  adopted  by  his  elder,  though 
feebler,  fellow-creatures.  In  attaining  any  end, 
it  was  therefore  his  system  always  to  advance  his 

*The  first  Number  appeared  on  the  26th  Janua- 
ry, and  the  last  on  the  28th  July,  1826.  After  mak- 
ing every  allowance  for  the  subsequent  improve- 
ment and  raised  standard  of  newspaper  writing, 
we  are  obliged  to  own  that  the  "Representative" 
richly  merited  its  fate. 
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i^dIoii  u  that  of  lomQ  eminent  and  considered 
penoDSge;  and  when,  under  the  wnctinn  of  this 
nkme,  the  opinion  or  «dvice  waa  entertained  and 
listened  to,  Vivian  Grey  had  no  fear  that  he  could 
prove  its  correctness  and  ira  expediency.  He  pos- 
teaKdalao  the  Biogular  faculty  of  being  able  to 
MiprvTiiie  qunlatiima,  that  in,  he  could  unpremedi- 
titedly  clothe  hia  conceptions  in  languanecharac- 
teriaiie  of  the  style  of  any  particniar  author :  and 
TiTJan  Grey  was  repnted  in  the  world  as  having 
the  most  astonishing  memory  that  ever  existed ; 
for  there  was  scarcely  a  subject  of  discuaaion  in 
which  he  did  not  gain  a  victory,  by  the  great 
Dames  he  enlisted  on  his  side  of  the  argument. 
Hia  father  was  aware  of  the  existence  of  thi^ 
duigeroDB  faculty,  and  had  often  remonstrated 
with  hia  son  on  the  uae  of  it."     (Vol.  ).  p.  &8.) 

"  I  will  apeak  to  you  (Cleveland]  with  the  frank- 
DeiB  which  you  have  merited,  ancf  to  which  i  feel 
yon  are  entitled.  [  am  not  the  dope  of  the  Mar- 
qaesa  of  Carabaa  ;  I  am  nal,  I  trust,  the  dupe,  or 
tool,  of  any  one  whatever.  Believe  me,  Sir,  there 
li  that  at  work  in  England,  which,  taken  at  the 
tide,  may  lead  on  lo  fortune.  I  see  thia.  Sir,— I, 
>  yoang  man,  nncommitted  in  political  principles, 
■Dconnecled  in  public  life,  feeling  aome  confi- 
dence, I  coufess,  in  myowo  abilities,  but  desirous 
of  arailing  myself,  at  the  same  time,  of  the  pow- 
er* of  others.  Thus  situated,  I  find  myself  work- 
ing for  the  same  end  as  my  Lord  Carabae,  and 
twenty  other  men  of  similar  calibre,  menial  and 
moral ;  and.  Sir,  am  I  to  play  the  hermit  in  the 
drama  of  life,  because,  perchance,  my  fellow-ac- 
lora  may  be  sometimes  foola,  and  occasionally 
knaves.  Oh  I  Mr,  Cleveland,  if  the  Marquens  of 
Carabas  has  dune  you  the  ill  service  which  Fame 
says  he  has,  your  sweetest  revenge  will  be  to 
make  htm,  ynur  tonl ;  your  most  perfect  triumph, 
to  rise  to  power  by  hia  inflenoe."  (Vol.  i.  p,  297.) 

Kone  of  the  mBxims  or  reflections  in  this 
book  are  remarkable  for  refinement  or  depth . 
Tbey  lie  on  the  surface,  and  read  like  the  af- 
feeted  and  flippant  cyntctam  which  clever 
youngsters  mistake  for  philosophy,  whilst 
the  manner  in  which  they  are  illustrated  and 
earned  out  by  the  dramatis  persona  of  the 
romance  is  very  far  indeed  from  redeeming 
tbem  from  the  imputation  of  commonplace. 
Vivian  Grey,  as  portrayed,  could  not  by  any 
possibility  have  made  his  way  in  good  com- 
pany, or  have  inspired  a  man  like  Cleveland 
with  any  feeling  but  distrust.  Yet  it  has 
been  by  acting  up  to,  and  improving  on,  the 
creed  of  "  Vivian  Grey  "  that  the  author,  af- 
ter a  thousand  abortive  experiments  in  the 
art  of  rising,  has  realized  the  dream  of  his 
boyhood.  Although  he  was  speedily  pre- 
cipitated from  the  disay  height  he  had  inter- 
nally vowed  to  obtuQ,  he  hag  stood  upon  it 
long  enough  for  a  puziled  nation  to  look  up, 
and  wonder,  and  possibly  to  blush.  He  has 
fonnd  his  Marquis  of  Carabaa,  bis  Lord 
CourtowD,  wad  hia  Sir  fieardmore  Scrope ; 
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and  he  has  revenged  himself  on  the  haughty 
nobles  and  squires  who  "spat  upon  his 
Jewish  gaberdine,"  by  making  tools  and 
foola  of  them.  As  it  whs  wittily  observed 
when  he  compelled  his  followers  to  forswear 
"  Protection,"  the  country  gentlemen  used 
to  amuse  themselves  by  drawing  the  teeth 
of  the  CBucRsiena,  but  it  was  now  the  turn 
of  the  Caucasians  lo  draw  the  teeth  of  the 
country  gentlemen.  Whether  thie  be  the 
kind  of  a  trinmph  which  a  good  or  great 
man  would  wish  to  have  recorded  in  his  me- 
moirs or  commemorated  on  bis  tomb-stone, 
is  quite' another  matter — all  we  venture  to 
assert  in  this  place  is,  that  it  was  obtained 
and,  we  believe,  fully  enjoyed  by  "  Disraeli 
the  Younger,"  when  he  donned  the  blue  and 
gold  uniform  of  a  Cabinet  Minister. 

We  noticed  the  best  of  his  novels  at  the 
time  of  their  appearance,*  and  feel  no  in- 
clination to  revert  to  them.  The  best  was 
"  Contarini  Fleming,"  and  the  worst  the 
"  Wondrous  Tale  of  Alroy,"  in  which  ex- 
travagance and  absurdity  had  reached  the 
culminating  point.  Results  have  no  longer 
the  smallest  connection  with  causes,  and  per- 
formance bids  audacious  defiance  to  possi- 
bility. This  work  met  with  precisely  the 
same  reception  from  the  literary  public  which 
was  subsequently  accorded  to  his  maiden 
speech  by  the  House  of  Commons.  It  was 
received  with  loud  laughter,  and  the  versatile 
writer  forlhwith  betook  himself  to  what  he 
mistook  for  poetry.  His  "  Revolutionary 
Epic  "  appeared  in  1832,  and  was  destined, 
as  we  learn  from  the  Preface,  to  place  blm 
in  the  same  category  with  Homer,  Virgi), 
Dante,  and  Milton.  But  he  fortunately  add* 
ed,  "  that  if  the  decision  of  the  public  should 
be  in  the  negative,  then  will  he,  without  a 
pang,  hurl  his  Lyre  to  Limbo."  He  was  as 
good  as  his  word,  so  far  as  the  continua- 
tion of  the  Epic  was  concerned.  Il  fett  stJU 
born,  and  henceforth  we  find  him  playing  a 
conspicuous,  if  not  always  a  creditable  or 
commendable,  pnrt  on  the  political  slage. 

As  the  "  Representative  "  was  a  hiffb  To- 
ry organ,  we  presume  that  Mr.  Disraeli  was 
professedly  a  high  Tory  in  182C.  Be  this  as 
it  may,  be  started  for  High  Wycombe  in 
1832  as  a  Radical,  under  the  auspices  of  the 
late  Mr.  O'Connell  and  Mr.  Hume,  with 
whose  letters  of  recommendation  he  pla- 
carded the  borough  walls.  The  sponsor  for 
bis  fidelity  to  their  known  principles  was  the 


•  VoL  Ixvi  p.  68,  voL  I 
p.  188. 
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author  of  "  Pelham/'  ▼'ho  thus  explains  his 
share  iu  the  transaction  : — 

*•  LoDdon,  24th  Jalj,  1835. 

■  "  Sir, — In  answer  to  your  letter,  I  beg  to  say 
that  Mr.  Disraeli  first  reTerred  me  to  a  printed 
handbill  of  his  own,  espousing  short  parliaments, 
vote  by  ballot,  and  untaxed  knowledge.  I  con- 
ceived these  principles  to  be  the  polestar  of  the 
sincere  reformers,  and  to  be  the  reverse  of  Tory 
ones.  1  showed  that  handbill  to  Mr.  Hume ; 
hence  the  letters  of  that  gentleman  and  of  others. 
Mr.  Disraeli  does  not  deny  that  he  professed  those 
opinions  at  that  time,  but  he  has  explained  that  he 
meant  them  for  adoption,  not  against  the  Tories, 
bat  Whigs.  With  his  explanation  I  hav«  nothing 
to  do.  1  question  his  philosophy,  but  I  do  not 
doubt  his  honor.  When  any  man  tells  me  that 
he  votes  for  ballot,  short  parliaments,  and  the 
abolition  of  the  taxes  on  knowledge,  I  can  only 
suppose  him  to  be  a  Reformer  ;  such  being  my 
principles  I  would  always  give  him  my  support ; 
and  I  should  never  dream  of  asking  whether  he 
called  himself  a  Radical  or  a  Tory. 

"  I  am,  Sir, 
"  E.  Cox,  Esq.  "  E.  L.  Bulwer." 

One  of  Mr.  Hume's  recommendatory  let- 
ters contained  the  following  expressions : — 

'*  I  hope  all  Reformers  will  rally  round  you  who 
entertain  liberal  opinions  in  every  branch  of  gov- 
ernment, and  are  prepared  to  pledge  yourself  to 
support  reform  and  economy  in  every  department." 

If  the  Financial  Reform  Association  had 
then  existed,  Mr.  Disraeli  would  undoubtedly 
have  been  a  member  of  it,  and  he  did 
become  a  member  of  the  Westminster  Re- 
form Club.  About  the  same  time,  he  was 
introduced,  at  his  own  request,  to  the  late 
Earl  of  Durham  as  a  Durhamite,  and  in  1833, 
he  was  a  candidate  for  the  representation  of 
Marylebone  on  the  ultra  liberal  side.* 

*  The  whole  of  the  documentary  and  other 
evidence  bearing  on  this  part  of  Mr.  Disraeli's 
career  was  collected  and  publiehed  in  1886  by  Mr. 
E.  Cox,  now  a  barrister  on  the  Western  Circuit  and 
late  Derbyite  candidate  for  Tewkesbury,  io  a  pam- 
phlet, with  his  name.  This  pamphlet  formed  the 
oasis  of  a  series  of  articles  in  the  ''  Globe**  (for 
January  1836,)  notoriously  and  avowedly  written 
by  an  amiable  and  accomplished  member  of  the 
House  of  Commons,  whose  untimely  death  was  re- 
gretted as  a  national  lossw  He,  with  his  eenial  love 
of  fun,  was  especially  delighted  when  Mr.  Disraeli 
magniloquently  demanded  io  the  course  of  the  re- 
sulting controversy :  "  How  could  he  be  gratified 

*  by  an  ignoble  controversy  with  an  obscure  animal 
'like  the  editor  of  the  "Globe,"  when  his  own 

*  works  had  been  translated  at  least  into  the  Ian- 
'guage   of   polished   Europe,  and    circulated    b^ 

*  thousands  in  the  New  World  ?" — a  test  of  merit 
which,  in  many  other  instances  within  our  memory, 
would  have  placed  the  authors  of  ephemeral  works 
of  Motion  at  the  head  of  contemporary  literature. 


We  need  hardly  suggest,  that  a  pledge  or 
profession  must  he  interpreted  in  the  sense  in 
which  the  maker  knew  and  meant  it  to  be 
accepted.  Yet  it  is  deemed  a  sufficient  answer 
to  the  charge  of  tergiversation  brought 
against  Mr.  Disraeli,  on  the  strength  of  his 
Wycombe  and  Marylebone  candidature,  to 
say  that  he  was  a  Tory-Radical,  or  Radical- 
Tory,  and  that  he  was  consequently  at  full 
liberty  to  solicit  the  support  of  the  Ultras  of 
either  side.  Our  own  solution  of  his  many 
Protean  transformations  is,  that  he  had  never 
any  political  principles  or  fixed  convictions 
whatever.  The  world  was  M  before  him 
where  to  choose,  and  he  chose  what  best 
suited  his  purpose  at  the  moment.  He 
alternately  presented  the  black  side  of  his 
shield  to  the  Neri,  and  the  white  side  to  the 
Bianchi ;  or  he  was  the  prototype  of  the 
Frenchman  who  was  seized  in  Paris,  on  the 
24th  February  1848,  with  three  cockades — 
white,  red,  and  tricolor — in  his  pocket,  his 
avowed  object  being  to  assume  from  hour  to 
hour  the  badge  of  the  faction  which  seemed 
to  be  getting  the  upper  hand.  At  the  same 
time  we  are  well  aware  that  there  may  be 
such  a  creed,  or  mixture  of  creeds,  as  that 
which  has  been  attributed  to  the  Right 
Honorable  Gentleman,  in  the  hope  of  extri- 
cating him  from  his  dilemna.  Les  extremes 
86  touchent ;  and  he  is  not  the  first  who  has 
speculated  on  governing  mankind  despot- 
ically, or  in  a  high  Tory  sense,  by  appealing 
to  the  numerical  majority.  It  is  what  Na- 
poleon the  Third  has  done  and  is  doing.  It 
was  what  the  Jacobites,  or  original  "  Country 
Party,"  hoped  to  do  at,  and  for  many  years 
after,  the  accession  of  the  House  of  Bruns- 
wick. The  hypothesis  on  which  their  hopes 
rested,  was  that,  since  the  middle  class  was 
not  to  be  shaken  in  its  attachment  to  civil 
and  religious  liberty,  the  fit  instruments  for 
revolutionizing  society  must  be  sought  at  its 
bottom  and  its  top.  The  Extreme  Right  and 
the  Extreme  Left  must  be  persuaded  to 
coalesce  against  the  Right  and  Left  Centres. 
The  reason  why  Shippen,  Bromley,  Sir  Wil- 
liam Windham,  and  other  partisans  of  the 
Stuarts,  wished  to  repeal  the  Septennial  Act, 
is  therefore  obvious  enough.  They  sought  to 
restore  an  exiled  race  of  sovereigns  by  popu- 
lar suffrage.  But  what  fallen  dynasty  did 
Mr.  Disraeli  seek  to  restore  when  he  advo- 
cated a  return  to  triennial,  annual,  or  "  often- 
er  if  need  be"  parliaments  ? 

This  is  only  one  amongst  a  hundred  shallow 
fallacies  by  which  he  sought  to  pass  for  an 
original  thinker.  The  Whigs,  forsooth,  were 
to  he  cried  down  as  the  enemies  of  rational 
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government,  because  they  had  selected  the 
Venetian  constitution  for  their  model,  and 
had  labored  unceasingly  to  reduce  an  Eng; 
lish  sovereign  to  the  condition  of  a  Doge. 
This    theory   pervades    the  whole   of  Mr. 
Disraeli's  political  writings  ;  yet  it  is  hardly 
conceivable  that  any  historical  inquirer  should 
risk  his  reputation  on  such  trash.     A  similar 
accusation  might,  with  equal  or  greater  plau- 
sibility, be  urged  against  M.  Thiers,  for  per- 
•everingly    endeavoring    to    compel    Louis 
Philippe  to  recognize  the  maxim,  *'  Le  Roi 
rtgne  et  ne  gouveme  pas^     If  the  Whigs 
ever    formed    such   a    design,   they   failed 
wofully.    The  direct  personal  influence  of 
the   sovereign  was   far  greater  during  the 
reigns  of  George  I.  and   George  II.  than  it 
has  been  during  the  reigna  of  William  IV. 
and  Victoria.     It  will  be  sufficient  to  refer  to 
Lord  Hervey's  (confirmatory  of  Horace  Wal- 
pole's)    account  of  the   manner    in   which 
George  II.  named  his  first  premier,  or  to  the 
history  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole's  administra- 
tion from  1721  to  1742.   We  should  be  glad 
to  know  who,  from  Walpole's  rise  to  his  fall, 
fulfilled  the  functions  of  the  Council  of  Ten  ? 
Whilst  Queen  Caroline  lived,  she  exercised 
more  control  over  her  royal  spouse  than  any 
ten  Whig  peers  that  Mr.  Disraeli  can  name. 
That  the   Duke   of  Newcastle  (whom  Mr. 
Disraeli,  "  in  Sybil,"  calls  "  the  virtual  sover- 
eign of  England")  by  his  boroughs  and  his 
connections,  and  the  first  Pitt  by  his  com- 
manding talents  and  his  popularity,  occasion- 
ally imposed  a  galling  curb  on  the  inclinations 
of  the  sovereign,  is  true  enough  ;  but  liability 
to  this  description  of  restraint  is  of  the  very 
essence  of  a  limited  monarchy,  and  suggests 
not  the  faintest  analogy  to  the  humiliating 
helplessness  of  a  Doge. 

William  III.,  as  Mr.  Disraeli  admits,  baf- 
fled the  combination.  The  reign  of  Anne 
was  more  like  a  struggle  between  the  Duch- 
ess of  Marlborough  and  Mrs.  Masham  than 
between  the  Venetian  and  English  systems ; 
and  public  opinion  came  into  full  play  and 
regular  operation  as  a  controlling  power  soon 
after  the  accession  of  George  III.  But  if 
the  versatile  inventor  of  this  untenable  theo- 
ry will  not  be  persuaded  to  give  it  up,  or 
cannot  do  so  without  loss  of  credit,  we  re- 
commend him  to  go  back  a  great  deal  farther 
than  to  the  accession  of  William  and  Mary 
for  his  proofs.  The  points  of  comparison 
which  he  requires  will  be  found  most  plenti- 
ful under  the  Plantagenets ;  and  if  a  baro- 
nial or  aristocratic  league  to  coerce  the  chief 
magistrate  be  the  one  thing  needful  to  com- 
plete the  parallel,  why  not  date  the  rise  of 


the  Anglo-Venetian   constitution  from  the 
signing  of  Magna  Charta  by  King  John  ? 

The  same  fanciful  train  of  superficial  rea- 
soning has  constantly  supplied  Mr.  Disraeli 
with  a  convenient  excuse  for  attacking  the 
middle  or  moderate  party,  with  whom  he  had, 
and  could  have,  nothing  in  common,  and  who 
invariably  dechned  his  advances  and  made 
light  of  his  pretensions.  But  whatever  his 
object  in  courting  the  Radical  leaders,  and 
whether  he  did  or  did  not  intend  to  use  their 
influence  merely  for  the  destruction  of 
Whiggism  and  the  advancement  of  Toryism, 
there  can  be  no  doubt,  that  until  the  Reform 
Bill  tide  was  on  the  turn,  he  figured  amongst 
the  most  uncompromising  champions  of  "  de- 
mocracy." It  was  in  this  phase  of  his  ca- 
reer that  he  published  "  What  Is  HeT  a 
short  pamphlet  in  which,  after  declaring  the 
House  of  Lords  virtually  defunct,  he  thus 
marks  out  the  only  course  left  for  well  wish- 
ers to  their  country : — 

"  Believing,  then,  that  it  is  utterly  impossible  to 
restore  the  aristocratic  principle,  and  belicvinffthat 
unless  some  principle  of  action  be  infunea  into 
the  Government  a  convulsion  must  ensue,  what 
are  the  easiest  and  mopt  obvious  methods  by  which 
the  democratic  principle  may  be  made  predomi- 
nant ?  It  woulu  appear  that  the  easiest  and  the 
most  obvious  methods  are,  the  instant  repeal  of 
the  Septennial  Act,  and  the  institution  of  election 
by  ballot,  and  the  immediate  dissolution  of  Par- 
liament." 

Since  Mr.  Disraeli's  accession  to  office,  he 
has  taken  the  more  prudent  course  of  gloss- 
ing over  the  first  eight  or  nine  years  of  his 
public  life  as  his  **  wild  oats."  But  this 
style  of  evasion  and  apology  was  not  open  to 
him  when  he  first  joined  the  Tory  ranks. 
The  first  symptom  of  his  affection  from  the 
Hume,  0  Council,  and  Bulwer  section  of 
Liberals,  was  of  the  most  unequivocal  kind. 
He  stood  for  Taunton  ns  a  declared  and  full- 
blown conservative  in  1835  ;  and  he  instantly 
proceeded  to  attack  his  quondam  allies  and 
patrons,  particularly  the  Irish  Liberator,  in 
the  coarsest  terms.  Mr.  O'Connell  replied 
in  his  characteristic  style,  and,  after  charging 
his  assailant  with  charlatanism,  apostacy,  and 
ingratitude,  he  wound  up  his  vengeful  dia- 
tribe by  a  sarcasm  which  went  straight,  like  a 
poisoned  arrow,  to  the  mark,  and  has  clung 
like  the  shirt  of  Nessus:  '*  I  cannot,"  said 
0*Connell,  "  divest  my  mind  of  the  belief 
that,  if  this  fellow's  genealogy  were  traced, 
it  would  be  found  that  he  was  the  lineal  de- 
scendant and  true  heir-at-law  of  the  impeni- 
tent thief  who  atoned  for  his  crimes  upon 
the  cross."    Maddened  by  this  terrible  hit, 
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Mr.  Disraeli  made  matters  worse  by  the 
phrenzied  indulgence  of  bis  exasperation. 
He  covered  himself  with  merited  ridicule  by 
inditing  a  bombastic  challenge  to  Mr.  Mor- 
gan 0  Connell,  which,  as  he  might  have  an- 
ticipated, was  declined ;  and  the  absurdity 
of  his  position  reached  its  climax  when  he 
wound  up  an  epistle  to  the  great  Agitator 
with  :  "  We  shall  meet  at  Philippi  \i,  e.  the 
House  of  Commons],  where  I  will  seize  the 
first  opportunity  of  inflicting  castigation  for 
the  insults  you  have  lavished  on  me  ;'* — a 
pledge,  by  the  way,  which  he  never  attempt- 
ed to  redeem.  He  addressed  another  letter 
to  Mr.  Morgan  0*Connell,  in  which  he  ex- 
presses a  hope  that  the  father  had  been  so 
insulted  as  to  render  it  incumbent  on  some 
member  of  the  family  to  vindicate  its  out- 
raged honor.  "  The  sons  of  0*Connell, 
however,*'  observes  Mr.  Francis,  "  looked  on 
the  matter  as  purely  ridiculous ;  and  they 
only  published  the  correspondence  in  the 
papers.  The  public  were  much  of  the  same 
opinion.  They  indulged  in  a  good  hearty 
laugh  at  the  Cambyses'  vein  of  the  would-be 
champion  of  Conservatism.  His  political 
inconsistency  was  ascribed  to  an  infirmity  of 
judgment  almost  amounting  to  craziness. 
The  extreme  rashness  and  injudicious  haste 
of  Mr.  Disraeli  to  achieve  greatness  had  ex- 
cited strong  prejudices  against  him." 

Mr.  Francis  adds  that  his  hero  "had,  per- 
haps, never  stood  lower  in  public  esteem  than 
at  this  time."  But  he  never  cared  about 
public  esteem.  Dr.  Johnson  has  remarked, 
that  there  are  persons  so  besotted  with  the 
love  of  notoriety  that  they  will  roll  in  a  gut- 
ter rather  than  not  be  looked  at  or  talked 
about.  Mr.  Disraeli  is,  or  was,  a  striking 
specimen  of  this  class.  The  guod  monstrer 
digito  prcetereuntium  was  his  master  passior\, 
and,  when  he  had  no  other  means  of  gratify- 
ing it,  he  would  stoop  to  naake  people  stare 
by  the  extravagance  of  his  dress  and  demean- 
or, or  by  the  calculated  display  of  a  half- 
genuine  and  half-simulated  self-conceit.  He 
was  profoundly  indiflferent  as  to  the  unfavor- 
able impression  left  on  quiet  and  rational 
people.  If  he  had  made  them  stare,  he  had 
achieved  the  distinction  for  which  he  panted, 
and  which  he  proposed  to  turn  to  account  in 
some  way.  He  had  carefully  studied  the 
weak  side  of  human  nature,  and  he  knew  that 
the  multitude  are  carried  away  in  their  own 
despite  by  the  habitual  assumption  of  supe- 
riority. A  blot  is  not  a  blot  till  it  is  hit ;  and 
a  failure  is  not  a  failure  till  it  is  acknowledged. 
The  Spartan  boy  would  be  no  bad  model  for 
apoVmcal  adventurer.    It  is  surprising,  too. 


how  frequently,  "  in  erring  reason's  spite," 
we  accept  people  at  their  own  valuation  if 
they  stick  to  it.  The  world  did  not  despair 
of  Mr.  Disraeli,  because  he  did  not  despair  of 
himself;  and,  although  he  had  lost  stake 
after  stake,  and  the  odds  were  desperately 
against  him,  he  was  not  yet  reduced  to  the 
condition  of  the  ruined  gamester  who  haa 
nothing  left  wherewith  to  stand  against  the 
hazard  of  the  die.  He  had  youth,  health, 
talent,  and  a  reputation  which  might  almost 
pass  muster  for  fame.  The  author  of  *'  Viv- 
ian Grey"  would  never  again  enter  a  London 
drawing-room  unobserved.  He  was  a  nota- 
bility of  the  first  water,  a  spirit  of  the  age,  a 
genius  of  the  epoch,  and  his  cry  was  still — 
"  The  world's  mine  oyster,  which  I  with 
tongue  or  pen  will  open." 

In  1835,  he  published  his  **  Vindication  of 
the  English  Constitution,"  addressed  to  Lord 
Lyndhurst,  the  professed  object  of  which  is 
to  portray  the  Whigs  as  a  narrow-minded 
and  selfish  oligarchy,  and  to  exalt  the  Tories 
as  the  only  trustworthy  aspirants  to  political 
power.  Borrowing  largely  from  the  brilliant, 
specious,  and  thoroughly  unprincipled  Boling- 
broke,  Mr.  Disraeli  labored  to  prove  that  bis 
new  friends  had  merited  the  confidence  of 
their  countrymen  by  doing  the  very  opposite 
of  what  had  been  expected  from  them.  For 
example, 

**  However  irresistible  may  be  the  social  power 
of  the  Tory  party,  their  poUtical  power,  since  1831, 
has  only  been  preserved  and  maintained  by  a  series 
of  democratic  measures  of  the  greatest  importance 
and  most  comprehensive  character.  No  sooner 
was  the  passing  of  the  Whig  Reform  Act  inevi- 
table, than  the  Tories  introduced  a  clause  into  it 
which  added  many  thousand  members  to  the  estate 
of  the  Commons.  No  sooner  was  the  Whig  Re- 
form Act  passed,  and  circumstances  bad  proved 
that,  with  all  their  machinations,  the  oligarchy 
was  not  yet  secure,  than  the  Whigs,  ander  the 
pretence  of  reforming  the  corporations,  attempts! 
to  compensate  thomselves  for  the  democratic  in- 
crease of  the  third  estate,  through  the  Chandos 
clause,  by  the  political  destruction  of  all  the  free- 
men of  Englend ;  but  the  Tories  again  stepped 
in  to  the  rescue  of  the  nation  from  the  oligarchy, 
and  now  preserved  the  rights  of  eighty  thousand 
members  of  the  third  estate.  And  not  content 
with  adding  many  thousands  to  its  numbers,  and 
preserving  eighty  thousand,  the  Tories,  ever  since 
the  passing  of  the  oligarchical  Reform  Act  of 
the  Whigs,  have  organized  societies  throughout 
the  country  for  the  great  democratic  purpose  of 
increasing  to  the  utmost  possible  extent  the  num- 
bers of  the  third  estate  of  the  realm.  The  clause 
of  Lord  Chandos,  your  lordship's  triumphant  de- 
fence of  the  freemen  of  England,  and  the  last  re- 
gistration, are  three  great  democratic  movements^ 
and  quite  in  keeping  with  the  original  and  genuine 
I  character  of  Toryism^    (P.  202.) 


f 


ia58.j 


XR.  DTSRAKLT;  HIB  OHARACflER  Ain>  OABXnL 


208 


In  a  preceding  passage  he  had  stated 
that  "  Toryism  must  occasionally  represent 
and  reflect  the  passions  and  prejudices  of  the 
nation  as  well  as  its  purer  energies,  and  its 
more  enlarged  and  philosophic  views.''  No 
one  will  deny  that  it  diligently  discharged  this 
portion  of  its  functions  under  the  auspices  of 
Lord  Derhy,  and  we  can  now  guess  "  the 
reason  why"  the  chivalrous  Premier  consent- 
ed to  take  his  policy  from  the  country, — why 
Mr.  Walpole  proposed  to  hestow  the  elective 
franchise,  with  such  unprecedented  liberality, 
on  militia  men, — why  Mr.  Disraeli  was  eager 
to  recognize  the  "  political  rights  of  labor," 
— and  why  the  Irish  tenant  leaguers  were 
grati6ed  bv  a  thinly  disguised  concession  to 
socialist  principles.  These  "  were  great  demo- 
cratic movements,  and  quite  in  keeping  with 
the  original  and  genuine  character  of  Tory- 
ism/'— particularly  if  it  "  must  occasionally 
represent  the  passions  and  prejudices  of  the 
nation."  But  then,  if  Toryism  be  identical 
frith  Derbyism,  why  did  Lord  Derby  under- 
take to  encounter  and  vanquish  this  same 
**  democracy,"  which  (so  says  his  Caucasian 
friend)  it  is  the  especial  vocation  of  Toryism 
to  strengthen  and  develop  ?  Here  we  own 
ourselves  at  fault,  and  the  only  solution  of 
the  problem  we  can  suggest  is,  that  he  pro- 
posed to  control  the  democratic  tendencies  of 
the  nation — as  St.  Evremond  tells  us  he  con- 
quered his  passions — by  indulging  them  ;  or 
that  the  Ex- Premier  acted  on  the  drunkard's 
maxim  of  "  a  hair  of  the  dog  that  bit  you  ;" 
or  that  his  Lordship  had  been  studying  the 
doctrine  of  the  homoeopathists,  who  maintain 
that  a  disease  is  most  effectually  cured  by 
drugs  which  would  have  created  it,  had  it  not 
pre-existed  in  the  constitution  of  the  patient. 
Bat  this,  at  least,  we  will  make  bold  to  pre- 
dicate, that,  if  the  principles  of  parliamen- 
tary reform  advocated  by  this  iournal  be 
fairly  compared  with  Mr.  Disraeli  s  and  Mr. 
Walpole's,  no  impartial  arbitrators  will  hesi- 
tate to  say  that  we  have  a  far  better  title  than 
they,  or  those  whom  they  represent,  to  the 
disputed  designation  of  "  Conservative." 

The  '  Letters  of  Runny mede/  composed  in 
obvious  imitation  of  Junius,  and  filled  with 
truculent  abuse  of  every  contemporary  Whig 
of  eminence,  were  the  next  notable  produc- 
tion from  his  pen.  They  first  appeared  in 
the  '  Times,'  and  were  published  in  a  col- 
lected shape  in  1836,  with  a  Dedication  to 
Sir  Robert  Peel,  who  was  then,  it  seems,  the 
'  chivalrous  '  champion  who  was  to  transfix 
the  dragon  of  democracy. 

**  In  your  chivalry  alone  is  our  hope.  Clad  in  the 
panoply  of  your  splendid  talents  and  your  spotless 


character,  we  feel  assured  that  yon  will  subdue 
this  unnatural  and  unnational  monster ;  and  that 
we  may  yet  see  sedition,  and  treason,  and  rapine, 
rampant  as  they  may  have  of  late  figured,  qoail 
before  your  power  and  prowess."    (P.  36.) 

In  1837,  Mr.  Disraeli  obtained  the  long- 
coveted  object  of  his  ambition.  He  was 
elected  member  for  Maidstone.  The  effect 
of  his  maiden  speech  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons is  well  known.  It  was  cut  short  by  an 
irrepressible  burst  of  laughter,  and  he  con- 
cluded with  the  memorable  words  :  *  I  have 
begun  several  times  many  things,  and  I  have 
often  succeeded  at  last.  I  shall  sit  down 
now,  but  the  time  will  come  when  you  will 
hear  me.'  When  Woodfall  told  Sheridan, 
after  hearing  his  maiden  effort,  that  public 
speaking  was  not  his  line,  the  future  rival  of 
Pitt  and  Fox  replied,  after  leaning  his  head 
upon  his  hand  for  a  few  moments, — '  I  have 

it  in  me,  and  by  G it  shall  come  out.' 

This  was  the  instinctive  consciousness  of  la- 
tent power;  and  in  the  same  category  of 
sayinffs  may  be  ranged  Nelson's,  when,  6nd* 
ing  his  name  omitted  in  the  dispatches,  he 
exclaimed, '  Never  mind,  some  time  or  other 
I  will  have  a  Gazette  to  myself.'  But  Mr. 
Disraeli's  threat,  vow,  or  promise  was  simply 
one  of  his  characteristic  ebullitions  of  assur- 
ance ;  for  we  will  answer  for  it,  that  he  never 
began  anything  yet,  without  proclaiming  that 
he  should  succeed.  Every  one  knows  the 
boastful  predictions  which  he  put  forth  from 
time  to  time  touching  his  Budget  and  the 
certain  duration  of  the  Derbyite  Goverament, 
and  the  unhesitating  confidence  which  his 
credulous  friends  reposed  in  them  until  the 
bubble  burst.  Moreover,  there  is  nothing 
particularly  remarkable  in  the  intuitive  con- 
viction of  a  very  clever  man  that  he  should 
eventually  compel  attention  from  the  House 
of  Commons.  The  chief  singularity  consisted 
in  the  unabashed  utterance  of  such  an  expec- 
tation at  such  a  moment ;  of  which,  we  fully 
admit,  very  few  embryo  orators  would  be 
found  capable.  Charles  Fox  failed  repeat- 
edly during  his  first  session,  but  it  is  not 
recorded  that  he  concluded  any  one  of  his 
unsuccessful  efforts  with  a  vow  of  future 
excellence. 

It  also  strikes  us  that,  when  undue  stress 
is  laid  on  this  memorable  incident  in  Mr. 
Disraeli's  life,  his  admirers  are  apt  to  lose 
sight  of  the  time  he  took,  and  the  means  he 
used,  to  verify  the  prediction.  The  House, 
having  had  its  laugh,  was  rather  favorably 
disposed  than  otherwise  to  give  him  fair  play 
the  next  time  he  rose ;  but,  allKo^sL^  V^ 
frequently  irea^^aaae^  aii\VA^%>a«wift\:^v«^^^ 
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1837  and  the  downfall  of  the  Whig  Ministry 
in  1841,  his  talents  for  debate  were  not  ap- 
preciated ;  and  he  did  not  acquire  what  is 
called  "  the  ear  of  the  House,"  without  first 
resorting  to  adventitious  aid,  and  then  ap- 
pealing to  the  passions  and  prejudices  of  its 
least  cultivated  members.  The  adventitious 
aid  in  question  was  that  of  "  Young  England  ;" 
the  passions  and  prejudices  to  which  we  al- 
lude were  those  of  the  late  Protectionists. 

When  the  "  Young  England"  party  were 
in  the  zenith  of  their  shortlived  celebrity,  we 
endeavored  to  form  an  accurate  estimate 
of  their  alleged  vocation,  their  merits  and 
their  pretensions.*  Declining  to  concede  to 
them  the  full  measure  of  intellectual  pre-emi- 
nence which  they  arrogated,  we  gave  them 
ample  credit  for  generous  aspirations,  and  for 
energy  and  capacity  enough  to  develop  and 
reduce  into  definite  shape  their  somewhat 
dreamy  schemes  for  the  regeneration  of  so- 
eiety.  We  saw,  or  thought  we  saw,  the 
germs  of  future  excellence  in  the  best  of  their 
juvenile  productions ;  and  we  still  think  that 
they  exercised  a  wholesome  influence  on  their 
immediate  contemporaries,  by  freshening  and 
elevating  the  tone  of  political  discussion,  as 
well  as  by  suggesting  some  new  and  useful 
trains  of  sentiment  and  thought.  "  It  is  not  al- 
ways necessary,"  observes  Goethe,  "for  truth 
to  embody  itself ;  enough  if  it  float  spirit- 
ually about  and  induce  agreement — if,  like 
the  deep  friendly  sound  of  a  bell,  it  undu- 
lates through  the  air."  But,  on  the  whole, 
we  must  admit  that  experience  has  shown  the 
vanity  of  our  more  flattering  anticipations; 
for  "  Young  England"  has  literally  left  no- 
thing by  which  its  corporate  or  collective  ex- 
istence can  be  demonstrated  to  the  satisfac- 
tion of  an  inquisitive  posterity,  except  the 
recollection  of  its  having  been  Mr.  Disraeli^s 
first  stepping-stone  to  fame.  The  enthusias- 
tic support  of  a  select  band  of  young  admi- 
rers gained  for  him  the  vantage-ground,  for 
which,  insulated  and  singlehanded,  or  con- 
founded with  the  crowd,  he  had  long  battled 
fruitlessly.  It  was  as  their  Coryphaeus  that, 
two  years  at  least  before  the  grand  schism  of 
1846,  he  began  to  show  signs  of  marked 
hostility  towards  the  late  Sir  Robert  Peel ; 
who  had  been  the  constant  object  of  the 
rising  rhetorician's  exalted  eulogy  until  all 
rational  hope  of  preferment  was  at  an  end. 

It  is  well  known  that,  on  the  formation  of 
the  Conservative  Ministry  in  1841,  Mr.  Dis- 
raeli considered  himself  quite  sure  of  office, 
and  was  exceedingly  surprised  at  finding  that 
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'  Her  Majesty  had  no  need  of  his  services. 
The  truth  is,  the  ludicrous  passages  of  his 
erratic  career  were  still  too  freshly  remem- 
bered, and  the  austere  virtue  of  the  Minister 
prevented  him  from  closing  with  a  recruit  of 
wavering  principles  and  questionable  reputa- 
tion, whose  enmity,  if  the  bare  notion  of  such 
a  thing  had  flitted  across  his  mind  at  that 
time,  he  would  have  despised.  It  must  re- 
main, therefere,  an  unsolved  problem  whether 
the  Secretaryship  of  the  Admiralty,  or  a 
government  appointment  of  inferior  responsi- 
bility, opportunely  offered,  would  not  have 
effected  a  most  important  change  in  our  par- 
liamentary history  for  the  last  six  years.  At 
all  events  the  strongest  presumptive  evidence 
may  be  adduced  to  show  that  Mr.  Disraeli 
was  actuated  by  private  and  personal  motives 
when  he  first,  with  his  small  band,  occupied 
a  position  a  little  in  front  of  the  main  body 
of  Conservatives,  and  manoeuvred  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  eause  no  inconsiderable  annoy- 
ance to  their  then  honored  and  revered  chief. 
We  can  understand  why  the  Duke  of  Buck- 
ingham left  the  Cabinet  a  few  months  after 
he  became  a  member  of  it,  and  why  other 
consistent  Protectionists  were  sorely  shaken 
in  their  allegiance  by  the  **  New  Tariff ;"  but 
the  "  Young  England"  primary  ground  of 
quarrel  with  Sir  Robert  Peel  was  thit  he  did 
not  go  far  or  fast  enough  in  the  Liberal  di- 
rection. So  long  as  they  acted  in  concert, 
they  were  the  avowed  champions  of  com- 
mercial and  religious  liberty.  Why  then  did 
Mr.  Disraeli  support  and  applaud  this  illus- 
trious statesman  when  he  assumed  the  reigns 
of  power  for  the  supposed  purpose  of  up- 
holding "  Protection,"  and  of  carrying  out 
the  traditional  doctrines  of  Toryism,  yet  labor 
unceasingly  to  undermine  his  influence  from 
the  time  when  he  manifested  a  growing  pre- 
dilection for  Free  Trade,  and  become  his 
bitterest  enemy  when  he  finally  abandoned 
the  Corn  Laws  as  hopelessly  indefensible? 
We  shall  endeavor  to  throw  light  on  these 
points  by  a  few  extracts  from  "  Coningsby," 
which  appeared  in  1844,  and  was  loudly 
heralded  by  the  author's  disciples  as  an  au- 
thentic exposition  of  their  creed. 

In  the  Preface  to  the  popular  edition  of 
1840,  the  author  claims  for  it  a  degree  of 
authority  which  it  could  not  be  expected  to 
command  as  a  mere  novel.  **  It  was  not," 
he  says,  "originally  the  intention  of  the 
writer  to  adopt  the  form  of  fiction  as  the 
instrument  to  scatter  his  suggestions,  but 
after  reflection,  he  resolved  to  avail  himself 
of  a  method  which,  in  the  temper  of  the 
times,  offered  the  best  chance  of  influencing 
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opioioD."  He  had  another  obTJoiia  reason 
for  choosing  this  form  of  composition.  It 
afforded  him  increased  facilities  for  gratif;fing 
his  personal  animosities  with  comparative 
impunity.  It  hss  been  objected  to  the  anony- 
inoue  system  of  English  journslism,  that  it 
gives  nndae  scope  to  personal  spite  ;  so  that 
no  one  can  tell  whether  he  may  not  have 
made  a  dangerous  enemy  by  n  remark  care- 
leuly  let  drop  in  the  unguarded  hours  of 
convivial  intercourse.  No  one,  however,  hag 
serious  cause  to  drend  a  newspaper  attack, 
unless  he  invites  criticism  by  coming  volun- 
tarily before  the  public  in  some  shape.  But 
there  is  no  escaping  the  novelist,  who  con- 
ceives himself  licensed  to  introduce  portraits, 
flketcbes,  and  caricatures  under  the  transpa- 
rent veil  of  a  pseudonym ;  for  even  if  the 
predestined  victim  should  happen  to  be  ob- 
scure and  unassuming,  he  or  she  may  be 
ingeniously  brought  in  as  a  speciiseQ  of  mock 
modesty  and  real  iniigni Seance.  We  need 
hardly  add  that  this  practice  is  diametrically 
opposed  to  the  true  principles  and  appropri- 
ate objects  of  art ;  which  mny  be  one  reason 
why  some  of  our  cleverest  femnle  novelists 
hare  hitherto  tried  in  vain  to  match  the  ex- 
quisite pictures  of  social  life  bequeathed  to 
us  by  the  Bumeya  and  Austens.  Amongst 
writers  of  fiction  pretending  to  respectability, 
Mr.  Disraeli  has  been  by  much  the  woret 
offender  in  this  line.     Indeed  we  should  be 

Eutzled  to  name  a  single  natural  and  proba- 
le  character  of  his  drawing,  which  is  not  a 
eervile  copy  from  some  living  original ;  and 
he  seems  to  have  lost,  if  he  ever  possessed, 
the  Sbskspearlike  genius  for  generalization 
or  creation,  by  the  ruinous  habit  of  rejecting 
the  poetic  ideal  for  the  prosaic  real, — much 
as  he  is  supposed  to  have  forfeited  the  power 
of  convincing  the  reason  of  a  cultivated 
audience,  by  perseveringly  acting  on  the 
hypothesis  that  the  only  effective  mode  of 
operating  on  popular  asGemhlies  is  to  nmuse, 
excite,  or  mystify  them.  This  glaring  defect, 
however,  by  no  means  diminishes  the  value 
of  his  romances  when  considered  as  records 
of  his  passing  opinions  on  men  and  things, 
and  it  is  solely  as  indicitions  of  these  that 
we  now  beg  leave  to  call  attention  to  the 
following  passages  from  "Coningsby."  We 
have  already  seen  that  the  ends  of  Toryism 
must  be  attained  by  democratic  measures. 
Let  us  now  ascertain  what  the  Conservative 
chief  understands  by  Conservatism.  The 
birth  of  "  Conservatism"  is  described  in 
terms  which  would  justify  a  doubt  whether 
it  was  in  any  respect  an  improvement  on 
old-fashioned  true  blue  Toryism : — 


"  No  one  had  arisen  either  in  Parliament  or  the 
Universities,  or  the  Press,  to  lesd  the  public  mind 
to  the  inveatigalion  of  principles ;  and  not  In  mis- 
take, in  their  rerurmations,  the  corruption  of  prac- 
tice for  fundamental  ideas.  It  was  this  perplexed, 
ill-formed,  jnded,  ahallow  generation,  repeating 
cries  which  they  did  not  comprehend,  and  wea- 
ried with  (he  endless  ebullitions  of  their  own  bar- 
ren conceit,  (hat  Sir  Robert  Heel  WXK  summoned 
to  govern.  /(  vxu  from  tuch  maleriah,  ample  in 
gtianilly,  bul  in  all  ajn'ri'tiol  quaiitiei  mott  defi- 
cient; with  great  numbers,  largely  acred,  ccnuoled 
up  to  their  chins,  but  tvithout  knowledge,  geniut, 
ihovght,  truth,  or  faith,  that  Sir  Robert  Peel  was 
to  form  a  '  great  CanservBtLve  party  on  a  compre- 
hensive basis.'  " 

So  much  for  the  materials  ;  now  for  the 
manufactured  commodity : — 

"  Conservatisoi  was  an  attempt  to  carry  on  sf- 
fairs  by  substituting  ihe  fulfilment  of  the  duties 
of  oflice  for  the  performance  of  the  functiona  of 
government;  and  to  maintain  this  negative  sva- 
tem  by  the  mere  influence  of  property,  repuiable 
private  conduct,  and  what  are  called  good  con- 
nections. Conservatism  discards  Prescription, 
shrinks  from  Principle,  disavows  Progresf,  hav- 
ing rejected  all  respect  for  Antiquity,  it  offers  no 
redress  for  tlie  Present,  and  makes  no  preparation 
for  the  Future.  It  is  obvinus,  that  for  a  time  un- 
der favorable  circumstances,  such  a  confedera- 
tion might  succeed  ;  but  it  is  eqnslly  clear,  that  on 
the  arrival  of  one  of  those  critical  conjunctures 
that  will  periodically  occnr  in  all  States,  and 
which  such  an  impassioned  system  is  even  calcu- 
lated ultimately  to  create,  all  power  of  resistance 
will  be  wanting;  the  barren  curse  of  political  in- 
fidelity will  paralyze  al)  action ;  and  the  Conser- 
vative Constitnticn  will  be  discovered  to  be  a 
Capnt  Mortuum,"    (P.  98.) 

The  attempt  to  identify  the  Conservative 
cause  with  "  Protection  "  is  thus  keenly  sa- 
tirized : — 

»  And  now,  after  all,  in  1841,  it  seemed  that 
Taper  was  right.  There  was  a  great  clamor  in 
every  quarter,  and  the  clamor  was  against  the 
Whigs  and  in  favor  of  Conservative  principles. 
What  Canadian  timber-merchants  meant  by  Con- 
servative principles,  it  is  not  difficult  to  conjecture ; 
or  West  India  planters,  /(  wot  tolerably  clear  on 
the  hunlinga  what  iquirei  and  farmers  and  their 
followers  meant  by  CanKTvalive  principles.  What 
they  mean  by  Conservative  principles  now  is 
another  question ;  and  whether  Conservative  prin- 
ciples mean  something  higher  than  the  perpetua- 
tion of  fiscal  arrangements,  some  of  them  very 
impolitic,  none  of  them  very  important.  But  no 
matter  what  diSprenl  bodies  of  men  understood 
by  the  cry  in  which  they  all  joined,  the  cry  existed ; 
Taper  beat  Tadpole  ;  and  the  great  Conservative 
parly  beat  the  shattered  and  exhausted  Whigs." 
(P.  467.) 

Id  coimeclioii  w^^ix  \iaa  \«wi.^  tA  "^i^ 
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subject,  we  must  not  forg^et  to  mention  that 
on  the  10th  of  May,  1842,  Mr.  Disraeli  de- 
livered a  carefully  prepared  speech  on  the 
Tariflf,  in  which  he  expatiated  on  the  "  great 
and  bene6cial  influence  of  Mr.  Huskisson," 
and  tried  to  prove  that  all  eminent  Tories, 
from  Pitt  to  Peel  inclusive,  had  been  the 
champions  of  Free  Trade. 

The  opinions  on  ecclesiastical  matters,  and 
on  the  delicate  question  of  the  relation  of 
the  Church  to  the  State,  professed  by  Mr. 
Disraeli  during  his  '*  Young  England  "  days, 
were  an  exaggerated  form  of  what  is  popu- 
larly termed  "  Puseyism."  They  were  thus 
developed  in  '*  Coningsby  :" — 

**  *  What  can  be  more  anomalous  than  the  pre- 
sent   connection    between    State  and  Church? 
Every  condition  on  which  it  was  originally  con- 
sented to  has  been  cancelled.     Thai  original  al- 
Uance  was,  in  my  view,  an  equai  calamity  for  the 
IhHon  and  (he  Church;  but,  at  least,  it  was  an 
inteiligibie  compact.    Parliament,  then  consisting 
only  of  members  of  the  Established  Church,  was, 
on  ecclesiastical  matters,  a  lay  synod,  and  might, 
in  some  points  of  view,  be  esteemed  a  necessary 
portion  of  Chnrch  government.     But  you  have 
eflkced  this  exclusive  character  of  Parliament : 
you  have  determined  that  a  communion  with  the 
Established  Church  shall  no  longer  be  part  of  the 
qualification  for  sitting  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons.   There  is  no  reason,  as  far  as  the  consti- 
tution avails,  why  every  member  of  the  House  of 
Commons  should  not  be  a  dissenter.     But  the 
whole  power  of  the  country  is  concentrated  in  the 
House  of  Commons.    The  House  of  Commons 
virtually  appoints  the  bishops.     A  sectarian  as- 
sembly appoints  the  bishops  of  the  Established 
Church.     They  may  appoint  twenty  Hoadleys.'  " 
(Pp.  261—253.) 

"  Divorce  the  Church  from  the  State,  and  the 
spiritual  power  that  struggled  against  the  brute 
force  of  the  dark  ages,  agamst  tyrannical  monarchs 
and  barbarous  barons,  will  struggle  again  in  oppo- 
sition to  influences  of  a  diflerent  form,  but  of  a 
similar  tendency ;  equally  selfish,  equally  insen- 
sible, equally  barbarizing.  The  priests  of  God 
are  the  tribunes  of  the  people.  O!  ignorant! 
that  with  such  a  mission  they  should  ever  have 
cringed  in  the  ante-chambers  of  ministers,  or 
bowed  before  parliamentary  committees  !^'  (Pp. 
353, 354.) 

At  the  commencement  of  the  year  1846, 
therefore,  when  Mr.  Disraeli  volunteered  to 
become  the  mouth-piece  of  a  Protectionist, 
No-Popery,  and  anti-Tractarian  opposition, 
he  himself  was  a  Freetrader  and  a  Puseyite 
— that  is,  if  he  ever  was  anything  but  what 
appeared  to  suit  his  immediate  purpose. 
Most  assuredly,  the  more  liberal  views  then 
recently  announced  by  Sir  Robert  Peel  in 
connection  with  the  Maynooth  Grant  and  the 
Corn  Laws,  might  have  been  expected  to  re- 


move or  soften  (iUstead  of  aggravating)  any 
lurking  distrust  of  that  lamented  statesman 
which   his  unrelenting   satirist  could    have 
contracted  on  public  grounds.     Why,  then, 
did  Mr.  Disraeli  lend  himself  out,  as  an  in- 
tellectual   gladiator,  to  a  section   of   that 
"  large-acred  squirearchy "  with  whom  he 
had  no  one  view,  thought,  taste,  habit,  or 
sentiment  in  common  ?     The  solution  of  the 
problem  is  partly  to  be  found  in  the  circum- 
stance on  which  Mr.  Henry  Drummond  op- 
portunely fixed  attention,  namely,  that  "  the 
best  heads  had  gone  over  to  the  other  side ;" 
so  that  Mr.  Disraeli  might  have  been  actu- 
ated by  motives  very  similar  to  those  which 
induced  the  Scotch  archer  to  prefer  the  ser- 
vice of  Louis  the  Eleventh  to  that  of  Charles 
the  Bold.     "  The  Duke  of  Burgundy,"  ob- 
served  Le    Balafr^    to   Quentin    Durward, 
"  charges  at  the  head  of  his  nobles  and  na- 
tive knights,  his    liegemen  of  Artois  and 
Hainault.    Think  you,  if  you  were  there,  or 
if  I  were  there  myself,  that  we  could  be 
much  further  forward  than  the  Duke  and 
all  his  own  brave  nobles  of  his  own  land  ?** 
On  the  other  hand,  he  added,  the  King  of 
France  had  alienated  or  driven  away  all  the 
best  of  the  hereditary  defenders  of  his  throne. 
"  Now,  see  you  not/'  concluded  the  sagacious 
mercenary,  "  in  which  of  these  states  a  cav- 
alier of  fortune  holds  the  highest  rank,  and 
must  come  to  the  highest  fortune  ?*'      Just 
so,  Mr.  Disraeli  might  plausibly  have  asked 
himself  whether  a  cavalier  of  fortune  was 
likely   to    come    to   the   highest   honor  by 
competing  fairly  with  statesmen  of  acknowl- 
edged reputation,  or  by  contending  for  the 
Protectionist  leading  staff  with  Lord  Granby, 
Mr.  Herries,  Mr.  Walpole,  Sir  John  Pak- 
ington,   Mr.  Newdegate,  and  Mr.   Christo- 
pher. 

Strange  to  say,  this  mode  of  accounting 
far  his  conduct  is  far  more  favorable  to  the 
Right  Honorable  Gentleman  than  the  expla- 
nation of  it  which  he  has  given  in  the  latest 
of  his  literary  productions,  "Lord   George 
Bentinck ;   A   Political  Biography."      This 
book  was  published  in  January,  1852,  about 
two  months  before  his  accession  to  high  of- 
fice, and  considering  the   period  of  its  ap- 
pearance, and  the  author's  position  at  th» 
time,  we  are  lost  in  wonder  at  the  astound* 
ing  audacity  of  its  revelations.     He  unbiush- 
I  ingly  owns  that  he  was  almost  uniformly  ac- 
tuated by  the  least  justifiable  class  of  personal 
motives,  and  he  narrates  the  factious  intrigues 
which  he  aided  or  suggested,  with  a  chuck' 
ling  self-complacency,  indicating  about  th0 
same  notion  of  political  morality  which  a 
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lUB  bom  blind  may  be  sDppoMd  to  have  of  I 
jolora.  Mr.  Macaulay,  after  alleging  ample 
maons  for  the  "  belief  that  those  amongst  | 
■bom  MachiaTclli  lived,  saw  nothing  shock- 
luff  or  incongruoUB  in  his  writings,"  observeB, 
"it  is  therefore  in  the  state  of  moral  feeling 
imong  the  Italians  of  his  lime  that  we 
mnst  aeek  for  the  real  explanation  of  what 
■MiDB  most  myBterious  in  the  life  and  writ- 
ings of  this  remarkable  man."  The  now 
■Mltered  or  defunct  "  Country  Party,"  far 
from  aeeing  anything  objectionable  in  tbe 
"  Political  Biography,"  eagerly  circulated  it 
H  tbeir  text-book  and  guide.  By  a  parity 
of  reasoning,  therefore,  it  is  in  the  state  of 
principle  among  the  late  Protectionists,  that 
we  must  aeek  for  the  real  explanation  of 
what  seems  otherwise  unaccountable  in  this 
book.  Their  bMu  ideal  of  a  patriotic  states- 
man  is,  or  was,  one  who  should  be  always 
prepared  to  sacrifice  his  country  to  his  par- 
tj ;  and  the  public  virtues  on  which,  if  we 
Day  credit  their  choaen  and  trusted  annalist, 
Omj  laid  the  greatest  Htreas  were  cupidity 
■nd  vindictivenesB.     For  etample : — 

"The  time  (Ihe  first  week  in  April  1846)  had 
BOW  arrived  when  it  became  necessary  for  those 
who  were  reeponsible  TorlliE  conduct  of  the  Pn> 
tcetionist  party  very  gravely  to  consider  the  state 
ofaffiiini,  which  hadliecome  critical,  and  to  de- 
cide npon  the  future  course.  The  lar^  niajorily 
In  the  House  of  Lords  hsd  pxtingnished  tlie  lin- 

Srlng  hope  that  the  uiinislerial  scheme  might  ul- 
Mlely  be  defeated,  fengeanee  Ihereforr  had  tuc- 
atJtd  in  mott  breaiu  In  Ihe  titiire  languine  itnli- 
wtail.  The  lield  was  losl,  but  at  any  rate  there 
•honld  be  retribution  for  those  who  had  betrayed 
tt  Proud  in  their  numbera,  confidenl  in  their  dis- 
cipline, and  elate  with  their  memorable  resistance, 
lh«  Proteclioniat  party  as  a  body  had  always  as- 
■nmed,  that  when  the  occasion  was  ripe,  Ihe  ca- 
leer  of  the  Minister  might  be  terminated:  it  was 
not  until  the  period  had  arrived  when  the  means 
to  secure  the  catastrnphe  were  to  be  decided  on, 
that  the  difficulty  of  diseovcring  them  was  gener- 
ally acknowledged.  Haw  was  Sir  Robert  Peel 
to  be  turned  out?  Here  waa  a  question  which 
■night  well  occupy  the  musing  hours  of  a  Whil- 
nn  receas."    (P.  230.) 

The  suggestion  of  a  formal  vote  of  want 
of  confidence  is  discussed,  and  rejected  for 
tbe  very  sufficient  reason  that  it  could  not 
lure  been  carried.     The  writer   then  pro- 


"  If  indeed  the  Wbiga  had  been  prepared  to 
(bnn  a  government  on  Ihe  economical  principlp^i 
of  their  own  budget  of  1841,  the  whole  of  the 
Pratoclionist  party  would  have  arrayed  itsef  un- 
dn  their  banners,  and  the  landed  interest,  tchnie 
imor  they  would  liar<  then  tnved,  would  have  been 
thnrs  for  ever.    This  waa  a  result  which  the 
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Whiga  ai  a  party  were  deaircns  to  aecompllsh ; 
and  a  nobleman,  whose  services  had  been  since 

trematurely  lost  to  the  country,  and  whose  excel* 
int  sense,  imperturbable  temper,  and  knowledge 
of  mankind,  had  for  many  years  exercised  a  lead- 
ing influence  in  the  councils  of  the  Whigs,  and 
always  to  their  advantaj^e,  was  extremely  anxious, 
that  by  a  reconstruction  in  this  spirit  an  end 
should  be  put  to  that  balanced  state  of  parties, 
which,  if  permiiled  to  continue,  frustrated  the 
pnclicabilily  and  even  the  prospect  of  a  strong 
governmeni.  What  he  wished  particularly  to  ac> 
complish  was,  to  see  Lord  George  Bentinck  in 
the  new  Whig  cabinet.  But  though  this  eminent 
individual  conducted  his  neeotiations  under  the 
happiest  auspices,  for  Lord  George  Hentinck  en- 
tertained for  him  great  personal  regard,  and  was 
united  to  his  son  hy  ties  of  very  warm  and  inti* 
male  friendship,  hia  object  was  not  attained.  Lord 
John  Raasell  could  not  recede  from  the  Edinburgh 
letter,  and  he  was  more  Taluable  to  his  parly  than 
a  fixed  doty  on  com.  Lord  George  Beniiiick 
offered,  and  promised,  to  support  tbe  Whig  gov- 
ernment, but  would  not  become  a  member  of  any 
administration  that  was  not  prepared  to  do  jastice 
to  the  land."     (Pp.  931—933.) 

The  nobleman  alluded  to  is,  we  believe,  the 
late  Earl  of  Besborougb,  who  well  merited 
the  tribute  paid  in  this  passage  to  his  excel- 
lent qualities  of  head  and  heart :  but  what 
Mr.  Disraeli  terms  "  his  negotiations"  were 
undertaken  on  his  own  responsibility,  and 
were  never  sanctioned  or  encouraged  by  nnj 
chief  or  authorized  representative  of  the 
Whig  party.  Nor  is  U  credible  that,  when 
the  Repeal  of  the  Com  Laws  had  been  once 
formally  propoaed  by  Sir  Robert  Peel,  any 
leader  of  that  parly  ever  dreamed  of  pro- 
posing a  fixed  duty.  Tbe  prominent  peculi- 
arity of  this  passage,  however,  is  quite  inde- 
pendent of  its  historical  accuracy.  The  bd- 
ihor's  notions  of  political  honor  may  be  col- 
lected from  it..  He  boldly  asserts  that,  in 
1840,  the  whole  of  the  Protectionist  party 
might  have  arrayed  itself  under  the  Whig 
banner  without  any  loss  of  credit  or  deser- 
tion of  principle;  and  that  the  honor  of  tbe 
landed  interest  might  have  been  saved  by  re- 
verting to  the  Whig  budget  of  184L  Yet 
every  man  of  them  had  been  elected  for  the 
express  purpose  of  opposing  that  budget. 
Further  comment  would  be  superfluous,  and 
we  pass  on  to  other  equally  illustrative  reve- 
lations. 

"  Although  a  slipht  circumslancc,  it  ought  per- 
haps to  be  noticed  that  iMime  I'hanite  took  place  at 
the  commencement  of  this  Session  ('47)  in  the  lo- 
cal posilion  of  parlies  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
On  the  accession  of  the  Whi^s  to  office  in  the 
preceding  vear,  the  Proteetiooists  had  retained 
tbeir  seats  beneath  tbe  gangway  on  the  Ministe- 
rial aide.  The;  did  this  on  the  raaaonable  ground, 
that  as  it  was  tbeii  intention  to  sopport  the  gene- 
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n\  policy  of  the  new  Government,  it  was  unne- 
cessary for  them  to  cross  the  House  with  the  late 
Cabinet  which  they  had  themselves  mainly  driven 
from  power.  But  as  time  advanced,  considerable 
inconvenience  was  found  to  result  from  this  ar- 
rangement, for  the  Protectionists  were  so  numer- 
ous, that  the  greater  portion  of  the  Whigs  were 
obliged  to  range  themselves  on  the  benches  oppo- 
site the  men  whom  they  had  always  supported, 
and  with  whom  they  were  still  voting.  This  led 
to  some  conversation  between  the  Treasury  bench 
and  Lord  George  Bentinck ;  and  it  was  6nally 
agreed  that,  on  the  whole,  it  would  be  more  con- 
venient that  on  the  meeting  of  the  House  in  '47, 
he  should  take  the  seat  usually  occupied  by  the 
leader  of  the  Opposition,  and  that  his  friends 
should  fill  the  benches  generally  allotted  to  an  ad- 
verse party.  This  was  the  origin  of  his  taking  a 
position  which  he  assumed  with  great  reluctance, 
and  of  his  appearingas  the  chief  opponent  of  a  Min- 
istry which  he  was  anxious  to  uphold."    (P.  371.) 

"A  long  table  and  a  square  table,  or  seats 
about  the  walls,"  observes  Lord  Bacon  in  his 
**  Essay  on  Counsel,"  "  seem  things  of  form, 
but  are  things  of  substance ;  for,  at  a  long 
table,  a  few  at  the  upper  end  in  effect  sway 
all  the  business  ;  but,  in  the  other  fornix  there 
is  more  use  of  the  counsellor's  opinion  that 
sit  lower."  Just  so,  as  we  collect  from  the 
foregoing  statement,  the  arrangement  and 
partition  of  the  seats  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, or  the  small  or  large  space  below  the 
gangway,  may  seem  things  of  form,  but  are 
things  of  substance  ;  for  they  may  determine 
the  political  position  of  a  great  party,  and 
public  men  will  of  course  consider  a  crowded 
bench,  or  an  inconvenient  seat,  a  less  tolera- 
ble alternative  than  the  obligation  to  act 
against  a  Government  with  which  they  are 
disposed  to  concur  from  conviction. 

The  following  is  another  startling  pas- 
sage : — 

*«  When  all  hope  of  constructing  the  Whig 
party  on  a  broad  basis  was  reluctantly  given  up, 
and  the  future  ministers  reconciled  themselves  to 
that  prospect  of  a  weak  government  which  was 
so  clearly  foreseen  by  their  sagacious  friend,  and 
has  been  subsequently  so  unfortunately  realized, 
those  active  spirits  who  busy  themselves  with  the 
measures  of  parties  fixed  upon  the  sugar  duties  as 
the  inevitable  question  on  which  the  Government 
might  be  expelled  from  office.  The  existing  Gov- 
ernment, it  was  understood,  had  pledged  itself  to 
the  colonial  interest  to  maintain  their  old  policy  of 
excluding  slave-grown  sugar ;  and,  in  fact,  it  was 
only  by  such  an  engagement  that  the  votes  of  those 
members  of  the  House  of  Commons  connected 
with  the  two  Indies  had  been  lost  to  the  Protec- 
tionists in  the  division.  It  was  supposed  that 
the  agricultural  interest,  having  lost  the  protec- 
tion which  the  land  enjoyed,  would  not  be  indis- 
posed to  console  themselves  for  this  deprivation 
by  the  enjoyment  of  cheap  sugar,  especially  when 


the  representatives  of  dear  sasftr  bad  exhibited 
so  decided  a  predilection  for  cheap  bread.  Bat 
when  Lord  George  Bentinck  was  sounded  on  this 
scheme  he  shook  his  head,  with  that  peculiar  ex- 
pression which  always  conveyed  to  those  who 
were  appealing  to  him  the  utter  hopelessness  of 
their  enterprise.  *  No,'  he  said,  *  we  have  no- 
thing to  sustain  us  but  our  principles.  We  are 
not  privy  councillors,  but  we  may  be  honest 
men.^ "    (Pp.  233,  234.) 

If  Lord  George  Bentinck  had  lived  till  the 
middle  of  1852,  he  might  have  discovered 
that  it  was  just  possible  for  privy -councillors 
to  be  the  exact  opposite  of  honest  politicians. 
But  here  again,  what  are  we  to  think  of 
"  those  active  spirits  who  busy  themselves 
with  the  measures  of  parties,"  when  they 
complacently  relate  how  they  laid  them- 
selves open  to  such  a  rebuke  ? 

A  desperate  attempt  was  made  to  effect  a 
diversion  in  favor  of  the  Peel  Government, 
on  the  night  of  the  division  which  sealed  its 
fate,  by  putting  up  Lord  Chandos  to  appeal 
to  the  Conservative  sympathies  of  the  Pro- 
tectionist opposition.  The  incident  is  thus 
graphically  related  in  the  "  Political  Biogra- 
phy :"- 

"  Very  pale,  looking  like  the  early  portraits  of 
Lord  Grenvillc,  determined  but  impassive  and 
coldly  earnest.  Lord  Chandos,  without  any  affec- 
tation of  rhetorical  prelude,  said  in  a  clear  and 
natural  tone  that  he  \%ished  to  state  his  intention 
of  recording  his  vote  for  the  measure  of  the  Gov- 
ernment. .  .  .  And  he  gave  succinctly  bis  main 
reasons  for  so  doing.  They  were  told  that  the 
question  to-night  involved  a  vote  of  confidence  in 
the  Minister.  He  did  not  acknowledge  the  just- 
ness of  that  conclusion.  He  gave  his  vote  on  this 
Bill  solely  with  reference  to  tlie  condition  of  Ire- 
land, but  if  he  could  bring  his  mind  to  understand 
that  the  question  of  general  confidence  in  the  ad- 
ministration was  the  principal  question  on  which 
they  were  going  to  decide  to-night, and  the  proper 
government  of  Ireland  only  a  secondary  one,  then 
he  thought  it  fair  to  say,  that  he  for  one  was  not 
prepared  to  vote  a  want  of  confidence  in  the 
present  Conservative  Government.  He  supported 
them  as  an  administration  founded  on  Conserves 
tive  principles,  and  he  for  one  did  not  agree,  that 
Conservative  principles  depended  on  tariff  regular 
tionsy  or  that  the  existence  of  the  institutions  of  the 
country  relied  upon  the  maintenance  of  a  fiscal 
vrinciple.  Whatever  the  result  of  the  division, 
he  should  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that 
his  vote  would  be  registered  freely  and  fairly  on 
the  merits  of  the  question,  and  that  he  was  not 
actuated  by  personal  prejudice  or  factious  oppo- 
sition."   (Pp.  296,  297.) 

Considered  and  judged  from  the  Conserv- 
ative point  of  view,  Lord  Chandos'  position 
was  unassailable  ;  and  in  refusing  to  admit 
that  **  Conservative  principles"  depended  .on 
''  tariff  regulations,     his  Lordship  did  little 
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more  than  paraphrase  the  langruage  of  "  Co- 
ningsby."  But  all  the  writer's  sympathies 
are  reserved  for  the  enlightened  patriots  who 
did  think  that  the  existence  of  the  institutions 
of  the  country  depended  on  a  fiscal  restric- 
tion. In  the  most  enthusiastic  spirit  of 
hero-worship,  and  in  a  style  worthy  of  the 
late  George  Robins,  he  exclaims : — 

**  They  trooped  on  :  all  the  men  of  metal  and 
large-acred  equires,  whose  spirit  he  bad  so  often 
quickened  and  whose  counsel  he  bad  so  oflen 
solicited  in  his  fine  Conservative  speeches  in 
Whitehall  Gardens.  Mr.  Bankes,  with  a  parlia- 
mentary name  of  two  centuries,  and  Mr.  Christo-  ^ 
pber,  from  that  broad  Lincolnshire  which  Protec- 
tion had  created ;  and  the  Mileses  and  the  Henlevs 
were  there;  and  the  Dancombes,  the  Liddeils, 
and  the  Yorkes ;  and  Devon  had  sent  there  the 
atottt  heart  of  Mr.  Buck — and  Wiltshire  the 
pleasant  presence  of  Walter  Long.  Mr.  Newde- 
gate  was  there,  whom  Sir  Robert  had  himself 
recommended  to  the  confidence  of  the  electors  of 
Warwickshire, as  one  of  whom  he  bad  the  highest 
hopes ;  and  Mr.  Alderman  Thompson  was  there, 
who,  also  through  6ir  Robert's  selection,  had 
seconded  the  assault  upon  the  Whigs,  led  on  by 
Sir  John  Bailer.  But  the  list  is  too  long;  or 
good  names  remain  behind."    (P.  300.) 

Most  of  the  self-same  worthies  "  trooped 
on"  also,  with  equal  docility,  when  they  were 
required   to  vote   that   the  very  policy  for 
which   they  had   persecuted    their  former 
leader  had  contributed  to  the  prosperity  of 
the  nation ;  and  well  might  they  cower  and 
•brink  aside  to  let  the  avenging  bolt  pass  on 
to  its  destined  object,  when  Mr.  Sidney  Her- 
bert, pointing  to  the  centre  figure  in  a  group 
on  the  Treasury  Benches,  exclaimed : — **  If 
you  want  to  see  a  specimen  of  humiliation, — 
which,  God  knows,  is  always  a  painful  sight 
— look  there."     Little  less  mortifying  was 
the  high-minded  remonstrance  addressed  to 
them  by  Lord  Granby,  when  he  reminded 
them  that,  if  they  were  honestly  and  in  good 
faith  about  to   recognize  the  advantage  of 
**  unrestricted  competition,*'  some  expiatory 
rite  was  due  to  the  manes  of  the  departed 
statesman  who  had  been  driven  from  power 
and  denounced  as  a  traitor  for  preceding 
them  in  the  same  line  of  policy.     It  is  no 
excuse  to  say,  that  they  did  not  join  in  the 
personal  invectives  which  were  lavished  on 
the  late  Sir  Robert  Peel,  but  merely  sanc- 
tioned them  by  their  acquiescence,  or  ani- 
mated the  actual  assailant  by  their  cheers. 
It  was  their  clamorous,  almost  savage,  ap- 
plause which  enabled  their  champion  to  ob- 
tain his  semblance  of  a  triumph  over  their 
once   venerated   leader,   who,   at  the   very 
moment  when  his  haughty  spirit  seemed  to 
quail,  might  have  retorted — 


<*Non  me  tua  iervida  terrent 
Dicta,  feroz,  Dii  me  terrent,** — 

the  "  Dii  "  being  about  upoi)  a  par,  in  taste, 
manners,  and  impartiality,  with  the  "  Gods" 
in  the  shilling  gallery  of  a  metropolitan 
theatre. 

It  is  observed  by  Mr.  Disraeli,  in  "  Vivian 
Grey,'*  that  **  the  only  rival  to  be  feared  by 
a  man  of  spirit  is  a  clever  boy  ;**  and  the 
boisterous  scenes  which  too  frequently  dis- 
graced the  House  of  Commons  in  1846,  bear 
a  marked  analogy  to  those  in  which  a  smart 
and  forward  lad  is  encouraged  to  make  a  set 
at  some  grave  and  respectable  person,  who 
cannot  retort  without  a  loss  of  dignity.  If 
the  attention  of  the  late  Protectionists  could 
be  recalled  to  the  period  of  which  we  speak, 
some  of  them  would  be  not  a  little  astonished 
at  the  sort  of  facetiousness  which  then  threw 
them  into  convulsions  of  delight,  as  well  as 
at  the  course  vituperation  which  they  rap- 
turously approved.  The  following  passage 
from  Mr.  Disraeli's  speech,  on  the  third  read- 
ing of  the  Corn  Bill,  immediately  precedes 
the  peroration,  and  was  received  with  *'  roars 
of  laughter  :*' — 

"The  day  after  the  Right  Honorable  Gen- 
tleman (Peel)  made  his  first  exposition  of  his 
scheme,  a  gentleman  well  known  in  this 
House  and  learned  in  all  the  political  secrets 
behind  the  scenes,  met  me,  and  said,  *  Well, 
what  do  you  think  of  your  chiefs  plan  ?'  Not 
knowing  exactly  what  to  say  ;  but  taking  up 
a  phrase  which  has  been  much  used  in  this 
House,  I  observed,  '  Well,  I  suppose  it*s  a 
great  and  comprehensive  plan.*  '  Oh,*  he 
replied, '  we  know  all  about  it.  It  was  offer- 
ed to  us.  It  is  not  his  plan ;  its  Popkins's 
plan !'  And  is  England  to  be  governed  by 
Popkins's  plan  ?  Will  he  go  to  the  country 
with  it  ?  Will  he  go  with  it  to  that  ancient 
and  famous  England,  that  once  was  governed 
by  statesmen — by  Burleighs  and  by  Wal- 
singhams,  by  Bolingbrokes  and  Wal poles,  by 
a  Chatham  and  a  Canning — will  he  go  to  it 
with  this  fantastic  scheme  of  some  presump- 
tuous pedant?*' 

The  sole  point,  such  as  it  is,  of  this  care- 
fully prepared  and  eminently  successful  pas- 
sage, depends  upon  the  name,  Popkins, 
which,  if  the  story  be  not  altogether  apocry- 
phal, was  evidently  substituted  for  the  real 
one  by  the  speaker.  The  notion,  however, 
is  not  original.  In  Lord  Normanby's  "  Yes 
and  No,'  a  fine  gentleman  bets  twenty  to 
one  against  the  favorite  for  ''  the  Derby,"  on 
the  strength  of  the  owner's  name, — urging 
that  it  was  morally  impossible  for  a  snooks 
to  winHhe  "  blue  riband  of  the  Turf." 
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"  A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear  of  him 
who  hears  it ;"  the  maxim  is  no  [ess  true  of 
-  a  speech ;  and  a  very  limited  quanlity  of  elo- 
quence will  go  a  long  way,  when  the  orator 
makes  it  his  main  business  to  humor  and 
chime  in  with  the  excited  feelings  and  con- 
firmed prejudices  of  those  whose  favor  he  is 
anxious  to  conciliate.  A  thorough  appre- 
ciation of  the  prevalent  weakness  in  this 
respect  is  the  secret  of  Mr.  Disraeli's  eleva- 
tion. 

There  are  two  modes  of  getting  on, — by 
directly  appealing  to  superior  minds,  or  by 
obtaining  the  support  of  numbers  through 
their  passions  and  prejudices,  and  then  de- 
manding power  as  their  representative;  in 
other  words,  by  playing  off  the  nonsense  of 
the  country  against  its  sense.  Mr.  Disraeli 
has  chosen  the  latter.  His  principal  claim 
to  distinction 'rests  on  his  adroit  manag^ement 
of  the  foolish  and  the  vain.  His  admirers 
do  not  dwell  on  the  justness  of  his  views,  the 
purity  of  his  motives,  the  solidity  of  his  ac- 
quirements, or  the  excellence  of  his  meas- 
ures. They  say  in  effect :  "  See  to  what  a 
height  he  has  raised  himself  by  his  unaided 
exertions ;  observe  how  many  '  men  of  metal 
and  large-acred  squires '  swear  by  him  de- 
spite of  his  race.  -  How  could  all  this  have 
come  to  pass  unless  he  were  an  orator  and 
statesman  of  the  first  water?"  We  admit 
the  premises,  but  we  dispute  the  inference. 
The  tide  which,  taken  at  the  flood,  led  him 
on  to  fortune,  was  a  phenomenon  which  may 
not  occur  again  for  centuries,  but  the  quali- 
ties required  to  float  upon  it  were  by  no 
means  of  corresponding  rarity.  We  could 
name  half  a  dozen  public  men  who  could  have 
anticipated  him,  had  they  not  been  restrained 
by  their  sense  of  honor  and  their  convictions. 
More  than  one  distinguished  Peelite  would, 
if  he  had  abandoned  his  principles,  and  join- 
ed the  Protectionists,  have  been  hailed  as 
leader  by  his  new  party.  "  Go,  my  son," 
said  Oxenstiern,  *'and  see  with  how  little 
wisdom  the  world  is  governed."  Go,  he 
might  have  added,  and  mark  with  how  slen- 
der a  stock  of  genuine  merit  men  rise  to 
wealth,  station,  or  celebrity.  Little  more 
than  a  year  ago  an  astonished  nation  saw 
thirty  or  forty  very  commonplace  noblemen 
and  gentlemen  appointed  to  high  offices,  and 
sixteen  or  seventeen  of  them  made  Privy 
Councillors,  by  way  of  reward  for  the  in- 
temperate and  mischievous  advocacy  of  an 
exploded  error.  Would  they  have  been  so 
promoted  had  they  not  lagged  behind  their 
most  enlightened  contemporuries  ?  Or  what, 
at  this  hour,  would  be  the  position  of  Mr. 


Disraeli  himself,  bad  he  been  iinifennly  true 
and  consistent — had  he  conscientiouslj  cho- 
sen his  party,  or  side,  and  stuck  to  it — had 
he,  above  all,  abided  gallantly  by  the  only 
cause  which  he  ever  appeared  to  have  thor- 
oughly at  heart, — the  cause  of  the  oppressed 
brethren  of  his  race  ? 

This  brings  us  to  what  might  have  been 
the  brightest,  and  is  likely  to  turn  out  the 
darkest,  chapter  in  his  history.     We  allude, 
of  course,  to  his.  mode  of  dealing  with  the 
Jewish   Claims,  which   he  advocated  more 
eloquently  than  discreetly  for  many  years, 
and  virtually  abandoned  when  be  found  it 
more  profitable  to  enlist  in  the  service  of  in- 
tolerance.    The  matured  views  of  this  im- 
portant subject,  which  he  first  developed  ia 
"  Tancred,"  will  be  found  in  the  24th  chap- 
ter of  the   "Political   Biography."      Lord, 
George  Bentinck,  it  will  be  remembered,  re- 
signed the  leadership  to  which  his  Caucasian 
friend  eventually  succeeded,  rather  than  ha- 
mor  the  Spooners  and  Newdegates  by  co- 
operating with  them  in  their  bigotry.    "The 
difficulty,"  observes  Mr.  Disraeli,  "arose  from 
the  member  elect  for  the  City  of  London 
being  not  only  of  the  Jewish  race,  but,  un- 
fortunately, believing  only  in  the  first  part  of 
the  Jewish  religion.       It  follows  that  Chris- 
tianity is  only  the  second  part  of  the  Jewish 
religion ;  and  the  author  deems  the  second 
as  of  less  authority  than  the  first,  or,  at  leasl* 
as  of  only  equal  authority : 

"  When  the  ineffable  mystery  of  the  Incamtp 
lion  was  consummated,  a  divine  person  moved  on 
the  face  of  the  earth  in  the  shape  of  a  child  of 
Israel,  not  to  teach  but  to  expiate.  True  it  is 
that  no  word  could  fall  from  such  lips,  whether 
in  the  form  of  profound  parable,  or  witty  retort, 
or  preceptive  lore,  but  to  guide  and  enlighten,  but 
they  who  in  those  somewhat  lax  effusions,  which 
in  these  days  are  honored  with  the  holy  name  of 
theology,  speak  of  the  morality  of  the  Gospel  as  a 
thing  apart  and  of  novel  revelation,  would  do  well 
to  remember  that  in  promulgating  such  doctrines 
they  are  treading  on  very  perilous  ground.  There 
cannot  be  two  moralities;  and  to  hold  that  the 
Second  Person  of  the  Holy  Trinitv  conld  teach  a 
different  morality  from  that  which  had  been  al- 
ready revealed  by  the  First  Person  of  the  Holy 
Trinity,  is  a  dogma  so  full  of  terror  that  it  may 
perhaps  be  looked  upon  as  the  ineffable  sin  against 
the  Holy  Spirit."  (P.  487.) 

He  contends,  on  the  strength  of  a  very 
peculiar  theory  of  vice  and  virtue — looking, 
indeed,  very  like  Predestination  in  its  most 
objectionable  shape — that  mankind  owe  a 
large  debt  of  gratitude  to  the  Jewish  race,  as 
well  as  a  tribute  of  respect  to  the  memory  of 
Pontius  Pilate  and  Judas  Iscariot.     "The 
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•rnciGzion,"  he  tells  as  "  of  our  blessed  Lord 
in  the  form  of  a  Jewish  prince"  U  not  their 
diame,  but  their  glory : 

"If  the  Jews  had  not  prevailed  upon  ihe  Ro- 
Duuis  to  crucify  our  Lord,  what  would  have  iK- 
came  of  the  Atonement?  But  the  human  mind 
eanoot  contemplate  the  idea  that  the  must  impor- 
t>nt  deed  of  time  could  depend  upon  human  will. 
The  immolatora  were  pre-ordained  like  llie  victim, 
mod  the  holy  race  lupptied  both.  Could  that  l>e 
%  crime  which  Becured  for  all  mankind  eleroa) 
jojr?  Which  vanquished  Satao,  and  opened  the 
galea  of  Paradise  1    Such  a  tenet  would  sully 
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i  would 

SI  the  doctrine  that 
and  hope."  (Pp.  4^,489.) 
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Tet  this  "sublime  claim,"  as  he  terms  it, 
b  declared  untenable,  aod  cannot  be  allowed 
withoot  risking  the  revivnl  of  the  Druidical 
rites  and  the  relapse  of  the  most  enlightened 
nations  of  the  civilized  world  into  Paganism. 
The  2Bth  chapter  of  the  "  Biography  opens' 
dius: 

"The  views  expressed  in  the  precedina:  chap- 
tet  were  not  those  which  influenced  Lord  George 
Benlinck  in  forming  his  opinion  that  the  civil  dis- 
abililiea  of  those  subjects  of  Her  Majealy  who 
profess  that  limited  belief  in  divine  relation  which 
U  commonly  culled  the  Jewish  religion,  should  be 
nmoved.  He  bad  supported  a  measure  lo  this 
cfiect  in  the  year  1S33,  guided  in  that  conduct  by 
his  devoted  attachment  to  the  equuocal  principle 
tf  reiiginuM  liberty,  the  unqualified  application 
of  which  principle  seems  hardly  consistent 
with  that  recognition  of  religious  truth  hy  ihe 
Sute  to  which  we  yet  adhere,  and  without  which 
it  is  highly  probable  that  the  northern  and  west- 
era  races,  after  a  disturbing  and  rapid,y-de grading 
period  of  atheistic  anarchy,  may  fatally  recur  to 
their  old  national  idolatries,  modified  and  mythi- 
cally dressed  upaccordingtothe  spiritof  theage." 
(Pp.  M8,  509.) 

This  is  a  handsome  tribute  to  the  spirit  of 
Wgotry,  and  has  doubtless  been  duly  appre- 
uated  by  bis  political  associates ;  but  between 
the  Pueeyism  of  "  Coningsby"  and  the  He- 
braism of  ihia  "Biography,"  wa  should  con- 
eeive  that  be  will  still  experience  considera- 
ble difficulty  in  getting  himself  recognized  in 
foeter  Hall,  or  by  the  National  Club,  as  the 
preordained  champion  of  the  Church. 

Between  1846  and  1662  Mr.  Disraeli,  as 
if  divining  the  very  post  that  was  in  store  for 
him,  gave  up  a  great  deal  of  his  attention  to 
(he  study  of  fitiuiice  ;  but  he  might  have  said 
•f  the  elementary  doctrines  of  poiitica]  econ- 
omy what  the  Mareuhal  Duke  of  Richelieu 
wid  of  the  rules  of  grammar — that  he  had 
qaarrelled  with  them  at  the  outset  of  life, 
and  could  never  afterwards  make  up  the  dif- 
ference.    Perhaps  no  embryo  Chancellor  of 
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the  Exchequer  ever  talked  a  larger  quantity 
of  nonsense  on  Gscal  topics  wiihin  a  given 
space  of  titue.  ,One  year  be  was  to  relieve 
the  landed  interest  by  extending  the  land 
tax;  the  year  following,  he  proposed  to  cre- 
ate an  abundance  of  "  cheap  capital"  by  re- 
ducing tlie  National  Debt;  anci  then  agun 
the  British  farmers  were  to  be  enabled  to 
defy  foreign  competition  by  a  diminution  in 
"the  cost  of  production."  He  has  recently 
boasted,  that,  although  a  Protectionist  leader, 
he  never  dreamed  of  reverUtig  to  "  Protec- 
tion ;"  yet  the  "  charmed  weapon "  with 
which  he  entreated  the  farmers  to  arm  tbeir 
champion  wan  undoubtedly  a  system  of  im- 
port duties.  His  favorite  measure,  however, 
WHS  the  transfer  of  local  burdens  to  the  Con- 
solidated Fund  ;  and  this  he  reproduced  an- 
nually, until  he  was  compelled  to  take  a 
serious  view  of  its  justice  and 'practicability, 
when  he  suddenly  discovered  tliat  it  had  be- 
cotne  superfluous.  Indeed,  it  is  a  remarka- 
ble fact,  and  a  striking  illustration  of  the  total 
want  of  soundness  and  earnestness  in  his 
propositions,  that  not  a  single  feature  of  anr 
one  of  his  amateur  budgets  was  retained  in 
bis  official  production  of  December  last.  Still 
he  had  so  far  contrived  to  impose  upon  the 
least  discerning  portion  of  the  public  that 
when,  installed  in  Downing  Street,  lie  pro- 
claimed the  advent  of  a  new  era  in  finance, 
many  commercial  men,  who  ought  to  have 
known  better,  began  lo  speculate  on  the  pos- 
sibility  of  his  being  able  to  realize  the  expee- 
taiions  which  be  held  forth. 

As  for  the  vast  majority  of  the  Derbyitea, 
the  faith  they  reposed  in  him  was  boundless, 
and  he  unhesitatmgly  promised  them  a  long 
and  secure  lease  of  office  if  they  would  be 
implicitly  guided  by  bis  counsels.  In  an  evil 
hour  they  consented.  A  dull  man's  best 
chance  of  remaining  honest,  parliculsrly  in  a 
speculative  and  cultivated  age,  is  to  stitk  fait 
to  the  political  and  religious  creed  in  which 
he  has  been  brought  up.  If  he  tries  to  rea- 
son, he  is  lost.  He  is  caught  by  sophistries, 
which  would  be  detected  at  the  first  glance 
by  a  trained  mind  of  ordinary  acuteness;  and 
he  is  apt  to  plume  himself  on  being  n  clever 
intriguer,  when  he  is  neither  more  nor  less 
thun  a  self-sufficient  dupe.  When  Mr.'Cay. 
ley,  who  in  point  of  nnderstaQding  is  consid- 
erably above  the  average  of  his  Protectionist 
Hssocinies,  indited  a  long  epistle  to  the 
'■  Times"  to  prove  that  the  Free-trade  reso- 
lution, in  which  the  majority  of  them  con- 
curred, was  to  be  interpreted  in  a  noo- natural 
sense,  he  evidently  was  not  aware  that  he 
was  ntecely  reviving  the  style  of  casiuatrj 
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which  had  been  permanently  discredited  by 
the  "Provincial  Letters;"    and   he  forgot 
that,  the  resolution  in  question  being  the  re- 
sult of  a  compromise,  any  denial  or  evasion 
of  its  plain  meaning  might  be  deemed  dis- 
honorable as  well  as  Jesuitical.     As  for  the 
magnates  of  Quarter- Session,  who  went  about 
playing  **  Vivian  Grey,"  making  light  of  prin- 
ciple, and  talking  of  office  as  the  only  rational 
object  of  a  sensible  statesman — they  needed 
a  satirist  like  the  famous  Duchess  of  Marl- 
borough, who,  having  got  hold  of  the  youth- 
ful production  of  a  heavy  nobleman,  in  which 
his  Lordship  had  tried  to  be  pleasant  and 
profligate,  reprinted  it   with  a  frontispiece 
representing  an  elephant  dancing  on  the  slack 
rope.     A  commonplace,   decorous,  and  re- 
spectable politician,  who  forfeits  his  respect- 
ability, may  be  compared  to  an  ugly  woman 
who  has  lost  her  character.     He  has  thence- 
forth nothing  to  fall  back  upon;  and  what 
Dr.  Johnson  calls  the  most  poignant  of  all 
feelings,  the  remorse  for  a  crime  committed 
in  vain,  is  all  that  is  now  left  to  many  of  the 
most  prominent  members  of   the  "  Country 
Party." 

So  firm,  however,  was  their  confidence  in 
their  "  mystery-man,"  that  it  was  not  until 
some   days  after  the   promulgation  of  his 
Budget,  that  they  began  to  entertain  mis- 
givings as  to  his  infallibility.     They  were  re- 
peatedly warned  that  a  coup  de  main  in  Eng- 
lish finance  would  be  a  gross  folly,  if  it  were 
not  fortunately  a  moral  impossibility.     They 
persevered  in  hoping  against  hope,  that  the 
something  ''  looming   in  the  future"  would 
prove  their  salvation    after  all;   and  they 
could  hardly  credit  their  senses  when  they 
saw  their  financial  Phaeton  let  go  the  reins 
and  tumble  headlong  from  his  seat.   His  own 
astonishment  was  little  inferior  to  theirs,  for 
he  thought  his  Budget  a  masterpiece,  and  is 
still,  we  are  credibly  informed,  utterly  at  a 
loss  to  understand  why  it   was   unpopular 
with  both  town  and  country,  and  so  rapidly 
precipitated  his  fall.*     The  source  of  their 
credulity  and  his  confirmed  delusion  may,  we 
suspect,  be  traced  to  some  of  his  personal 
habits  and  peculiarities,  which  are  thus  de- 
scribed by  Mr.  Francis : — "  Like  Sir  Robert 
Peel,  he  appears  to  isolate  himself — to  have 
no  associates  in  the    House,  except   those 
forced  on  him  by  the  immediate  necessities 
of  party.     This  isolation  and  self-absorption 
are  equally  conspicuous,  whether  he  is  quies- 
cent or  in  activity.     Observe  him  any  where 
about  the  House,  in  the  lobbies  or  in  the 
committee-rooms ;  you  never  see  him  in  con- 
f  dential  communication  with  any  one." 


*    [July, 

A  self-dependent  and  self-absorbed  maa 
betrays  nothing ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  he 
learns  nothing  except  from  books,  he  lotas 
the  advantage  of  testing  his  measures  or 
speculations  by  discussion,  and  the  working 
every-day  world  of  feeling  and  opinion  re- 
mains a  sealed  volume  to  him.  "Depend 
upon  it,  sir,"  observed  Dr.  Johnson,  in  ref- 
erence to  Lord  Loughborough,  "it  is  when 
you  come  close  to  a  man  in  conversation  that 
you  discover  what  his  real  abilities  are ;  to 
make  a  speech  in  a  public  assembly  u  a 
knack.  Now,  I  honor  Thurlow;  Tharlofr 
is  a  fine  fellow ;  he  fairly  puts  his  mind  to 
yours." 

It  has  been  surmised  that  Mr.  Disraeli,  b 
this  respect,  bears  a  closer  resemblance  to 
Lord  Loughborough  than  to  Lord  Thurloir. 
Nor,  indeed,  do  we  well  see  how  he  could  go 
on  playing  his  favorite   part  of  "mysteij 
man,"  if  he  were  in  the  habit  of  putting  mind 
to  mind,  or  of  conversing  in  the  full  meaning 
of  the  word,  with  men  and  women  who  might 
fairly  claim  to  stand  on  an  intellectual  level 
with  him, — which  is  a  very  different  thing 
from  talking  over  a  Marquis  of  Carabas,  or 
showing  off  to  a  select  and  not  over- wise  cir- 
cle of  worshippers.*     "I  wish  to  Heaven 
that  young  man   would   risk  himself,"  ex- 
claimed Canning,  on  first  hearing  an  embryo 
orator.     The  same  wish  must  have  risen  re- 
peatedly to  the  lips  of  many  who  have  marked 
Mr.  Disraeli's  studied  caution  and  absence  of 
I  excitability  at  moments  which  seemed  to  in- 
vite the  open  and  unrestrained  interchange 
of  sentiment  and  thought.     Whatever  infe^ 
ences  may  be  drawn  from  the  silence  or  re- 
serve of  authors  and  heroes  whose  laureb 
have  been  earned  in  the  closet  or  the  field, 
there  must  be  something  wrong  in  the  men- 
tal or  moral  conformation  of  a  man  who  can 
make  showy  speeches  in  public,   and  who 
confessedly  possesses  a  lively  fancy,  a.  well- 
stored  memory  and  a  remarkable  command 
of  language,  yet   cannot   or  will  not  "  risk 
himself  "  in  the  animated  and  carelesa. inter- 
course of  cultivated  society.    There  most  be 
some  designs  and  motives,  or  modes  of  think- 
ing, which  will  not  bear  the  light ;  or  some 
weak  point  which  he  wishes  to  cover  ;^r  he 
dreads  the  consequences  of  any   impjiilsivt 

*  "Nature  deacends  down  to  infinite  smallneii" 

Mr. has  his  parasites ;  and  if  jou  take  a  lufgb 

buzzing  blue-bottle  fly,  and  look  at  it  in  a  micro* 
scope,  you  may  see  twenty  or  thirty  little  ugly  m 
sects  crawlinff  about  it^  which  doubtless  think  their 
fly  to  be  the  bluest^  grandest^  and  most  important 
animal  in  the  universe,  and  are  convinced  that  the 
world  would  be  at  an  end  if  it  ceased  to  busL— 
{Peter  Plymley,) 


1858.] 


MB.  DISRAELI :  HIS  CHARACTER  AND  CAREER. 


808 


moTement  on  his  own  part,  or  on  that  of  an 
ADtagonist  who  may  resolve  to  draw  him  out 
and  try  conclusions  with  him  when  he  is  not 
protected  by  the  forms  of  parliamentary  de- 
bate. 

A  rhetorician  devoid  of  earnestness,  and 
aniious  only  for  self-display,  can  hardly  be 
•objected  to  a  more  embarrassing  ordeal 
than  that  of  good  table-talk.  Its  sadden 
breaks,  quick  turns,  and  elliptical  transitions, 
are  fatal  to  his  tactics.  He  is  like  a  column 
of  infantry  vainly  endeavoring  to  deploy  into 
line  under  fire ;  or  he  may  be  compared  to 
Monsieur  Jourdain,  when,  fresh  from  his  fenc- 
ing lesson,  he  is  pinned  against  the  wall  by 
one  of  Toinette's  home-thrusts.  By  way  of 
iDustrating  our  meaning,  let  us  suppose  that 
the  substance  of  Mr.  Disraeli's  first  speech 
on  his  Budget  had  been  mentioned  at  a  pri- 
Tate  party.  If  he  had  begun  to  argue  there 
that  the  Protectionists  had  never  agitated 
for  ''Protection"  since  1846,  because  they 
had  never  brought  the  question  specifically 
before  either  House  of  Parliament,  he  would 
■earcely  have  been  allowed  to  finish  his  sen- 
tence. "  What  do  you  say  then  to  O'Con- 
nell's  omission  to  move  for  the  Repeal  of  the 
Union  ?  Does  it  follow  that  he  never  agi- 
tated for  it  ?"  would  have  been  instantly  and 
triumphantly  retorted.  Or,  let  us  take  an- 
other instance  from  his  second  speech  on 
the  same  subject,  in  which,  it  will  be  remem- 
bered, in  answer  to  the  objection,  that  his 
reserved  surplus  of  400,000/.  was  virtually 
created  by  adding  to  the  national  debt,  he 
expatiated  on  the  abuses  of  the  Loan  Fund. 
If  be  had  attempted  such  an  evasion  amongst 
friends,  he  would  have  been  checked  and  told 
to  keep  to  the  point,  namely,  whether  his 
surplus  was  or  was  not  the  product  of  a  con- 
tinuing credit.  In  short,  his  three,  four,  and 
five  hours'  orations  would  have  been  reduced 
to  marvellously  small  dimensions  if  he  had 
omitted  everything  which  would  have  been 
deemed  superfluous  by  a  select  company  of 
financiers.  But,  of  course,  we  must  not  be 
understood  as  maintaining  that  amphfication, 
with  an  admixture  of  commonplace,  is  always 
unsuitable  in  a  set  speech.  All  that  we  ven- 
ture to  suggest  is,  that  it  is  sometimes  easier 
to  dispense  with  solid  materials,  and  to  build 
on  shallow  foundations,  in  a  popular  assem- 
bly than  at  a  dinner- table. 

The  Isiie  Sir  Robert  Peel's  reserve  pro- 
ceeded from  a  totally  distinct  cause,  and  im- 
plied high  moral  courage  rather  than  a  mo- 
ral defect.  It  was  his  matured  conviction, 
that  a  minister  ought  not  to  communicate 
his  intentions  or  meditated  measures  before 


the  time  fixed  for  their  formal  announce- 
ment ;  and  he  was  content  to  endure  any  ex- 
tent of  obloquy  rather  than  break  through 
what  he  deemed  a  salutary  rule.  He  suf- 
fered bitterly  from  over- punctilious  attention 
to  it,  and  there  was  a  period  of  his  career, 
when  a  dash  of  Lord  Melbourne's  fascjnating 
indiscretion  would  have  been  invaluable  to 
the  more  sedate  and  cautious  statesman.  If 
he  had  gone  about  amongst  the  influential 
country  gentlemen  during  the  autumn  of 
1845,  and  frankly  communicated  the  difli- 
culty  he  felt  in  acting  up  to  the  expectations 
which  he  had  permitted  them  to  indulge  as 
to  the  Corn  Laws,  very  few,  if  any,  would 
have  sanctioned  a  factious  combination  to 
run  him  down.  It  would  be  curious  if  Mr. 
Disraeli,  who  rose  by  this  very  weakness  of 
his  illustrious  victim,  should  find  his  own  fall 
precipitated  by  an  analogous  fault  of  manner 
and  disposition ;  which,  in  his  case,  must  be 
too  deeply  rooted  to  be  exchanged  for  the 
outward  and  visible  signs  of  a  non-existing 
congeniality.  It  is  at  all  events  clear,  that 
if  a  party  leader  insists  on  playing  the  un- 
seen oracle  or  the  Oriental  despot  with  his 
followers,  he  fearfully  increases  his  responsi- 
bilities; for,  if  he  fails,  they  will  most  as- 
suredly exact  ample  atonement  for  the  hu- 
miliation and  disappointment  which  they 
have  gone  through.  And  fail  he  must,  when 
he  tries  to  delude  a  nation  by  the  same  arts 
which  have  enabled  him  to  figure  for  a  pe- 
riod as  the  organ  and  mouthpiece  of  a  fac- 
tion. 

When  Mr.  Disraeli  announced  his  "new 
principles  and  new  policies  "  on  the  17th  July 
last,  at  Aylesbury,  he  had  evidently  not  re- 
flected that  he  was  speaking  as  the  finance 
minister  of  a  mighty  commercial  empire, 
which  would  look  for  the  realization  of  his 
pledge,  and  whose  fiscal  relations  might  be 
very  seriously  disturbed  by  it.  We  firmly 
believe  that  he  had  neither  defined  principles 
nor  specific  policies  in  his  mind,  when  he  thus 
took  credit  for  a  projected  revision  of  taxa- 
tion which  would  please  everybody  without 
displeasing  anyboay  ;  but  that  he  was  simply 
indulging  his  habitual  Cambyses'  vein,  and 
that  he  trusted  to  the  chapter  of  accidents, 
or  to  his  own  versatility,  for  getting  him  out 
of  the  scrape  when,  if  ever,  the  hour  of  reck- 
oning should  actually  arrive.  Unluckily  for 
him,  people  refused  to  believe  that  he  could 
so  far  have  forgotten  his  change  of  position 
as  to  intend  nothing  more  than  an  ad  captan^ 
dum  harangue ;  and  when  Parliament  met, 
he  had  no  alternative  but  to  introduce  a 
Budget,  which,  if  not  decidedly  original^ 
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should  rise  above  commonplace,  or  to  confess 
himself  a  charlatan.  If  he  had  regarded  the 
well- understood  interests  of  the  Derby  Gov- 
ernment, he  would,  notwithstanding,  have 
rested  satisfied  with  the  quiet  and  unpretend- 
ing application  of  the  calculated  or  antici- 
pated surplus ;  but  vanity  overcame  pru- 
dence ;  he  could  not  bear  to  be  twitted  as 
the  "  bottle- conjurer,"  and  he  brought  for- 
ward a  bundle  of  proposals  which  have 
earned  him  a  most  unenviable  preeminence 
amongst  finance- ministers,  past,  present,  or 
to  come.  Horace  Walpole  relates  that  Sir 
Francis  Dashwood,  Lord  Bute's  Chancellor 
of  the  Exchequer,  opened  his  first  and  only 
Budget  (for  1763)  so  injudiciously,  and  with 
so  little  intelligence  of  the  exigencies  of  the 
period,  that  he  himself  was  afterwards  driven 
to  admit  his  incapacity,  and  dolorously  ob- 
served :  "  People  will  point  at  me  and  say, 
*^  there  goes  the  worst  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
"  chequer  that  ever  appeared."  Let  the 
manes  of  this  defunct  financier  be  comforted ; 
for  Mr.  Disraeli,  considering  his  opportuni- 
ties, will  probably  rank  with  posterity  as  the 
worst. 

Then  how  happened  it  that  this  miracle  of 
ingenuity,  who  is  believed  to  have  had  carte 
blanche  from  his  colleagues,  and  was  certainly 
checked  by  no  convictions  of  his  own — blun- 
dered so  egregiously  when  his  whole  political 
fortunes,  and  those  of  his  party,  as  well  as 
his  reputation  for  practical  statesmanship 
which  still  trembled  in  the  balance  of  public 
opinion,  were  at  stake  ?  Either  a  good  or  a 
popular  Budget  might  have  served  his  turn ; 
and  after  three  months'  study,  with  all  the 
aids  and  appliances  of  office,  he  produced 
one  which  proved  unsound  and  unpopular, 
nay,  which,  whilst  running  counter  to  every 
Tory  tradition,  and  tending  to  the  subversion 
of  the  national  credit,  was  coldly  received 
by  the  agriculturists  and  clamorously  de- 
nounced by  the  town  constituencies !  The 
solution  of  the  problem  is  that  Mr.  Disraeli 
never  was,  and  never  will  be,  a  practical  leg- 
islator or  a  statesman.  He  is  emphatically  a 
rhetorician,  a  man  of  words.  There  are  few 
things  that  can  be  done  by  dint  of  words, 
which  he  cannot  or  will  not  do  ;  but  as  for 
earnest  thought,  efficient  action,  well-defined 
aim,  sound  knowledge,  or  sincere  purpose,  he 
has  none  of  them.  Endowed  with  many 
choice  endowments  which  are  requisite  to 
oratorical  excellence,  he  ranks  ineffably  below 
the  first  class  of  orators  who  have  illustrated 
our  parliamentary  history  ;  and  it  i^  consola- 
tory to  every  lover  of  truth  to  mark,  how 
invariably  his  most  polished  and  pointed  sar- 
easas  tinkle  iiarmlesslj  against  the  impene- 


trable shield  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  moral  supe- 
riority, or  fall  upon  the  proud  crest  of  a  high- 
minded  and  fearless  antagonist  of  Lord  John 
Russell's  stamp,  like  the  foam  of  a  breaker 
upon  a  rock.  Far  from  having  reason  to  com- 
plain of  circumstances,  Mr.  Disraeli,  in  oar 
opinion,  has  been  most  materially  indebted  to 
them  for  his  oratorical  triumphs;  and  the 
chances  are  immeasurably  against  any  project 
which  he  may  entertain  of  being  enabled  to 
play  over  again  the  strange  game  of  1840. 

When  Walter  Scott,  on  finding  the  demand 
for  his  poetry  growing  slack,  commenced  the 
Waverley  novels,  Byron  said  of  him  that,  if 
this  new  vein  should  fail  or  be  exhausted,  hu 
versatile  and  copious  genius  would  enable 
him  to  strike  out  a  third  or  a  fourth  road  to 
renovated  and  redoubled  popularity.  Aa 
equally  acute  and  more  experienced  judg^e  of 
intellectual  capabilities — the  late  Richard 
Lalor  Shiel — took  a  widely  different  view  of 
Mr.  Disraeli's  resources,  when  he  remarked 
that  the  death  of  Sir  Robert  Peel  had  left 
his  persecutor  much  in  the  condition  of  a  dis- 
secting surgeon  without  a  subject.  There 
were  sundry  peculiarities  of  character  and 
position  which  rendered  that  lamented  states- 
man both  vulnerable  and  sensitive  to  a  rare 
and  exceptionable  degree;  and  the  only 
branch  of  public  speaking  in  which  Mr.  Dis- 
raeli has  hitherto  approximated  to  excellence, 
is  aggressive  personality.  The  form  may 
vary ;  it  may  be  sarcasm,  sneer,  irony,  ridi- 
cule, satire,  or  invective.  But  all  his  hap- 
piest efforts  are  marked  by  the  same  distinc- 
tive quality.  He  cannot  shine  without  of- 
fen^iveness.  His  passages  of  arms  are  not 
worth  commemuraiing  unless  he  draws  blood. 
He  cannot  be  ranked  with  debaters,  like  the 
late  Charles  BuUer — 

'*  Whose  wit  in  the  combat,  as  gentle  as  brtffht, 
Never  carried  a  heartstain  away  on  its  blade.'* 

He  is  more  fitted  to  be  ranged  in  the  same 
category  with  those  who,  "  when  they  cao- 
not  wield  the  sword,  snatch  the  dagger,  and 
when  they  cannot  barb  it  and  make  it  rankle 
in  the  wound,  sleep  it  in  venom,  that  H  may 
fester  in  the  scratch."  He  is  ttle  Pagaoioi 
of  the  rhetorical  art ;  and  his  renown  as  first 
fiddle  depends  on  the  skill  and  felicity  with 
which  he  executes  so  many  tunes,  with  van- 
atio'is,  upon  one  string. 

We  have  carefully  perused  the  whole  of 
Mr.  Disraeli's  printed  speeches,  with  the 
view  of  making  a  collection  of  their  "  beau- 
ties," and  the  result  of  our  search  is  evea 
more  unsatisfactory  than  we  could  have  an- 
ticipated. They  possess  the  high  merit  of 
lucidity  in  statement  and  narration,  but  they 
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are  deOcient  in  arrangement,  condensation, 
and  logical  connection ;  the  transi  lions  are 
commonlj  forced,  and  the  ornaments  almost 
always  meretricious.  They  neither  instruct 
nor  improve.  Thoy  do  not  make  his  hearers 
or  readers  wiser  or  better.  They  do  not 
guide  the  judgment,  enlighten  the  under- 
standing, or  exalt  the  feelings.  As  Cicero 
says  of  Epicurus,  **  Nil  magnificum,  nil  gene- 
rosnm  sapit."  Judging  either  from  internal 
evidence  or  from  their  known  effects,  we 
should  infer  that  not  one  of  them  was  sen- 
onsly  framed  or  intended  to  persuade  or 
eonvince,  or  to  advance  any  affirmative 
proposition,  or  any  line  of  policy,  or  any 
measure  of  his  own;  but  that  the  main  aim 
of  each  was  either  to  gratify  his  morbid  fond- 
ness for  notoriety,  or  to  depreciate  some 
individual  who  had  wounded  his  vanity, 
stood  in  the  way  of  his  advancement,  or 
provoked  his  enmity  in  some  manner.  For 
this  reason  he  is  most  powerful  in  reply; 
the  more  especially  because  his  choicest  bits, 
his  purpurei  panni,  are  carefully  prepared 
beforehand,  and  cannot  easily  be  made  to 
wear  an  impromptu  air  in  an  opening  speech. 

Most  of  the  greatest  speakers,  ancient  and 
modem,  have  been  eminent  in  the  vitupera- 
tive branch  of  the  art ;  but,  to  the  best  of 
our  information  and  belief,  it  is  not  true  of 
more  than  one  or  two  of  them  that  their 
highest  triumphs  were  achieved  in  it,  and  it 
is  true  of  none  that  they  entirely  neglected 
the  other  branches,  or  cultivated  them  with- 
out fruit.  But  not  only  has  Mr.  Disraeli 
produced  nothing  comparable  to  Pitt's  speech 
on  the  Slave  Trade,  or  Fox's  on  the  West- 
minster Scrutiny,  or  Burke's  on  the  Ameri- 
can War,  or  Sheridan's  on  the  Begums  of 
Code,  or  Grattan's  on  the  Irish  Declaration 
of  Bights,  or  Plunkett's  on  the  Catholic 
question,  or  any  one  of  Lord  Lynd hurst's  or 
Lord  Brougham's  most  admired  effusions ; 
bat,  as  regards  purely  ornamental  rhetoric, 
no  effort  of  his  fancy  deserves  to  be  named 
in  the  same  day  with  the  glowing  and  grace- 
ful imagery  of  Canning, — as  in  the  well 
known  allusion  to  the  ships  in  Plymouth 
harbor.  The  finest  passage  in  this  line  which 
Mr.  Francis  can  cull  from  his  hero's  orations, 
is  the  one  in  which  he  warns  the  Manchester 
school  that  "  there  is  no  reason  why  they 
should  form  an  exception  to  that  which  his- 
tory has  mournfully  recorded ;  why  they, 
too,  should  not  fade  like  the  Tyrian  dye,  and 
moulder  like  the  Venetian* palaces." 

With  regard  to  the  distinctive  character  of 
Mr.  Disraeli's  eloquence,  Mr.  Francis'  inqui- 
ries and  researches  have  unconscioosly  led 


him  to  the  same  conclusion.  Almost  every 
paragraph,  sentence,  or  phrase  which  he  ad- 
duces to  illustrate  Mr.  Disraeli's  style,  or  to 
raise  the  critical  estimate  of  his  genius,  is 
a  personal  attack, — express,  implied,  involv- 
ed, or  insinuated.  We  will  cite  a  few  of  the 
most  remarkable  quoted  for  this  purpose  by 
the  partial  biographer.  He  mentions  as  emi- 
nently successful,  the  imputation  levelled 
against  the  Premier  in  1844.  of  being  "one 
who  menaced* his  friends  whilst  he  cringed  to 
his  opponents," — the  phrase  of  "  organized 
hypocrisy,"  as  applied  to  the  Peel  adminis- 
tration at  the  same  time — the  sneering  re- 
mark in  the  Maynooth  debate  of  1845,  that, 
"  with  him  (Peel)  great  measures  were  al- 
ways rested  on  small  precedents,  that  he  al- 
ways traced  the  steam  engine  back  to  the 
tea  kettle ;  that,  in  fact,  all  his  precedents 
were  tea-kettle  precedents" — the  double- 
barrel  discharged  at  the  Duke  of  Welling* 
ton  ^and  Sir  Robert,  by  the  warning,  that 
"  another  place  (the  House  of  Lordp)  may  be 
drilled  into  a  guard-room,  and  the  House  of 
Commons  into>  a  vestry  ;"  and  the  compari- 
son of  his  illustrious  victim,  first,  to  a  "  great 
parliamentary  middle  man,"  and  subsequent- 
ly to  a  "great  appropriation  clause." 
Equally  cutting  and  well  chosen  were  his 
weapons  when,  returning  again  and  again  to 
the  charge,  he  advised  Sir  Robert  to  "  stick 
to  quotation,  because  he  never  quoted  any 
passage  that  had  not  previously  received  the 
meed  of  parliamentary  **  approbation" — 
compared  him  to  the  Turkish  admiral  who 
steered  the  fleet  confided  to  him  straight  into 
the  enemy's  port ;  and  denounced  him  as  a 
"political  pedlar,  who,  adopting  the  princi- 
ples of  Free-trade,  had  bought  his  party  in 
the  cheapest  market,  and  sold  them  in  the 
dearest."  These  ipay  be  favorable  specimens 
of  wit,  cleverness,  fancy,  keen  observation, 
adroit  application,  or  quick  perception.  But 
their  glitter  and  point  are  not  more  remark- 
able than  the  worthlessness  and  heaviness  of 
the  materials  in  which  they  are  imbedded, 
or  on  which  they  lie,  "  like  lumps  of  marl  on 
a  barren  moor,  encumbering  what  they  can- 
not fertilize." 

Aware  of  the  limits  within  which  nature 
or  habit  had  circumscribed  the  abilities  of 
this  remarkable  personage,  we  were  conse- 
quently by  no  means  disposed,  on  the  occa- 
sion of  the  famous  Thiers'  plagiarism,  to  give 
him  credit  for  being  able  to  compose  an 
original  eulogium  on  the  "  hero  of  a  hundred 
fights,"  of  equal  or  greater  merit  than  what 
he  stole  ready-made.  He  is  by  habit  and 
frame  of  mind  obstructive  rather  than  con- 
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stnictivey  better  qualified  for  depreciating 
objects  of  popular  efiteem  than  for  exalting 
them ;  and  we  happen  to  know-  that;  prior 
to  the  detection  of  the  theft,  the  stolen  part 
(occupying  between  thirty-five  and  forty  lines 
in  the  newspaper  reports)  of  his  Wellington 
performance,  was  exultingly  adduced  by  his 
admirers  to  prove  that  he  could  shine,  when 
it  suited  him,  in  a  line  for  which  he  had 
been  deemed  radically  unfit.^ 

We  confidently  appeal  to  any  one  who 
was  present  at  the  delivery  of  his  studied 
attack  on  Sir  Charles  Wood  and  Sir  James 
Graham  in  reference  to  our  relations  with 
France,  whether — apart  from  its  factious  and 
mischievous  spirit — this  exhibition  was  not 
prosy  and  wearisome  in  the  extreme,  till  he 
began  to  let  off  the  squibs  and  crackers  which 
be  had  reserved  for  the  finale,  and  most  of 
which,  as  usual,  exploded  very  much  to  the 
annoyance   and   confusion  of     his    friends. 
With  what  face  can  they  attribute  revolu- 
tionary tendencies  to  the  Aberdeen  and  Rus- 
sell  Ministry,  if,  since   its   formation,  "no 
Radical  can  venture  abroad  for  fear  of  being 
caught  and  converted  into  a  Conservative 
statesman  ?"  or  how  can  they  affect  dread  of 
Sir  James  Graham's  "  progress,"  if,  as  they 
were  antithetically  told,  **  it  consists  in  stand- 
ing still?"     But  his  closing  speech  on  his 
Budget  affords  the  most  striking  examples 
to  show  how  habitually  and  instinctively  he 
resorts  to  sarcasm  or  vituperation  when  he 
is  hard  pressed.     He  had  concentrated  all 
his  energies  to  leave  a  terrible  impression  of 
his  beak  and  talons,  as  he  alighted  vulture- 
like on  foe  after  foe.     With  the  look,  tone, 
and  attitude  of  Kean's  Shylock,  he  dealt 
about  him  like  the  Veiled  Prophet — 

"In  vain  he  yells  his  desperate  curses  out; 
Deal^<  death  promiscuously  to  all  about ; 
To  foes  that  charge,  and  coward  friends  that  fly, 
And  seems  of  all  the  Great  Arch-Enemy. 
And  the  sole  joy  his  baffled  spirit  knows 
In  this  forced  flight  is — murdering  as  he  goes." 

There  is,  we  regret  to  say,  a  prevalent 

*  The  passages  in  question  were  first  quoted  in  a 
translated  shape  in  the  *' Morning  Chronicle"  of 
July  4y  1848,  in  refutation  of  some  depreciatory 
remarks  of  Mr.  Disraeli's  on  the  "  military  mind." 
"We  learn  from  the  same  paper  of  the  26th  of  No- 
vemher  last,  that  the  Right  Honorable  Gentleman 
has  paid  ua  also  the  high  compliment  of  printing 
aa  bis  own  some  striking  reflections  of  a  celebrated 
historian  which  originally  appeared  in  this  Journal. 
The  peroration  of  his  speech  on  the  third  reading 
of  the  Com  Bill,  May  15,  1846,  is  a  mere  para- 
phrase of  the  concluding  paragraphs  of  Mr.  Urqu- 
nart's  "Diplomatic  Transactions  in  Central  Asia.^ 


tendeccy,  both  in  and  out  of  the  Hoase  of 
Commons,  to  admire  this  description  of  dis- 
play, without  pausing  to  consider  the  pre- 
cise qualities  of  head  and  heart  indicated  by 
it.  Yet  the  positive  amount  of  intellectual 
power  demanded  for  a  telling  invective  is  by 
no  means  extraordinary,  provided  its  exercise 
be  not  restrained  by  good  feeling  or  good 
taste.  Looking  merely  to  ephemeral  effects, 
it  is  also  an  immense  advantage,  in  either 
speaker  or  writer,  to  be  emancipated  from 
conventional  restraint.  We  learn  from 
Moore's  "  Diary"  that  this  topic  was  once 
briefly  handled  between  a  friend  (Luttrell, 
we  believe,)  and  himself.  **  L,  *  Between 
what  one  wouldnH  write,  and  what  one 
couldn*l,  'tis  a  hard  game  to  play  at.'  M, 
*  A  man  must  risk  the  former  to  attain  the 
latter;  and  it  is  the  same  daring  that  pro- 
duced .  the  things  we  wouldn't  write,  and 
those  we  thought  we  couldn't.*  " 

How  many  aspirants  to  political  and  liter- 
ary distinction  are  there,  who  would  accept 
Mr.  Disraeli's  position  and  reputation  with 
the  incidental  drawbacks  and  qualifications? 
To  reduce  the  number  of  those  who  might 
be  tempted  to  envy  him,  is  the  main  object 
of  this  Article ;  and  it  is  with  an  especial 
view  to  their  edification  that  we  have  col- 
lected the  scattered  illustrations  of  his  ca- 
reer from  its  commencement.  Each,  indi- 
vidually taken,  may  prove  little ;  but  when 
the  whole  of  them  are  viewed  together,  and 
in  connection  with  one  another,  the  conclu- 
sion is  irresistible.  His  mode  of  rising  in 
the  world  then  becomes  patent  to  the  most 
cursory  observer.  He  is  henceforth  like  a 
bee,  or  wasp,  working  in  a  glass  case.  He 
has  broken  Sed ley's  supplementary  com- 
mandment— **  Thou  shalt  not  be  found  out ;" 
and  every  well-wisher  to  good  government 
and  social  order  should  rejoice  in  his  detec- 
tion. His  twenty-seven  years  of  public  life 
are  thus  made  to  assume  their  genuine  form 
of  a  tangled  mass  of  disingenuous  expedients 
and  contradictor}'  professions,  which  change 
their  color,  like  the  hues  of  shot  silk — fade 
into  something  else  as  we  are  looking  at 
them,  like  what  are  called  "shifting  views," 
— or  dazzle  the  eye  like  the  showy  and  in- 
distinct figures  in  a  kaleidoscope.  Is  it  just, 
wise,  or  beneficial  that  the  highest  honors 
of  a  State  should  be  earned  by  such  means 
or  lavished  on  such  men  ? 

It  is  idle  to  assert  that  he  won  his  way, 
fairly  or  unfairly,* as  a  man  of  letters  or 
"  gentleman  of  the  press."  He  won  it  as  a 
parliamentary  gladiator;  and  his  books. have 
done  him  more  harm  than  good  wit^  his  em- 
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plojera,  who  do  not  appreciate  their  merits, 
and  are  constantly  liable  to  be  annoyed  by 
tiieir  Batire  or  compromised  by  their  revela- 
tions. We  should  no  more  think  of  ranking 
him  with  Mr.  Macaulay,  than  of  placing  a 
saccessful  general  of  Condottieri,  like  Sir 
John  Hawkwood,  in  the  same  category  with 
Cond6,  Turenne,  and  Marlborough.  Let 
those  to  whom  thisjudgment  may  seem  harsh, 
reflect  on  the  results  which  have  ensued  in  a 
neighboring  country,  from  the  habitual  disre- 
gard of  the  moral  element  in  appreciating 
conduct  or  character,  and  from  the  premium 
thereby  held  out  to  unprincipled  ambition. 
We  are  fortunately  not  yet  arrived  at  that 
lamentable  state  of  social  degradation,  in 
which  there  is  no  recognized  criterion  of  ex- 
cellence except  success ;  but  we  shall  rapid- 
ly approximate  towards  it  if  we  tamely  per- 
mit brazen  images,  or  false  idols,  to  be  set  up 
for  national  worship  in  the  midst  of  us ; 
whilst,  to  proclaim  that  any  amount  of  in-  ' 


terested  tergiversation  or  apostasy  should  be 
forgiven  for  the  sake  of  wit,  eloquence,  or 
adroit  audacity,  is  to  canker  public  virtue  in 
the  bud.  The  almost  total  absence  of  con- 
ventional restrictions  and  civil  disabilities  in 
this  country,  simply  adds  to  the  apprehend- 
ed danger  by  widening  the  arena,  and  by 
rendering  it  more  easy  of  access  to  competi- 
tors of  all  grades,  worthy  or  unworthy.  It 
is,  therefore,  small  merit  in  our  eyes  to  have 
dispensed  with  the  adventitious  aids  of  birth 
and  wealth,  if  the  essential  distinctions  be- 
tween right  and  wrong  have  been  simulta- 
neously overlooked ;  and  we  speak  under  a 
lively  sense  of  our  responsibilities  as  public 
censors,  when  we  avow,  that,  far  from  regard- 
ing this  Caucasian  luminary  as  having  shed 
a  wholesome  light  over  our  political  6rma- 
ment,  we  saw  little  but  what  augured  evil  in 
its  lurid  and  fitful  coruscations,  and  felt 
neither  regret  nor  astonishment  at  its 
eclipse. 


■»4- 


-»4- 


From  the  Quarterly  Reriew, 


SEARCH    FOR    SIR   JOHN    FRANKLIN.* 


These  books  and  papers  comprise  most 
of  the  discoveries  made  in  Arctic  regions 
since  we  noticed  Sir  John  Barrow's  volume  of 
Voyages  in  1846.  Franklin  had  sailed  in  the 
previous  year,  and  in  saying  that  we  should 
wait  his  re-appearance  with  the  anxiety  of 
the  princess  for  the  diver,  we  much  rather 
anticipated  that  we  shoirld  soon  have  to  wel- 

•  1.  Narrative  of  an  Expedition  to  the  Shores 
^  the  Arctic  Sea^in  1846  and  1847.  By  John 
Bae.     1850. 

2.  Arctic  Searching  Expedition :  Journal  of  a 
Boat  Voyage,  By  Sir  John  Richardson.  2  vols. 
1851. 

Z.  Stray  Leaves  from  an  Arctic  Journal,  By 
li^nt  S.  Osborn.    1862. 

4.  Journal  of  a  Voyage  in  1850-1,  performed  by 
the  Lady  Franklin  and  Sophia^  under  command 
of  Mr,  iVm,  Penny,  By  P.  C.  Sutherland,  M.D. 
2  vela     1852. 

5.  Papers  and  Despatches  relating  to  the  Arctic 
Searching  Expeditions  o/ 1850-1-2.  Collected  by 
James  Mangles,  R.N.     185^ 

6.  Second  Voyage  of  the  Prince  Albert,  in  Search 
cfSir  John  Franklin,    By  Wm.  Kennedy.     1858. 

*I,    Parliamentary  Papers,     1848-53. 
8.    Chart  cf  Discoveries  in  the  Arctic  Sea,    By 
John  Arrowunith. 


come  him  with  the  goblet  of  gold,  than  that 
a  seventh  year  should  find  us  deploring  his 
continued  absence,  with  no  better  clue  to  his 
fate  than  dismal  conjecture  could  supply. 
There  was  nothing  in  the  nature  of  his  en- 
terprise to  excite  much  fear  for  its  result. 
The  several  Arctic  expeditions  sent  out  since 
1818  had  returned  in  safety.  Their  records 
are  full  of  peril,  but  full  also  of  the  resour- 
ces of  skill  and  courage  by  which  peril  may 
be  overcome.  When  this  voyage  was  pro- 
posed by  Barrow  to  the  Royal  Society,  he 
urged  that  **  there  could  be  no  objection 
with  regard  to  any  apprehension  of  the  loss 
of  ships  or  men,"  as  it  was  "remarkable 
that  neither  sickness  nor  death  had  occurred 
in  most  of  the  voyages  made  into  the  Arc- 
tic regions,  north  or  south."  Franklin  was 
well  experienced  in  the  navigation  of  frozen 
seas;  his  officers  and  crews  were  picked 
men;  and  the  strength  of  his  ships — the 
Erebus  and  Terror — had  been  thoroughly 
tested — the  first  in  the  Expedition  of  Sir 
James  Ross  to  the  South  Pole — the  second 
in  the  voyage  of  Back  to  Repulse  Bay.  He 
sailed,  full  of  confidence  in  the  success  of 
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biB  miBsion,  on  the  10th  of  May,  1845,  and 
though  nearly  thirty  vessels  have  since  heen 
despatched  in  search  of  him,  besides  parties 
who  have  explored  the  North  American 
coast,  all  that  we  yet  know  of  him  is,  that  he 
passed  his  first  winter  in  a  secure  harbor  at 
the  entrance  of  Wellington  Channel.  Wheth- 
er, when  released  from  the  ice  in  1846,  he 
advanced  or  receded,  is  not  certainly  known. 
In  the  absence  of  decisive  evidence,  the  best 
authorities  are  at  fault.  One  witness  stated 
before  the  last  Arctic  committee,  it  was  "all 
ffuess-work."  The  travelling  parlies  who 
from  Beechey  Island  surveyed  every  coast 
for  hundreds  of  miles,  found  not  a  cairn  or 

gost  erected  by  the  missing  expedition, 
ince  Franklin  entered  Lancaster  Sound,  not 
one  of  the  cylinders  which  he  was  directed 
to  throw  everboard  has  been  recovered,  nor 
has  a  fragment  of  his  equipment  been  found 
on  any  shore.  It  has  hence  been  inferred 
that  he  must  have  left  the  harbor  with  the 
full  intention  of  proceeding  homewards. 
Captain  Austin  believes  that  the  ships  did 
not  go  beyond  Beechey  Island,  but  were  lost 
in  the  ice,  either  by  being  beset  when  leav- 
ing winter  quarters,  or  when  attempting  their 
return  to  England.  Commander  Phillips  is 
of  the  same  opinion. 

But  if  Franklin  did  resolve  to  return  thus 
early,  what  could  have  become  of  the  ships 
and  men  ?  That  both  vessels  should  be  to- 
tally lost  is  contrary  to  all  experience  and 
probability,  and  that  not  a  man  should  sur- 
vive, is  more  unlikely  still.  One  of  the  most 
experienced  Arctic  seamen  living,  who  went 
six  voyages  in  whalers  before  he  sailed  with 
Parry,  and  has  since  been  in  the  expeditions 
of  the  two  Rosses,  states  that  though  it  is 
possible — and  he  admits  the  supposition  as 
but  a  possibility — the  ships  may  have  been 
"  walked  over  by  the  ice  in  fiiaffin's  Bay," 
yet  that  "  the  men  on  such  occasions  are 
always  saved,"  by  jumping  on  the  ice  and 
making  their  way  to  the  land  or  to  the  next 
ship.*  The  harborage  chosen  for  the  ships 
was  so  secure,  that  it  is  unlikely  they  could 
have  been  carried  out  from  the  Straits  at  the 
mercy  of  the  ice,  as  were  the  ships  of  Sir 
James  Ross  in  1849,  and  of  the  American 
expedition  in  1850.  Franklin  did  not  take 
up  his  winter  quarters  in  haste,  or  from  ne- 
cessity.     He  must    have   dropped    anchor 

*  In  a  recent  Dundee  newspaper  we  observe  an 
aeoonnt  of  a  whale-ship,  employed  in  the  Greenland 
fishery  for  the  last  nxty-nine  yean.  She  was  lost 
at  last,  not  by  the  ice  of  the  northern  sea,  but  by 
bein^  stranded  on  a  reef  near  her  port,  when  re- 
turning with  a  full  cargo. 


while  the  sea  was  comparatively  open,  and 
why  winter  there  at  all  if  he  meant  to  retun 
as  soon  as  the  open  season  again  came 
round  ? 

We  know  that  he  contemplated  the  proba- 
bility of  an  absence  prolonged  even  beyond 
two  winters.  His  last  letter  to  Sabine  from 
Whale  Fish  Islands  entreats  him  to  relieve 
the  anxiety  of  Lady  Franklin  and  his  daugh- 
ter, should  he  not  return  at  the  time  they 
expected. 


**  You  know  well  that,  even  after  the  second  winiir 
icilhout  success  in  our  object^  we  should  wish  to  try 
some  other  channel,  if  the  state  of  our  provisions 
and  the  health  of  the  crews  justify  it." 

Is  it  likely  that  the  man  who  wrote  thus  to 
his  nearest  friend  would  have  returned  after 
one  winter,  without  effecting  or  attempting 
more  than  a  passnge  to  Barrow's  Straits  ? 

Lieutenant  Griffith,  announcing  his  de- 
parture from  the  ships  with  his  transport, 
July,  1845,  wrote — 

*'  All  are  in  the  highest  possible  spirits,  and  de- 
termined to  succeed,  if  success  be  possible.  A  set 
of  more  undaunted  fellows  never  were  got  to- 
gether, or  officers  better  selected.  I  am  indeed 
certain  that,  if  the  icy  barriers  will  be  sufficiently 
penetrable  to  give  them  but  half  the  length  of  their 
ships  to  force  themselves  through,  they  will  do  so 
at  all  risks  and  hazards.** 

Commander  Fitz  James,  who  sailed  in  the 
Erebus  with  Franklin,  speaks  repeatedly,  in 
the  lively  letters  and  journal  he  forwarded  to 
his  friends  at  home,  of  the  determination 
which  prevailed  in  both  shipctd  "  go  a-head," 
and  jestingly  begs  that,  if  nothing  is  heard 
of  him  by  next  June,  letters  may  be  for- 
warded to  him  vid,  Kamschatka.  **  We  can 
carry  much  sail  and  do,"  he  notes  in  his 
journal ;  "  I  can  scarcely  manage  to  get  Sir 
John  to  shorten  sail  at  all."  So  well  was  it 
understood  that  the  ships  would .  push  for- 
ward through  any  open  channel  which  might 
present  itself,  that  the  ice-master  of  the  Ter- 
ror, writing  to  his  wife  from  Disco  Island, 
July  12,  1845,  warned  her  of  the  probability 
that  they  might  be  out  much  longer  than 
was  anticipated  :— 

'*  We  are  all  in  good  health  and  spirits,  one  and 
all  appearing  to  be  of  the  same  determination, 
that  is,  to  persevere  in  making  a  passage  to  the 
north-west.  Should  we  not  be  at  home  in  the  fall 
of  1848,  or  early  in  the  spring  of  1849  [this  al- 
lowed for  a  four  years*  absence],  you  may  antici- 
pate that  we  have  made  the  passag'e,  or  are  likely 
to  do  so ;  and  if  so,  it  may  be  from  five  to  six  years 
— it  might  be  into  the  seventh — ere  we  return ; 
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and shoald  it  heuo^donot  aUow any  person  to dis- 
"hearten  you  on  the  length  of  our  absence,  but  look 
forward  with  hope,  that  Providence  will  at  length 
of  time  restore  us  safely  to  you." 

An  anecdote  is  related  of  Franklin  in  Bar- 
row's volume,  which  shows  how  superior  he 
held  the  claims  of  duty  to  those  of  personal 
feeling  or  convenience.  When  about  to 
leave  England  in  1825,  on  his  second  expe- 
dition to  explore  the  North  American  coast, 
his  first  wife  was  sinking  under  a  fatal  mala- 
dy. She  urged  his  departure  on  the  day 
appointed,  and  he  denied  himself  the  sad 
satisfaction  of  waiting  tq  close  her  eyes. 
She  had  employed  some  of  the  tedious  hours 
of  sickness  in  making  for  him  a  union  flag, 
odIv  to  be  unfurled  when  he  reached  the 
Polar  Sea.  This  flag  was  hoisted  when  from 
the  summit  of  Garry  Island  the  sea,  stretch- 
ing free  and  unincumbered  to  the  north,  ap- 
peared in  all  its  majesty.  His  companions 
hailed  the  outspread  banner  with  joyful  ex- 
citement, and  Franklin,  who  had  learned 
that  his  wife  died  the  day  after  his  depart- 
ure, repressed  all  sign  of  painful  emotion 
that  he  might  not  cloud  their  triumph  at  hav- 
ing planted  the  British  colors  on  thb  island 
of  the  Polar  Sea.  Was  this  the  man  to  turn 
back  after  one  winter  spent  at  the  entrance 
of  the  strait  where  bis  enterprise  did  but 
commence  ? 

It  has  indeed  been  much  the  fashion  of 
late  to  complain  of  the  employment  of  naval 
commanders  in  a  too  advanced  stage  of  life, 
and  remarks  of  this  nature  have  been  made 
on  the  ultimate  commission  of  Franklin. 
We  saw  him  often,  however,  on  the  eve  of 
his  start,  and  assuredly,  though  well  up  in 
years,  there  was  no  sign  whatever  of  any 
falling  off  either  in  muscular  fibre  or  animal 
spirits.  We  may  add  that  his  government 
at  Van  Diemen's  Land  had  not  ended  under 
altogether  flattering  circumstances,  and,  ac- 
cording to  our  information,  few  of  his  friends 
doubted  that  in  embracing  this  new  task  he 
was  not  uninfluenced  by  a  yearning  to  re- 
cover whatever  of  prestige  he  might  have 
supposed  himself  to  have  lost  as  a  civil  ad- 
ministrator, by  another  and  a  crowning  dis- 
play of  tact  and  energy  in  the  department  of 
nis  original  distinction. 

It  is  by  no  means  certain  that  because  no 
record  of  him  has  been  discovered  beyond 
Beechey  Island,  none  was  left.  Mr.  Kenne- 
dy, when  he  explored  Cape  Walker  last 
spring — ignorant  that  he  had  been  preceded 
by  Captain  Austin's  parties — mistook  the 
large  cairn  they  had  erected  for  a  part  of 
the  cliff,  and  actually  walked  over  a  smaller 


I  one  deeply  covered  with  snow,  without  for  a 
moment  suspecting  that  the  spot  had  been 
previously  visited.  This  fact  has  come  out 
on  Capt.  Ommaney  and  Mr.  Kennedy's  com- 
paring notes  of  their  respective  ioumeys. 
Sir  Edward  Belcher,  in  his  recent  despatch- 
es, states  that  the  cairns  erected  by  the  well- 
organized  expedition  of  his  predecessors 
have  in  some  cases  been  destroyed,  and  in 
others  can  with  difficulty  be  recognized. 
For  example,  he  says  on  August  14  : — 

"  We  have  not  been  able,  even  with  this  very 
open  season,  to  trace  the  lar^e  supplies  left  at 
Navy  Board  Inlet  by  the  North  Star,  and  no  beO" 
con  marks  their  whireabotU" 

At  Cape  Warrender  he  found  the  cairn  and 
post  erected  by  Captain  Austin's  expedition, 
but  no  document : — 

"  The  tally  having  written  on  it  PuU  out  Rec- 
ord was  found  beside  the  cairn,  deeplv  impressed 
with  the  teeth  of  some  small  animal. 

In  the  opinion  of  this  experienced  officer, 
there  could  have  been  no  hurry  in  removing 
from  Beechey  Island,  as  everything  bore  the 
stamp  of  order  and  regularity.  This  is  ut- 
terly opposed  to  the  notion  that  Franklin 
had  been  forced  away  by  the  ice. 

In  the  distressful  uncertainty  which  clouds 
his  fate  it  is  our  only  consolation  to  reflect 
that  Government  has  shown  all  along  the 
heartiest  concern  for  its  gallant  servants. 
With  other  dispositions,  indeed,  better  re- 
sults might  have  been  looked  for.  It  is  the 
misfortune  of  the  Admiralty  Instructions, 
we  thinki,  that  they  have  said  too  much  to 
leave  the  commanders  of  the  expeditions  en- 
tirely to  their  own  discretion,  and  not  enough 
to  insure  a  regular  and  systematic  series  of 
operations.  Discovery,  however,  has  not 
languished  since  Franklin's  departure,  and  a 
sketch  of  what  has  been  effected  within  the 
polar  circle  for  the  last  six  years  will  con- 
veniently exhibit  the  efforts  made  for  his  re- 
lief, and  show  the  lines  of  coast  which  have 
already  been  fruitlessly  searched. 

When  he  sailed  it  was  a  disputed  question 
whether  an  opening  into  that  sea  which 
washes  the  shores  of  North  America  might 
not  exist  in  some  part  of  Boothia  Gulf.  Mr. 
Rae  has  set  that  question  at  rest.  His  ex- 
pedition is  a  fine  example  of  how  much  may 
be  accomplished  with  very  limited  means. 
He  started  from  Fort  Churchill,  on  the  west 
side  of  Hudson's  Bay,  with  twelve  men  and 
two  boats,  on  the  6th  of  July,  1846.  On 
arriving  at  the  head  of  Repulse  Bay  he 
crossed  the  Isthmus  which  separated  him 
from  Boothia  Gulf,  a  distance  of  40  miles. 
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and  in  six  days  reached  the  sea.  But  it  was 
now  the  first  week  in  August,  heavy  rains 
set  in,  and,  finding  progress  impossible,  he. 
recrossed  the  Isthmus,  joined  the  party  he 
had  left  at  Repulse  Bay,  and  determined  to 
leave  any  further  survey  until  the  spring, 
employing  the  remainder  of  the  open  season 
in  making  the  best  provision  he  could  for  the 
winter. 

His  stores  had  been  calculated  for  four 
months'  consumption  only ;  he  was  entirely 
destitute  of  fuel ;  he  could  obtain  no  promise 
of  supplies  of  any  kind  from  the  natives ;  the 
resources  of  the  country  were  unknown   to 
him ;  and  the  head  of  the  bay  had  the  char- 
acter of  being  one  of  the  most  dreary  and 
inhospitable  of  polar  coasts.     But  Rae  was 
inured  to  hardships,  and,  a  first-rate  sports- 
man, he  had  confidence  in  his  own  exertions. 
He  selected  a  sheltered  site  for  his  winter 
dwelling,  near  the  river,  on   the  northern 
shore   leading  to  the  lakes,  and  here    es- 
tablished   his    fishing-stations.      Collecting 
his  men,  some  were   sent  out  to  bring  in 
stones  for  building    a    house,    others    to 
set  nets,  to  hunt  deer,  and  to  gather  fuel. 
The  walls  were  built  two  feet    thick,   the 
stones  being  cemented  with  mud  and  clay. 
Squares  of  glass  were  fixed  in  three  small 
apertures.     As  timber  was  unknown  in  this 
bleak  region,  he  used  the  oars  and  masts  of 
his  boats  for  rafters,  stretching   over   them 
oilcloth  and  skins  for  roofing.     Deer-skins, 
nailed  over  a  framework  of  wood,  made  a 
weather- tight  door.     The   interior  of    this 
house,  to  serve  for  twelve  persons  through 
eight  winter  months,  was  twenty  feet  long 
by  fourteen  wide ;  seven  and  a  half  feet  high 
in  front,  sloping  down  to  five  and  a  half  feet 
behind.     Yet  m   these   narrow  dimensions 
Bae  found  room   for  a  great   part  of    his 
stores,  and,  by  a  partition  of  oilcloth,  secured 
separate   quarters    for    himself,   where   he 
worked  his  observations  and  kept  his  journal. 
His  fishing  and  hunting  proved  successful. 
His  sporting-book  for  September  showed  a 
total  of  63  deer,  5  hares,  172  partridges,  and 
116    salmon  and  trout.     In   the  following 
month  69  deer  were  shot,  but  the  nets  pro- 
duced only  22  fish.     He  was  most  at  a  loss 
for  fuel.     His  men  brought  in  a  scanty  sup- 
ply of  withered  moss,  heather,  and  the  like, 
and  this,  being  dried  in  the  house,  was  piled 
into  stacks.     As  the   season  advanced   he 
built  two  observatories  of  snow,  one  for  a 
dip  circle,  the  other  for  an  horizontally  sus- 
pended  needle,  to   test  the  action  of  the 


together  by  passages  cat  under  the  frozen 

snow. 

Early  in  January  the  thermometer  sank 
70^  below  the  freezing  point ;  and  even 
indoors  it  was  commonly  below  zero. 


***ThiB,"  says  Rae,  **  would  not  have  been  un- 
pleasant where  there  was  a  fire  to  warm  the  bands, 
and  feet,  or  even  room  to  move  about ;  but  where 
there  was  neither  the  one  nor  the  other,  some  few 
degrees  more  heat  would  have  been  preferable." 

Their  fuel  was  so  short  that  they  could  afford 
themselves  but  one  meal  a-day,  and  were 
obliged  to  discontinue  the  comfort  of  a  cup 
of  tea.     Being  short  of  oil  also,  and  dark- 
ness and  cold  together  being  intolerable,  they 
had  no  resource  but  to  pass  about  fourteen 
hours  out  of  the  twenty-four  in  bed.     Rae 
was  worse  oflf  than  his  companions;  they 
could  smoke  at  all  hours ;  but  that  which 
was  their  greatest  luxury  was  his  greatest 
annoyance.    Honest  Jack's  jerseys  and  trou- 
sers felt,  from  frozen  moisture,  as  hard  and 
prickly  as  any  integuments  of  ascetical  in- 
vention.    When  they  went    to    bed    their 
blankets  sparkled  with  hoar-frost ;  Rae's  own 
waistcoat  became  so  stiflf  that  he  had  much 
ado  to  get  it  buttoned.     When  he  went  to 
open  his  books  he  found  that  the  leaves  were 
fast  frozen   together,  the   damp  from  the 
walls  having  got  into  them  before  the  frost 
set  in ;  and  every  article  bound  with  brass 
or  silver  burst  its  fastenings.     Yet  the  men 
were  cheerful,  enjoyed  excellent  health,  and 
made  light  of  their  hardships.     When  one 
poor  fellow  got  his  knee  frozen  in  bed  he  was 
sorry  that  it  became  known,  as  the  laugh 
was  turned  against  him  for  his  eflfeminacy. 
Christmas-day  they  had  all    "an  excellent 
dinner  of  venison  and  plum-pudding,"  and 
on  the  1st  of  January  "  capital  fat  venison- 
steaks   and   currant  dumplings."     A  small 
supply  of  brandy  was  served  out  to  drink  to 
absent  friends ;  and  on  the  whole,  Rae  does 
not  think  that  "  a  happier  party  could  have 
been  found  in  America,  large  as  it  is." 

By  the  commencement  of  March  deer 
began  to  migrate  to  the  north,  and  during 
this  month  Rae  got  sledges  finished  and  all 
preparations  made  for  his  spring  survey. 
On  the  3rd  of  April  the  thermometer  rose 
above  zero  for  the  first  time  since  the  12ih 
of  December.  He  started  on  the  4th,  taking 
with  him  three  of  his  men  and  two  Esqui- 
maux; his  luggage  and  provisions  being 
stowed  in  two  sledges,  each  drawn  by  four 
dogs.     He  took  no  tent,  as  he  found  it  much 


aurora.     Snow-houses  were  also  built  for  the    more  convenient  to  erect  snow-houses.  Those 
dogs,  for  stores,  &c. ;  and  all  were  connected  I  which  he  built  on  his  outward  journey  served 
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on  his  way  back.  In  these  houses  stonn 
and  cold  were  unfelt.  On  one  occasion, 
when  there  was  a  stiff  gale,  with  the  ther- 
mometer 21®  below  «ero,  he  says — "We 
were  as  snug  and  comfortable  in  our  snow- 
hive  as  if  we  had  been  lodged  in  the  best 
house  in  England/' 

In  this  journey  he  surveyed  the  whole 
western  shore  of  the  sea  until  he  reached 
the  furthest  discovery  of  Ross  to  the  south. 
In  a  second  journey,  made  the  same  spring, 
he  traversed  the  eastern  coast  till  he  reached 
Cape  Crozier  ;  from  hence  he  could  observe 
the  line  of  coast  some  miles  farther  to  the 
north — leaving,  as  he  reckoned,  not  more 
than  ten  miles  of  shore  to  be  surveyed  up 
to  the  mouth  of  the  Fury  and  Hecla  Strait : — 
the  shortness  of  bis  provisions  would,  how- 
ever, allow  him  to  go  no  farther.  His  thor- 
ough exploration  of  the  shores  of  Committee 
Bay  connects  the  discoveries  of  Parry  on  one 
side  with  those  of  Ross  on  the  other. 

The  ice  broke  up  late  in  1847,  and  it  was 
not  till  the  12th  August  that  the  boats  were 
launched  in  open  water.  Itae  safely  arrived 
with  all  his  men  at  York  Factory  on  the  6th 
September  :  there  the  good  health  and  high 
condition  of  the  whole  party  excited  unquali- 
fied admiration.  "  By  George  ! "  exclaimed 
a  stout  corporal  in  charge  of  the  sappers  and 
miners  destined  to  accompany  Richardson  in 
his  boat  voyage,  '*  I  never  saw  such  a  set  of 
men."  From  none  of  the  parties  of  Esqui- 
maux Rae  met  with  could  he  gather  any  ti- 
dings of  Franklin. 

We  have  dwelt  on  the  particulars  of  this 
journey — interesting  however  for  their  own 
sake — because  they  support  the  idea  that 
Franklin  and  his  crews,  if  detained  in  some 
remote  region  of  thick-ribbed  ice,  might  not, 
even  to  this  date,  be  reduced  to  utter  ex- 
tremity for  want  of  food.  If  Rae,  with  pro- 
visions for  only  four  months,  could  keep  his 
men  in  high  condition  for  fourteen,  and  could 
weather  a  winter  of  great  sevetity  almost 
without  fuel,  with  no  other  shelter  than  they 
could  erect  for  themselves,  and  with  but 
scant  supplies  of  clothing,  it  does  not  appear 
improbable  that,  with  the  two  well-stored 
ships  of  Franklin,  some  brave  fellows  may 
yet  be  living,  animated  by  the  hope  that 
succor  will  reach  them  at  last.  In  the 
course  of  nature  the  crews  would  be  much 
reduced  by  death,  and  the  supplies  be  con- 
sequently available  for  a  longer  period  than 
was  calculated  on. 

While  Rae  was  en^ged  in  this  expedition, 
attention  was  painftdly  excited  in  England 
by  Franklin's  prolonged  absence.    The  opin- 


ion of  the  most  experienced  arctic  navigators 
was  that  he  had  pushed  to  the  south-west 
after  passing  Cape  Walker,  and  had  got  in- 
extricably involved  in  the  ice  somewhere 
south  of  Banks'  Land.  Thus  Sir  E.  Parry 
expressed  his  conviction  that  the  ships  were 
directed  to  the  south-west  between  100°  and 
110°  W.  long. ;  Sir  James  Ross,  taking  the 
same  view,  expected  the  ships  would  be 
found  about  lat.  78°  N.  and  long.  135°  W. ; 
and  Richardson,  likely  to  be  informed  of  his 
old  comrade's  views,  believed  that  he  was 
blocked  up  in  attempting,  by  sailing  south- 
west of  Cape  Walker,  to  reach  that  open 
Polar  Sea,  which  both  of  them  had  observed, 
east  and  west  of  the  Mackenzie  river,  in  their 
exploration  of  the  North  American  coast. 
Similar  views  were  expressed  before  the 
Committee  of  1850. 

The  course  indicated  was  that  which 
Franklin  had  been  expressly  directed  to  take. 
Sir  John  Barrow,  in  proposing  this  voyage 
to  the  Royal  Society,  had  dwelt  mainly  on 
the  probability  of  a  channel  south-west  of 
Cape  Walker,  whence — 

*<  A  distance  of  300  leagues  on  a  clear  sea, 
keeping  midway  between  the  supposed  Banks' 
Land  and  the  coast  of  America,  would  accomplish 
an  object  which,  at  intervals  during  300  years,  has 
engaged  the  attention  of  crowned  heads,  men  of 
science,  and  mercantile  bodies,  whose  expecta- 
tions were  frequently  disappointed  bat  not  dis- 
couraged." 

The  official  instructions  to  Franklin  are,  how- 
ever, quite  distinct  on  this  point : — 

**  In  proceeding  to  the  westward  you  will  not 
stop  to  examine  any  openings  either  to  the  north- 
ward or  southward  of  that  strait  [Barrow's],  but 
continue  to  push  to  the  westward  without  loss  of 
time  in  the  latitude  of  about  74  1-4,  till  yon  have 
reached  the  loncritude  of  that  portion  of  land  on 
which  Capo  Walker  is  situated,  or  about  98^ 
west.  From  that  point  we  desire  that  every  effort 
he  used  to  endeavor  to  penetrate  to  the  southward 
and  westward  in  a  course  as  direct  towards  Beh- 
ring's  Strait  as  the  position  and  extent  of  the  ice, 
or  the  existence  of  land  at  present  unknown,  may 
admit.  We  direct  you  to  this  particular  part  of 
the  Polar  Sea  as  affording  the  best  prospect  of  ac- 
complishing the  passage  to  the  Pacific.  *  *  * 
You  are  well  aware,  having  yt)urse]f  been  one  of 
the  intelligent  travellers  who  have  traversed  the 
American  shore  of  the  Polar  Sea,  that  the  ^oups 
of  islands  that  stretch  from  that  shore  to  the  north- 
ward to  a  distance  not  yet  known  do  not  extend  to 
the  westward  further  than  about  the  120th  degree 
of  western  longitude,  and  that  beyond  this  and  to 
Behring's  Strait  no  land  is  visible  from  the  Amer- 
ican shore  of  the  Polar  Sea." 

That  the  search  for  this  great  seaman  and 
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his  companions  might  be  as  complete  as  pos- 
sible, the  government,  in  1848,  fitted  out 
three  distinct  expeditions— each,  however, 
planned  on  the  probability  that  he  had  taken 
the  route  prescribed  for  him,  rather  than 
with  any  special  view  to  Wellington  Chan- 
nel. The  pincipal  one,  under  command  of 
Sir  James  Ross,  consisting  of  the  Enterprise 
and  Investigator,  was  directed  to  follow,  as 
far  as  practicable,  in  the  assumed  wake  of 
Franklin,  proceeding  direct  to  Lancaster 
Sound,  and  scrutinizmg  the  shores  north  and 
south.  It  was  supposed  that  one  ship  might 
winter  near  Cape  Rennel  or  Cape  Walker, 
and  that  the  other  might  advance  to  Melville 
Island.  Searching  parties  were  to  be  sent 
from  each  vessel  in  the  spring,  some  to  ex- 
plore the  neighboring  coasts,  and  particular- 
ly the  unknown  space  between  Cape  Walker 
and  Banks'  Land ;  and  others  to  cross,  if 
possible,  to  the  coast  of  North  America,  and 
attempt  to  reach  the  Mackenzie  and  Copper- 
mine rivers,  where  Sir  John  Richardson's 
aids  would  meet  them. 

To  Richardson  had  been  intrusted  the  task 
of  searching  the  North  American  shore  be- 
tween the  Coppermine  and  the  Mackenzie, 
and  of  depositing  provisions  at  Fort  Good 
Hope,  on  the  latter  river,  at  its  mouth,  and 
at  Capes  Bathurst,  Parry,  Krusenstern,  and 
Hearne,  along  the  coast. 

A  third  expedition,  consisting  of  the  Her- 
ald, Captain  Kellett,  then  employed  on  a 
survey  in  the  PaciBc,  and  the  Plover,  under 
Commander  Moore,  were  to  penetrate  through 
Behring's  Strait,  taking  up  positions  as  far 
north-east  as  might  be  consistent  with  their 
safety,  and  two  whale-boats  were  to  perform 
a  coasting  voyage  to  the  Mackenzie  to  meet 
Richardson's  party. 

These  arrangements  were  judicious,  but, 
unfortunately,  that  expedition  to  which  the 
chief  service  was  intrusted  was  baffled  by 
those  natural  causes  which  so  often,  in  arctic 
regions,  defeat  the  best-laid  plans,  and,  in- 
extricably enclosing  ships  in  mighty  fields  of 
ice,  deliver  over  the  most  experienced  and 
courageous  commanders  to  the  mercy  of 
winds  and  currents. 

The  vessels  of  Ross  were  not  able  to  cross 
the  middle  ice  of  Baffin's  Bay  till  the  20th 
July.  He  did  not  reach  Cape  York,  at  the 
entrance  of  Regent's  Inlet,  till  the  1st  Sep- 
tember ;  and  here  he  had  the  mortification 
to  find  that  impenetrable  barriers  of  ice  pre- 
vented his  approaching  the  entrance  of  Wel- 
lington Channel  to  the  north,  or  Cape  Ren- 
nell  to  the  west.  He  put  into  Port  Leopold 
on  the  11th  September,  and  on  the  following 


day  both  vessels  were  fast  shut  in  by  the 
main  pack  of  ice  closing  with  the  land.  He 
employed  the  winter  and  spring  in  all  prac- 
ticable measures  for  the  discovery  and  relief 
of  Franklin.  A  house  was  built  at  Port 
Leopold,  and  stored  with  provisions  for 
twelve  months,  in  case  he  might  come  that 
way  after  the  ships  had  gone.  Exploring 
parties  searched  both  shores  of  North  Som- 
erset, down  to  Fury  Point  on  one  side,  and 
Four  Rivers  Bay  on  the  other. 

The  open  season  of  1840  was  late.  The 
vessels  were  not  released  till  the  28th  Au- 
gust, and  three  days  later  the  ice  closed 
round  them,  and  defied  every  effort  made  for 
their  relief.  Helplessly  beset,  they  remained 
fast  until  they  drifted  out  of  Lancaster  Sound. 
When  they  were  once  more  free  the  25th  of 
September  had  arrived,  and  winter  had  set 
in  with  riff  or.  The  harbors  on  the  coast 
were  already  closed  against  them,  and,  hav- 
ing done  all  that  was  possible  to  contend  with 
adverse  circumstances,  Ross  had  no  resource 
but  to  return  home,  thankful  to  the  Provi- 
dence which  had  so  mercifully  preserved  him 
when  all  human  effort  was  unavailing. 

It  had  been  his  intention,  were  no  tidings 
heard  of  Franklin  by  the  close  of  the  summer 
of  1 840,  to  send  home  the  Investigator,  con- 
tinuing the  search  through  another  year  in 
the  Enterprise  alone.  The  Admiralty  ap- 
preciated his  zeal,  but  feared  it  might  jeop- 
ardize his  safety.  Early  in  the  spring  of 
1840  the  North  Star  was  supplied  with 
stores,  and  in  May  sailed  for  Lancaster  Sound, 
bearing  despatches  to  Sir  James  Ross,  in- 
structing him  to  keep  out  both  ships,  and  to 
make  a  particular  examination  of  Wellington 
Channel.  The  North  Star  was  not  to  haz- 
ard a  winter  in  the  ice ;  but  the  unusual  se- 
verity of  the  season,  which  had  carried  Sir 
James  out  of  Lancaster  Sound,  prevented  the 
North  Star  from  approaching  it.  She  win- 
tered in  Wolstenholme  Sound,  and  hence  orig- 
inated that  foolish  story  of  the  wreck  of 
Franklin's  ships  on  the  north  shore  of  Baf« 
fin's  Bay,  which  imposed  on  the  credulity  of 
Sir  John  Ross.  The  impudent  fabrication  is 
now  conclusively  exposed.* 

The  return  of  Sir  James  Ross's  ships  at 

*  Capt  Inglefield,  in  a  paper  read  at  the  Geo- 
graphical Society  November  22nd  last,  giving  an 
account  of  his  voyage  in  the  Isabel,  states  that  he 
paid  a  visit  to  Ominack,  the  spot  named  by  Adam 
Beck  as  that  on  which  Franklin  and  his  crew  bad 
been  mnrdered,  and  satisfied  himself^  *'  beyond  all 
doobt^  that  there  was  no  troth  whatever  in  the 
statement  of  that  reprobate  Adam  Beck,  and  that 
no  each  fate  as  he  had  related  had  be&Uen  their 
miflaing  countrymen." 
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tbe  very  time  when  it  was  aapposed  tbe 
North  Star  would  have  been  in  cammunica- 
tioD  with  them,  replenishing  them  for  a  pro- 
toDged  abeence,  excited  some  very  unreason- 
able disaatisf action  in  the  minds  of  a  few  noisy 
feople.  Even  had  it  been  possible  for  Sir 
nmes  to  winter  in  some  harbor  of  Baffin's 
Bay.it  would  clearly  hare  been  unadvisable  for 
him  to  do  BO,  as  a  fresh  expedition  from  Eog' 
land  wonld  reach  Lancaster  Sound  by  about 
the  time  he  could  expect  to  get  released.  It 
U  not  for  one  unsuccessful  adventure  to  dim 
tbe  reputation  of  this  most  skilful  and  gallant 
officer.  Thearctic  and  antarctic  zones  equally 
bear  witness  to  his  high  qualities  and  acquire- 
ments. If  second  to  any  among  Polar  dis- 
coverers, he  is  second  to  Parry  alone  ;  and 
while  he  may  justly  claim  part  in  the  sue- 
cesiesof  that  able  commander — having  sailed 
with  him  when  the  Parry  Islands  were  dis- 
covered— and  accompanied  him  in  his  won- 
derful journey  over  tbe  ice  towards  the  Pole 
—tbe  merit  is  alt  his  own  of  planting  the 
British  flag  on  the  magnetic  pole,  and  of  dis- 
covering an  antarctic  coo  tin  est. 

The  other  expeditions  were  more  success- 
fill  in  fulfilhng  the  parts  assigned  them.  Frep- 
arations  for  Hichardson's  journey  had  to  be 
made  in  the  summer  of  1847.  Four  boats  of 
tbe  most  approved  construction  were  built  in 
the  royal  yards;  and,  with  wise  consideration 
for  the  commissariat.  Sir  John  had  that  in- 
dispensable article  for  the  arctic  voyager, 
pemmican,  manufactured  under  his  own  eye. 
Tne  reader  may  not  be  displeased  to  see  an 
authentic  account  of  ila  preparation : — 

"  The  round  or  buttock  of  beef  of  the  best  qnsl- 
tly,  having  been  cut  into  thin  steaks,  froui  which 
the  fat  and  membranous  parts  were  pared  away, 
was  dried  in  a  malt-kiln  over  an  oak  tire  until  its 
moisture  was  entirely  dissipated,  and  the  fibre  of 
tbe  meat  became  friable.  It  was  then  ground  In 
a  malt-mill,  when  it  resembled  Gnely-graied  meat. 
Being  next  mixed  with  sn  equal  quantity  of  melted 
beef-suet  or  lard,  the  preparation  of  plain  pemmi- 
can was  complete  ;  but  tn  reuder  it  more  agreea- 
Ue  to  the  unaccuatomed  palate,  a  proportion  of 
the  best  Zante  currants  was  added  to  part  of  it, 
and  part  was  sweetened  with  sogar.  Both  these 
kinds  were  much  approved  of  la  the  sequel,  but 
more  especially  that  to  which  the  sugar  had  been 
added.  After  the  ingredients  had  been  well  in- 
corporated by  stirrinj;  they  were  traaeferred  to  tin 
canisters  capable  of  containing  30  lbs.  each,  and 
having  been  tirmly  rammed  down,  and  allowed 
to  contract  further  by  cooling,  the  air  was  com- 
pletely expelled  and  excluded  by  filling  the  canis- 
ter to  the  brim  with  melted  lard,  through  a  Hmall 
hole  left  in  the  end,  which  wsa  then  covered  with 
a  piece  of  tin  and  soldered  up.  Finally,  the  can- 
iawr  was  painted  and  lettered  according  to  its 
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eonlenls.  The  total  qnantity  of  pemmican  thus 
made  was  17,494  lbs.,  st  a  cost  of  It.  7  1:4J.  per 
lb.  .  .  .  Ai  the  meat  in  drying  lo^es  mnre 
than  ihree-fourttis  of  its  orieiaal  weight,  the  quan- 
tity required  was  considerable,  being  3S,651  Iba. 
(re'dueed  by  drying  to  about  8000  Ib^.),  and  the 
sudden  sbalraclion  of  more  than  1000  rounds  of 
beef  from  Lesdenhall  Market  occasioned  specula- 
tion amon^  the  dealers,  snd  a  temporary  rise  in 
the  price  of  one  penny  per  pound." — Rick.,  vol.  i. 
37,  33. 

It  is  curiously  illustrative  of  the  interest 
excited  by  this  expedition  that  Richardson 
received  numerous  advances  from  volunteers 
desirous  of  joining  him.  Among  the  appli- 
cants he  enumerates  two  clergymen,  one 
Welsh  justice,  several  country  gentlemen, 
and  Bom,e  scientific  foreigners.  Rae  was  as- 
sociated with  Richardson.  They  left  Liver- 
pool for  New  York  on  the  2Dth  of  March, 
1846,  taking  with  them  necessary  baggage 
to  the  amount  of  4000  lbs.  They  moved 
with  all  practicable  rapidity.  Landing  at 
New  York  on  the  10th  of  April,  ihey  arrived 
at  Cumberland  House  14th  of  J  une,  the  dis- 
tance from  New  York  being  2850  miles. 
They  found  their  party,  which  had  left  Eng- 
land the  previous  year,  a  fortnight  in  ad- 
vance; it  bad  been  joined  by  Mr.  Bell,  chief 
trader  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company,  and 
by  sixteen  of  the  Company's  voyagera. 
Their  journey  down  tbe  Mackenzie  was  fa- 
vorable. On  the  Slst  of  July  they  reached 
Point  Separation,  and  here  a  case  of  pemmi- 
can with  memoranda  was  buried  for  the  Plo- 
ver's boat  party.  To  indicate  the  spot  to 
their  friends,  but  conceal  it  from  the  natives, 
a  fire  was  lit  over  the  pit ;  and,  as  this  signal 
had  been  agreed  on,  the  deposit  was  readily 
found  by  Pullen  and  hie  men  when  they  ar- 
rived in  the  Plover's  boats  fourteen  months 
later.  From  the  mouth  of  tbe  Mackenue, 
Richardson's  boats  turned  to  the  east,  passed 
Cape  Balharst  on  the  llth  of  August,  and 
soon  after  rounded  Cape  Parry.  "The  navi- 
gation from  this  point  became  more  difficnit, 
the  boats  having  to  make  way  through 
crowded  does  of  ice.  As  they  approached 
Cape  Krusenstern,  the  sea,  as  f.tr  aa  vision 
extended,  was  one  dense,  close  pack,  with 
not  a  lane  of  water  perceptible.  On  tb« 
night  of  the  26th  of  August  a  severe  frost 
covered  the  sea  and  ponds  with  young  ice, 
and  glued  the  floes  immoveably  together. 
Progress  with  the  boats  coulil  now  be  mode 
only  by  dragging  them  over  the  floes,  when 
the  surhce  was  sufficiently  smooth,  by  cut- 
ting through  tongues  of  ice,  and  by  carrying 
them  bodUy  over  flats  and  points  of  land. 
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On  one  morning  three  hours  of  severe  lahor 
only  advanced  them  a  hundred  yards.  When 
about  a  dozen  miles  from  Cape  Krusenstem, 
one  boat  and  her  cargo  had  to  be  left  on  a 
rocky  projection.  From  the  cape  itself  no- 
thing but  ice  in  firmly  compacted  floes  could 
be  seen,  and  the  sorrowful  conclusion  was 
forced  on  Sir  John  that  the  sea-voyage  was 
at  an  end.  East  of  Cape  Parry,  says  he, 
only  six  weeks  of  summer^^an  be  reckoned 
on.  All  struggled  forward,  however,  to 
Cape  Hearne,  and,  as  from  this  point  the  sea 
was  covered  with  floes,  and  new  ice  formed 
rapidly,  the  abandonment  of  the  other  boats 
became  inevitable.     Richardson  says : — 

"  I  had  hoped  that,  by  conveying  the  boats  and 
stores  up  the  Coppermine  river,  beyond  the  range 
of  the  Eskimos,  we  could  deposit  them  in  a  place 
of  safety,  to  be  available  for  a  voyage  to  Wollas- 
ton  LAnd  next  summer.  But,  abandoned  as  they 
must  now  be  on  the  coast,  we  could  not  expect 
that  they  would  escape  the  researches  of  the 
hunting  parties  who  would  follow  up  our  foot- 
marks, and  who  were  certain  to  break  up  the 
boats  to  obtain  their  copper  fastenings." 

Preparations  for  a  march  to  Fort  Confi- 
dence, at  the  northern  extremity  of  Great 
Bear  Lake,  were  now  set  about.  Packages 
were  made  up,  each  man  taking  with  him 
thirteen  days'  provision.  Six  pieces  of  pem- 
mican  and  a  boat's  magazine  of  powder  were 
buried  under  a  cliff.  The  tents  were  left 
standing  near  the  boats,  and  a  few  useful 
articles,  as  hatchets  and  cooking  utensils, 
were  deposited  in  them  for  the  use  of  the 
Esquimaux.  On  the  3rd  of  September — 
after  solemn  prayers,  in  which  all  seemed 
to  join  with  deep  earnestness — they  started. 
At  the  end  of  their  day's  march  some  scraps 
of  drift-wood  were  collected  for  a  fire  to  cook 
their  supper ;  then,  selecting  the  best  sleep- 
ing-places they  could  find  among  blocks  of 
basalt,  they  passed,  though  the  weather 
continued  cold,  "a  pretty  comfortable  night." 
In  this  way  Sir  John  and  his  men  journeyed 
on  for  twelve  days,  reaching  Fort  Confidence 
on  the  15th  of  September: — 

**  We  were  happy  to  find  Mr.  Bell  and  his  peo- 
ple well  and  the  ouildings  much  further  advanced 
than  we  had  expected.  He  had  built  an  ample 
store-house,  two  houses  for  the  men,  and  a  dwell- 
ing-house for  the  officers,  consisting  of  a  hall, 
three  sleeping  apartments,  and  store-closet.  Mr! 
Bell  and  Mr.  Kae  quartered  themselves  with  Bruce 
in  the  store-room,  and  I  took  possession  of  my 
sleeping-room,  which  was  put  temporarily  in  or- 
der. 1  could  there  enjoy  the  luxury  of  a  fire 
while  I  was  preparing  my  despatches  for  the  Ad- 
miralty and  writing  my  domestic  letters.  I  looked 
forward  to  the  winter  without  anxiety." 


The  miun  buuness  of  the  expedition  was 
now  ended.  The  men  were  sent  home,  and, 
on  the  7th  of  May,  1840«  Richardson  and 
Bell  commenced  their  journey  southwards, 
leaving  Rae  as  the  best  qualified  to  make  an- 
other effort  to  reach  Wollaston  Land  from 
Cape  Krusenstern  in  the  summer,  with  one 
boat's  crew  of  six  men.  Richardson  landed 
at  Liverpool  6th  November,  184d,  after  an 
absence  of  nineteen  months.  Rae's  summer 
expedition  of  1849,  however,  was  a  failure. 
On  the  dOth  of  July  he  arrived  at  Cape  Kru- 
senstern from  Fort  Confidence,  but  found  the 
channel  so  choked  with  ice,  that  it  was  im- 
possible to  get  a  boat  through  it.  He  waited 
at  the  Cape  watchine  the  channel  for  an 
opening  until  the  23^rd  of  August,  when,  the 
sea  being  completely  closed  by  compacted 
floes,  he  reluctantly  returned  by  the  Copper- 
mine river  to  his  winter  quarters.  The  boats 
left  the  previous  year  had  been  much  dam- 
aged by  the  Esquimaux  to  obtain  the  iron- 
work, but  the  tents  were  uninjured,  and  the 
cache  of  pemmican  and  ammunition  un- 
touched. 

One  encouraging  fact  runs  through  all 
these  explorations  of  the  North  American 
coast — and  that  is,  the  abundance  of  animal 
life  to  be  met  with.  In  1848  the  gun  of  Rae 
procured  a  constant  supply  of  fresh  provision 
for  the  whole  party.  In  Richardson's  jour- 
nal we  read : — 

"  Aug.  19.  Mr.  Rae  brought  in  two  fine  rein« 
deer. — Aug.  20.  Mr.  Rae  killed  a  fine  buck  rein- 
deer. In  diis  quarter  a  skilful  hunter  like  Mr. 
Rae  could  supply  the  whole  party  with  venison 
without  any  loss  of  time. — Aug.  24.  Many  sal- 
mon were  seen. — To  the  north  of  Coronation 
Gulf  reindeer  and  musk  oxen  may  be  procured  by 
skilful  hunters.  With  nets  a  large  quantity  of 
salmon  and  other  fish  might  be  captured  in  Dol- 
phin and  Union  Straits ;  with  percussion  caps  we 
might  have  slain  hundreds  of  seals.** 

The  experience  of  Rae  in  his  exploration 
of  Wollaston  Land  in  1851  is  to  the  like  ef- 
fect : — 

"  7th  May.— During  the  interval  between  tak- 
ing the  observations  lor  time  and  latitude  I  shot 
ten  hares.  These  fine  animals  were  very  lar^ 
and  tame,  and  several  more  might  have  been  kill- 
ed, as  well  as  many  partridges,  had  1  thought  it 
expedient  to  follow  them.  On  the  2nd  June  Cape 
Hearne  formed  our  head-quarters,  at  which  place 
eleven  geese,  all  in  fine  condition,  were  killed. 
On  the  9tii  a  large  musk-bull  was  shot,  and  bis 
fiesh  was  found  excellent.  Our  principal  food 
was  geese,  partridges,  and  lemmings.  The  latter, 
being  fat  and  large,  were  very  fine  when  roasted 
before  the  fire  or  between  two  stones.     These 
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little  animBb  were  Migrating  northeard,  mu]  | 
were  io  nuroeroni  tb«t  oar  don,  ma  they  trotted 
on,  killed  an  nuny  u  Bapporteifthem  without  any 
other  food." 

Id  his  journey  of  1849  his  party  caught 
as  many  sslmoa  a«  thejr  eould  ooDsume, 
whenever  there  was  a  piece  of  open  water 
large  enough  for  Betting  a  net. 

While  lUewasaniioualy  watching  the  ioe- 
chocked  sea  from  Cape  KniBcnstern,  Captain 
Kellett  in  the  Herald  wag  discovering  land  in 
the  Polar  Sea  far  north  of  Behring  s  Strait, 
and  Pullen  in  the  boats  of  the  Plover  was 
navigating  the  coast  from  Icy  Cape  to  the 
Macletuie.  The  Behring's  Strait  parties  were 
loo  late  to  do  more  than  reconnoitre  their  des- 
tined course  in  1848.  The  Plover  arrived 
on  the  Asiatic  coast  only  in  time  to  select 
winter- quarters  just  south  of  Cape  Tschnk- 
otskoi,  outside  the  strait.  The  Herald  went 
np  the  strait,  visited  Kotzebae  Sonnd,  the  ap- 
pointed rendeiTOUs,  and  repassed  the  strait, 
before  the  Plover  arrived.  She  returned  to 
South  America  to  winter. 

The  Plover  got  out  from  her  winter-port 
on  the  30th  June,  1848,  and  in  a  fortnight 
reached  Chamisso  Island  at  the  bottom  of 
Kotzebue  Sound.  Here,  on  the  next  day, 
she  was  joined  by  the  Herald — and  by  the 
Nancy  Dawson,  the  private  yacht  of  Mr. 
Shedden,  whose  name  deserves  honorable 
mention  in  every  notice  of  these  expeditions. 
Bearing  in  China  of  the  efforts  on  Mhalf  of 
Franklin,  he  at  once  sailed  for  Behring's 
Strait,  putting  aside  his  purposed  voysge 
round  UM  globe,  to  join  ia  the  search.  Un- 
fortunately his  death  prevented  him  from 
doing  mors  than  showing  his  seal  in  the 
cause.  The  ships  left  the  Sound  on  the  18th 
July,  and,  taldnz  &<>  easterly  course,  on  the 
Sfitfa  arrived  at  Wainwright  s  Inlet.     Here 

"The  vatt  namber  of  icalrute*  that  snrroanded 
as,  keeping  up  a  continual  bellowing  or  gruntinf ; 
the  barking  of  Hit  innumernhle  uali — the  smai! 
whales — uid  Ihe  immtnsejiixki  if  ducki  conliou- 
ally  rising  from  the  water  as  we  neared  them, 
warned  us  of  onr  approach  to  the  ice,  although 
the  letnperatnre  of  the  sea  was  still  high." 

From  this  point,  as  the  pocked  ice  forbade 
the  ships  getting  further  to  the  east,  the  boat 
expedition  was  despatched  on  a  coasting 
voyage  to  the  Mackenzie.  It  consisted  of 
two  twenty-seven  foot  whaleboats,  each  with 
a  orew  of  six  men.  Pullen  had  with  him  a 
hundred  days'  provisions  for  each  man,  and 
btimated  his  intention,  should  he  reach  the 
Mackenzie,  of  proceeding  up  the  river  to 
swut  the  inslrucUou  of  the  Admiralty. 


On  the  day  following  the  departurs  of  the 
boats  the  ships  met  with  heavily  packed  ice 
extending  from  the  shore,  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  reach,  from  north-west  by  west  to  north- 
east. Thispack  wastraced  "forfortyleagues, 
made  in  a  series  of  steps  westerly  and  north- 
erly, the  westerly  being  abont  ten  or  twelve 
milee.and  tbenortheriy twenty."  Awaier-sky 
was  reported  north  of  the  pack,  which,  how* 
ever,  was  perfectly  impenetrable.  Returning 
to  Wtunwright's  Inlet,  "  not  a  panicle  of  the 
ice  seen  on  our  former  visit  remained."  A 
boat  went  ashore,  and  parchaeed  from  the 
natives  800  lbs.  of  reindeer  meal — as  much 
OS  the  l>oat  would  carry — for  a  small  quantity 
of  tobacco.    More  was  to  be  had  on  the  same 

On  the  17th  of  August,  while  cruising 
north  of  North  Cape,  packed  ice  was  seen 
from  south -south -west  to  north-north-west, 
five  miles  distant,  and  soon  after  land  was  re- 
ported  from  the  mast-head.  A  group  of 
small  islands  could  be  distinctly  seen,  and 
further  off  a  very  extensive  and  high  land 
was  reported. 

"There  was  a  fine  clear  atmosphere  (sach  an 
one  as  can  only  be  seen  In  this  chtnnte;,  except 
in  the  directinn  of  this  extended  land,  where  the 
clouds  rolled  in  numerous  immenee  mnsses,  occa* 
sioDsJly  leaving  Ihe  very  lofty  peaks  uncapped, 
where  could  be  distinctiy  seen  columns,  pillars, 
and  very  broken  angles  on  their  summits,  very 
characteristic  of  theliigb  headlands  in  this  sea. 
As  far  as  a  man  can  be  certain,  who  has  one  hun- 
dred and  thirty  pair  of  eyes  to  sssisi  him,  snd  all 
agreeing,  I  am  certain  we  have  discovered  an  ex- 
tensive land.  1  think,  also,  it  is  more  than  protM- 
ble  that  these  peika  we  saw  are  a  coDilniiuIion  of 
the  nnge  oT  mountains  seen  by  the  nslives  oS 
Cape  Jskan  (coast  of  Asia],  mentioned  by  Baron 
Wrangel  in  his  Polar  voyages."— A'eUeH- 

An  island  was  reached,  four  and  a  half 
miles  one  way,  by  two  and  a  half  the  other. 
Here  Kellett  landed.  It  wasin  lat.  71°  19' 
N.,  long.  175"  16'  W.  It  proved  a  solid 
mass  of  granite,  almost  inaccessible  on  every 
side,  and  "  literally  aUve  with  birds."  "  Innu- 
merable black  and  white  divers  (common  to 
this  sea)  here  found  a  safe  place  lo  deposit 
their  eggs  and  bring  up  their  young."  The 
weather  waa  bad ;  and  Kellett,  fearing  be 
might  be  caught  by  the  pack,  made  all  sul 
for  the  south-east.  As  the  commander  of 
the  Plover  had  determined  to  pass  bis  second 
winter  in  Kotzebue  Sonnd,  the  Herald  sap- 
plied  all  the  Plover's  wants,  and  on  the  89th 
September  sailed  in  company  with  the  yacht, 
and  arrived  at  Mazathtn  on  the  14th  Novem- 
ber, 1840 — the  same  month  in  which  Rich- 
ardson returned   lo   England  from   North 
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America,  ond  Sir  Jamea  Ross  from  BaiBa's 
Bay. 

The  accounts  bo  far  were  discouraging 
enough  ;  but  the  Admiralty  resolved  that 
the  search  should  be  reaened — and  oa  a  yet 
more  extended  scale.  The  ships  of  Sir  James 
Boss  were  promptly  refitted  and  despatched 
to  Behring'a  Strait;  the  Enterprise  com- 
manded by  Capt.  Collinson,  and  the  Investi- 
gator by  M'Cluro.  They  were  instructed  to 
sail  with  all  speed,  so  as  to  pass  the  strait 
and  reach  the  edge  of  the  ice  by  the  end  of 
August.  The  Plover  was  to  remain  out,  and 
be  secured  in  a  safe  harbor  as  far  in  advsnce 
as  practicable,  to  serve  as  a  depfit  for  parties 
from  the  other  ships  to  fall  back  upon  if  ne- 
cessary. The  Herald,  under  Capt.  Kellett, 
was  to  be  sent  borne,  volunteers  being  receiv- 
ed from  her  for  the  other  ships.  This  eipe- 
ditioD  left  Plymouth  on  the  20th  January, 
1850.  The  ships  communicated  with  the 
Herald,  and  Kellett  assures  the  Arctic  Com- 
mittee of  1851,  that,  from  a  conversatioD  be 
had  with  M'Clure— 

"  I  am  convinced  that  he  will  use  every  endea- 
vor to  reach  Uelvilte  UlsTid  with  his  parties,  ir  he 
failed  with  his  ship.  Should  one  of  these  parties 
reach  Melville  Island,  or  even  the  northern  shore 
of  Banks'  Land,  they  will  endeavor  to  get  home 
by  tin  east,  being  a  safer  route  tbau  attempting  lo 
return  lo  their  ships." 

This  BtBtement  is  confirmed  by  the  official 
and  private  letters  of  M'Clure.  To  Sir 
George  Back,  in  particular,  he  states,  in  a 
letter  of  July  28,  1S60,  that  he  has  earU 
blaiwhe  from  Collinson,  and  that  he  is  deter- 
mined to  push  to  the  eastward  to  reach  130° 
W.  long.,  and  take  his  chance  of  wintering 
In  the  pack  wherever  he  may  be  caught  by 
the  ice.  These  brave  commanders  liad  no 
sooner  joined  the  Plover  than  they  earnestly 
Mt  to  work  to  fulfil  their  mission.  M'Clure 
ontsailed  Collinson,  and  was  last  seen  by  the 
Plover  {August,  18S0),  in  lat.  70"  44'  M., 
long.  168°  62'  W.  H-Clur*  calculated  that 
he  might  make  Banks'  Land,  get  to  the 
northward  of  Melville  Island,  and  perhaps 
pass  to  the  6.B.  by  Wellington  Clisone),  or 
some  other  passage,  so  as  to  return  home  at 
latest  in  lS5d.  To  the  Admiralty  he  says 
that,  should  he  find  no  navigable  channel  after 
pushing  ahead  for  two  aeasonii,  he  intends  to 
desert  his  vessel  on  the  third,  and  start  on 
foot  for  Melville  Island  and  Leopold  Harbor. 
It  is  impossible  not  to  admire  his  energy  and 
daring.  But  knowing  how  coinplEl«iy  the 
plans  of  the  most  able  and  resolute  are  at  the 
nercy  of  the  seasons  in  those  latitudes,  we 
Wmnot  accept  his  courage  as  a  pledge  of  bis 


success,  nor  avoid  feeling  already  aome  mis- 
giving for  his  fate.  Capt.  Collinson,  after 
penetrating  some  distance  to  the  N.  and  E, 
of  the  strait,  repa^ed  it  to  winter  at  Hong 
Kong,  the  Plover  being  left  in  reserve  at  Port 
Clarence,  in  the  strait.  The  Enterprise  again 
quitted  Hong  Kong  in  May,  1851,  reached 
Port  Clarence,  and  left  that  port  on  IQlh 
July  to  renew  her  explorations  lo  the  north- 
Lieut  Pullen,  with  his  boats,  arrived  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Macltenzia  on  the  27th  August, 
having  made  the  passage  from  Wainwrigbt's 
Inlet  in  thirty-three  clays.  The  most  diffi- 
cult part  of  the  voyage  was  off  Cape  Bath* 
urst,  very  heavy  hummocky  ice  being  met 
with.  "  It  was  one  continued  struggle  from 
the  25th  July  to  the  6th  August  to  get  aloog 
that  ice,  it  being  so  close  in,  and  we  werecut- 
ting  all  the  time."  Portions  of  bis  examlD* 
atioa  by  the  Committee  are  of  value. 

"  Capt.  Beechey :  Did  yoo  see  any  land  lo  the 
norlhward dvTir\g yoiit  voyage? JVo." 

"  Sir  G.  Back  :  There  seems  a  remarkable  dif- 
ference when  yon  were  there,  and  (vhen  I  was 
with  Sir  John  PmnkMn,  viz.,  that  on  the  ISth  Au- 
gust, 1826,  there  was  a  complete  open  «a,  wilb 
the  exception  of  one  piece  of  ice  to  tbe  north  and 
west.  What  was  ItH  state  when  you  were  there  ? 
— /(  waj  all  I'CB  to  Kavard,  and  along  the  eoalt 
tatl  and  west." 

Pullen  in  his  boats  ascended  the  Macken- 
zie, and  reached  Fort  Simpson  on  the  18th 
of  October.  Here  he  wintered,  and  while 
on  his  way  to  York  Factory  the  following 
spring,  received  instructions  by  express  to 
Bttempt  a  passage  in  boats  across  the  sea  to 
Melville  Island.  He  immediately  hurried 
back,  and  on  being  supplied  with  4500  lbs. 
of  jerked  venison  and  pemmican  by  Rae,  he 
descended  the  Mackensie  in  one  of  the  Plo- 
ver's boats  and  a  barge  of  the  Hudson's  Bay 
Company.  The  season  of  1850  proved  more 
severe,  however,  than  that  of  the  previous 
year ;  he  found  the  sea  from  the  Mackenzie 
to  Cape  Bftthurst  covered  with  unbroken 
ice,  a  small  channel  only  existing  in  abore, 
through  which  he  threaded  his  way  to  the 
vicinity  of  the  Cape.  Failing  in  finding  a 
passage  out  to  sea  to  the  north  of  Cape  Ba- 
thurat,  he  remained  in  its  vicinity,  watching 
the  ice  for  an  opening,  until  tbe  approach  of 
winter  compelled  him  to  return  to  the  Mac- 
kenzie. He  had  reached  the  sea  on  the  22d 
of  July,  and  he  did  not  quit  it  till  the  1st  of 
September.  As  he  ascended  the  MHckensie, 
ice  was  driving  rapidly  down.  "  It  was  one 
continued  drift  of  ice  and  heavy  snow- 
storms."   He  reached  Fort  Simpson  on  the 
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5th  October,  and  arriTed  in  England  to  tak^ 
the  command  of  the  North  Star,  and  join  in 
the  expedition  under  Sir  E.  Belcher. 

To  conclude  here  the  researches  from  the 
North  American  coast — Mr.  Rae  left  Fort 
Confidence,  on  the  Coppermine,  April  the 
35th,  1851,  with  four  men  and  three  sledges 
drawn  by  dogs.     He  reached  the  coast  on 
the  Ist  of  May,  and  found  the  ice  favorable 
for  travelling.     On  the  5th  he  landed  at 
Douglas  Island,  and  on  the  7th  gained  the 
opposite  shore.     Traversing  it  to  the  east, 
until  he  reached  110°  W.  long.,  where  his 
survey  met  that  of  Dease  and  Simpson,  he 
retraced  his  steps,  and  advanced  west  until 
he  turned  Cape  Baring,  past  lat.  70°,  and 
long.  117°  W.     From  some  elevated  around 
hi  this  neighborhood  high  land  could  be  seen 
to  the  north,  but  none  was  visible  to  the 
west.     He  got  back  to  his  provision  station 
on  the  Kendal  River  upon  the  10th  June, 
having  travelled  824  geographical  or  042 
English  miles  in  forty  oays.     In  this  length- 
ened journey  his  arrangements  were  much 
the  same  as  during  his  survey  of  Committee 
Bay.     He  slept  in  snow  houses,  and,  as  he 
advanced,  buried  provisions  to  serve  for  his 
return.     In  the  months  of  July  and  August 
he  explored  the  coast  of  Victoria  Land,  east 
and  north,  in  boats.     His  delineation  of  the 
land  to  Point  Pelly,  on  the  western  shore  of 
Victoria  Strait,  is  carefully  laid  down  in  Ar- 
row8mith*8  map.      That  red  line,  marking 
every  indentation  of  the  coast,  from  the  101st 
to  the   117th  degrees  of  latitude,  accom- 
plished with  limited  means  in  a  single  sea- 
aon,  is  an  achievement  of  which  any  officer 
might  well  be  proud.     On  this  newly  dis- 
covered coast  he  met  many  parties  of  Esqui- 
maux ;   but  his   inquiries  as  to  the  grand 
subject  were  all  fruitless.      The  American 
coast  has   now   been   diligently   examined, 
from  the  entrance  of  Behring*s  Strait  to  the 
head  of  Hudson's  Bay  ;  and  we  may,  there- 
fore, surely  conclude  that  Franklin   never 
reached  so  low  a  latitude. 

On  the  side  of  Baffin's  Bay  the  search  was 
prosecuted  by  no  leciS  than  eleven  vessels  in 
1850.  The  expedition  under  Captain  Aus- 
tin consisted  of  the  Resolute  and  Assistance, 
with  their  steam-tenders  the  Pioneer  and  In- 
trepid. He  was  instructed  that  his  main 
object  should  be  to  reach  Melville  Island — 
detaching  vessels  to  examine  Wellington 
Channel  and  the  coast  about  Cape  Walker, 
**  to  which  point  Sir  John  Franklin  was  or- 
dered to  proceed."  At  the  same  time — 
much  having  been  said  about  the  probable 
advantage  of    employing   old    professional 
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whalesmen — Mr.  William  Penny,  long  expe- 
rienced in  the  northern  fishery,  was  empow- 
ered by  Government  to  purchase  two  small 
brigs,  adapted  for  the  service  they  were  to 
perform.      All  arrangements   were  left  to 
himself,  and  he  had  Uie  choice  of  his  own 
officers.     But,  clumsily  enough,  instead  of 
distinct  objects  being  assigned  him,  his  in- 
structions  were   substantially  the  same  as 
those  given  to  Austin.     Penny's  »hips  sailed 
on  the  15th  April,  1850,  and  Austin's  on  the 
4th  of  May  following.     The  Prince  Albert 
was  purchased  and  equipped  by  public  6ub> 
scription.  Lady   Franklin  being  a  principal 
contributor.    Its  special  object  was  to  search 
the  shores  of  Boothia  Gulf,  it  being  thought 
possible  that  traces  of  Franklin  might  be 
found  in  that  direction,  as  'he  was  ignorant 
of  the  complete  survey  of  .the  bottom  of  the 
gulf  by  Rae,  and  might  have  imagined  that 
a  passage  thence,  as  was  generally  surmised 
when  he  sailed,  led  into  the  Polar  Sea.   The 
Felix,  commanded  by  Sir  John  Ross,  was 
equipped  by  subscription,  under  the  auspices 
of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company.    An  Ameri- 
can expedition  of  two  schooners,  fitted  out 
by  Mr.  Henry  Grinnell,  of  New  York,  was  to 
pass  through  Lancaster  Sound,  and  push  to 
the  west.     Lasily,  the  North  Star,  sent  out 
the  previous  year,  to  recruit  the  EnterprisiB 
and  Investigator,  remained  in  the  Arctic  Sea 
with  a  large   quantity  of  available   stores. 
These   vessels,  though   sailing   at   different 
times,  were  all  stopped  by  the  middle  ice 
of  Baffin's  Bay,  and  got  through  it  at  nearly 
the  same  period. 

The  first  traces  of  the  missing  ships  were 
discovered  by  Captain  Ommaney,  in  the  As- 
sistance, at  Cape  Riley,  on  2dd  August.  He 
found  sundry  pieces  of  rag,  rope,  and  broken 
bottles,  and  also  the  marks  of  five  tent-places. 
This  Cape  is  a  point  at  the  eastern  entrance 
of  Wellington  Channel ;  about  three  miles 
west  of  It  rises  the  bold  abrupt  coast  of 
Beechey  Island  ;  and  between  the  shores  of 
this  isle  and  the  mainland  lies  a  bay  to  which 
extraordinary  interest  is  now  attached.  On 
its  coast  were  observed  numerous  sledge- 
tracks,  and  at  Cape  Spencer,  about  ten  miles 
from  Cape  Riley,  up  Wellington  Channel, 
the  party  discovered  the  ground-place  of  a 
tent,  the  floor  neatly  paved  with  small 
smooth  stones. 

"  Around  the  tent  a  namber  of  birds*  bones,  as 
well  as  remnants  of  meat^anisters,  led  Mr.  Penny 
to  imagine  that  it  had  been  inhabited  for 
time  as  a  shooting  station  and  a  look-out  plac 
for  which  latter  purpose  it  was  admirably  chosen* 
commanding  a  good  view  of  Barvo'K*%  ^\.^\\.  ^w^ 
Welling^Mi  Ch»LUtie\r— 0«Wnv^^.  V^"!. 
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Some  tiedge-tracka  led  northward  for 
about  twenty  miles,  but  the  trail  ceased 
south  of  Cape  Bowden,  and  an  empty  bottle; 
and  a  piece  of  newspaper  were  the  last  things 
found.  The  results  of  examining  Beeehey 
Island  must  be  given  ia  more  detail.  Lieu- 
tenant Osbom  say  a — 

*■  A  long  point  of  land  slopes  gradnally  from  the 
Bontliern  fluffs  of  this  now  deeplf-inlprealing 
jslind,  until  it  almoBl  connects  itself  with  the  land 
of  North  Devon,  forming  on  either  side  of  it  two 
good  and  comaiodjous  bays.  On  this  BJope  a. 
multitude  of  preserved  meat-tins  were  strewed 
about  1  and  near  them,  and  on  the  ridge  of  (he 
■lope,  A  carefully-conslructed  cairn  was  discov- 
ered :  it  consisled  of  layers  of  fitted  tins,  filled 
with  gravel,  and  placed  to  form  a  Gnn  and  solid 
foundation.  Beyond  this,  and  along  (he  norlhern 
shore  of  Beeehey  Island,  the  following  traces  were 
then  quickly  discovered  :  the  emlunkment  of  a 
bouse,  with  carpenters'  and  armorers'  working- 
places,  washing-tntn,  coal-bags,  pieces  of  old 
clothing,  rope — and,  lastly,  the  graves  of  three  of 
the  crew  of  the  Erebns  and  Terror — bearing  date 
of  the  winter  of  1S45-6.  We  therefore  miu  had 
ateerUmad  At  firil  tinnier-  quarleri  of  Sir  John 
Franklin. 

"  On  the  eastern  slope  of  the  ridge  of  Beeehey 
Island,  a  remnant  of  a  garden  (for  remnant  it  now 
only  was,  having  been  dug  up  in  the  search)  (old 
an  mceresting  tale :  its  neatly  shaped  oval  outline 
— (he  border  carefully  formed  of  moss  lichen^ 
pop|Nes,  and  anemonies,  transplanted  from  some 
more  genial  part  of  this  dreary  region — contrived 
still  to  show  symptoms  of  vitality ;  but  the  seedi 
which  doubtless  they  had  sowed  in  the  garden 
had  decayed  away.  Nearer  to  the  beach,  a  heap 
of  cinders  and  scraps  of  iron  showed  the  armor- 
ers'working-place;  and  along  an  old  water-course, 
now  chained  up  by  frost,  several  tubs,  constructed 
of  the  ends  of  Hali-meal  casks,  left  no  doubt  as 
to  the  washing-places  of  the  men  of  Franklin's 
squadron.  Happening  to  cross  a  level  piece  of 
ground,  which  as  yet  no  one  had  lighted  upon,  I 
was  pleased  to  see  a  pair  of  Cashmere  gloves 
laid  out  to  dry,  with  two  small  stones  on  the  palms 
to  prevent  their  blowing  away ;  they  had  been 
there  since  1846.  I  took  (hem  op  carefully,  as 
melancholy  mementoes  of  my  missing  friends. 
In  another  spot  a  flannel  was  discovered  ;  and 
tbi8,togetlier  with  some  things  lying  about,  would, 
in  my  ignorance  of  wintering  in  the  Arctic  ra- 


the Erebus  and  Terror  from  this  spot,  had  not 
Cape.  AuRtin  assured  me  that  there  was  nothing 
to  oround  such  a  belief  upon,  and  thai,  from  ex- 
perience, he  could  vouch  for  these  being  nothing 
more  than  tlie  ordinary  traces  of  a  winter  station ; 
and  this  opinion  was  fully  borne  out  by  those 
officers  who  hnd  in  the  previous  year  wintered  in 
Port  Leopold,  one  of  them  asserting  that  people 
left  winter- quarters  too  well  pleaseato  escape,  to 
care  much  for  a  handful  of  shavings,  an  old  coal- 
bag,  or  a  washing-tub.  This  I,  from  experience, 
now  know  to  be  trae." — Osbom,  pp.  107-1 10.      I 


-  From  a  number  of  minut«  facts,  it  wm  not 
difficult  to  assign  the  place  where  the  sbipa 
must  have  lain  throagh  the  winter:  th^ 
were  so  slAtioned,  Osborn  says,  u  to  be 

"  etFectnally  removed  from  all  risk  of  being  awept 
out  of  the  bay — which,  by  the  by,  from  the  fact  rf 
the  enclosed  area  being  many  limes  broader  than 


of  EreboB  and  Terror  Bay,  ' 

about  as  probable  as  any  stent  gentleman  being 
blown  out  of  a  house  through  the  keyhole." 

The  most  interesting  traces  of  winter  reri- 
dence  were  tbe  graves  of  Franklin's  three 
seamen.  The  following  description  is  in  all 
respects  creditable  to  Mr.  Osborn  : — 

"  Tbe  graves,  like  all  (hat  English  seamen  cm- 
struct,  were  scrupulously  neat.  Go  where  jh 
will  over  the  globe'a  surface — afar  In  (he  pbs[,  or 
afar  in  the  w^st,  down  among  the  coral-girdad 
ialee  of  the  South  Sea,  or  here,  where  the  erim 
North  frowns  on  the  sailor's  grave — you  will  al- 
ways find  it  alike  ;  it  is  the  monument  rained  by 
rough  hands  but  affectionate  hearts  over  the  Isit 
home  of  (heir  messmate ;  it  breathes  of  the  qaiet 
churchyard  in  some  of  England's  many  nooks, 
where  each  had  formed  his  idea  of  what  wss  dug 
to  departed  worth ;  and  the  ornaments  (hat  Na- 
ture decks  herself  with,  even  in  the  desolation  of 
the  froien  zone,  were  carefully  culled  to  maA 
the  dead  seaman's  home.  The  good  taste  of  tha 
officers  had  prevented  the  general  simplicity  of  an 
oaken  head  and  foot  board  to  each  of  (he  three 
graves  being  marred  by  any  long  and  childish 
epitaphs,  or  the  doggrel  of  a  lower-deck  poet,  and 
the  three  inscriptions  were  as  follows  : — 

'  Sacred  to  the  memory  of  J.  Torrington,  who 
departed  this  life  January  1st,  1646,  on  board  of 
H.M.S.  Terror,  aged  30  years.' 

'  Sacred  to  the  memory  of  Wm.  Braine,  R.U., 
of  H.M.S,  Erebus,  died  April  3rd,  1846,  aged  83 
years.  Clwaie  ye  Ihii  day  tehom  ue  leiU  serve.— 
Josh.  xxiv.  IS.' 

'Sacred  to  the  memory  of  J.  Hartwell,  A.B.,of 
H.M.S.  Erebus,  died  January  4th,  1 846,  aged  3f 
years.  Thus  saith  Ihe  Lord  qf  Holts,  contidtr 
your  looys. — Haggai  i.  7.' 

"  [  thought  1  traced  in  the  epitaphs  over  tb* 
graves  of  the  men  from  the  Erebus  the  manly  and 
Christian  spirit  of  Franklin,  In  the  true  spirit 
of  chivalry,  he,  their  osntain  and  leader,  led 
Ihem  amidst  dangers  and  unknown  diffiuultiw 
with  iron  will  stamped  upon  his  brow,  but  the 
words  of  m^f  kneaa,  gentleness,  and  truth  were 
hie  device."— Alii,  p.m. 

With  this  discovery  the  work  of  the  ships 
for  tbe  season  may  be  said  to  have  closed. 
Wellington  Channel,  as  far  as  vision  extend- 
ed, presented  a  continuous  sheet  of  ice, 
much  of  it,  as  we  learn  from  Dr.  Sutherland 
and  other  experienced  persons,  appearing  "to 
be  at  least  three  years  old."    (ii.  124.)    Ia 
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ndd-cbannel  of  Barrow's  Strait,  at  the  same 
time  (Aug.  25,)  the  pack  was  seen  to  west- 
waidy  but 

"  the  sea  was  as  smooth  as  oil ;  and  thonsands  of 
■eala,  in  which  one  could  distinguish  three  species 
— the  ocean  or  Greenland  seal,  the  bearded  seal, 
and  the  common  seal — were  seen  taking  their 
pastime  in  the  water.  White  whales  were  also 
■een  in  great  abundance.'* — Suth,  i.  293. 

Oabom  also  dwells  upon  the  enormous  shoals 
of  white  whales — the  water  appearing  as  if 
filled  with  them  ;  he  states  that  eleven  bears 
were  seen,  and  that  large  flights  of  wild  fowl 
came  down  Wellington  Channel.  By  the 
middle  of  September  Austin's  ships  were 
fast  fixed  in  the  ice,  in  the  channel  between 
Griffith's  Island  and  Cornwallis  Land,  and 
here  they  were  secured  as  well  as  might  be 
for  the  winter.  Penny  made  his  ships  fast 
in  Assistance  Harbor,  on  the  south  coast  of 
Cornwallis  Land,  about  20  miles  east  of 
Austin's  station;  and  here,  also.  Sir  John 
Boea,  in  the  Felix,  wintered. 

The  other  ships  turned  homewards.  The 
North  Star  left  her  winter  quarters  in  Wol- 
stenholme  Sound  on  the  Srd  of  August,  and 
reached  Port  Leopold  on  the  12th.  Being 
unable,  however,  from  the  ice  to  land  her 
atores  there,  she  deposited  them  at  Admiral- 
W  Inlet,  where,  as  we  have  seen.  Sir  £. 
Belcher  was  unable  to  find  any  trace  of 
them. 

The  American  Expedition  made  a  most 
ungular  sweep.  Lieut,  de  Haven  parted 
eompany  with  the  other  searching  vessels  on 
the  Idth  of  September  ofif  Griffith's  Island. 
Bat  the  frost  had  already  set  in,  and,  snow 
having  fallen,  the  sea  was  covered  with  a 
tenacious  coating  through  which  it  was  im- 
poaaible  for  the  vessels  to  force  their  way. 
Aa  the  ice  about  them  thickened  they 
became  entirely  at  the  mercy  of  the  winds 
and  currents.  To  the  astonishment  of  all  on 
board,  they  were  carried  directly  up  Wel- 
lington Channel.  Here,  drifting  about  as  the 
wind  varied,  they  came,  on  the  22nd  of  Sep- 
tember, in  sight  of  that  island  which  in  our 
charts  is  named  Baillie  Hamilton.  To  the 
north-west  was  distinctly  seen  the  cloud  of 
"  frost-smoke,"  indicative  of  open  water,  and 
signs  of  animal  life  became  more  abundant 
For  the  remainder  of  September  the  vessels 
were  nearly  stationary  : — throughout  Octo- 
ber and  November  again  they  were  drifted  to 
and  fro  by  the  changing  wind,  but  never 
passing  out  of  Wellington  Channel.  On  the 
1st  of  November  the  new  ice  was  upwards 
of  three  feet  thick. 


"  Still  frequent  breaks  would  occur  in  it,  often 
in  fearful  proximity  to  the  vessels.  Hummocks, 
consisting  of  massive  granite-like  blocks,  would 
be  thrown  up  to  the  height  of  twenty  and  even 
thirty  feet.  This  action  in  the  ice  was  accom- 
panied with  a  variety  of  sounds  impossible  to  be 
described,  but  which  never  failed  to  carry  a  feel- 
in^jr  of  awe  into  the  stoutest  hearts." — De  Hareri's 
lUport. 

By  the  beginning  of  December  the  ships 
were  carried  down  the  Channel,  and  entered 
Lancaster  Sound.  Westerly  winds  now  pre- 
vailing, the  vast  field  of  ice,  with  the  impris- 
oned ships,  slowly  drifted  to  the  mouth  of 
the  Sound.  In  January  they  were  fairly 
launched  in  Baffin's  Bay,  and  a  steady  drift 
commenced  to  the  southward,  the  vessels 
being  carried  along  with  the  whole  vast  body 
of  ice.  On  the  19th  of  May  Cape  Serle 
was  descried,  being  the  first  land  seen  for 
four  months ;  a  few  days  later  Cape  Walsing- 
ham  was  visible,  and  the  ships  passed  out  of 
the  Arctic  zone.  On  the  6  th  of  June,  the 
whole  immense  floe  in  which  they  had  been 
inextricably  locked  for  nearly  mne  months 
was  rent  in  all  directions,  without  violence  or 
noise,  leaving  not  a  piece  exceeding  100 
yards  in  diameter.  Thenceforth  the  vessels 
were  free,  and  in  due  time  safely  reached 
New  York.  During  the-  winter,  the  occupa- 
tions and  amusements  most  suitable  for  pre- 
serving the  crews  in  health  had  been  perse- 
vered in — but  sledges  and  boats  with  stores 
were  always  ready  in  case  of  accident,  each 
man  being  furnished  with  a  bundle  clothes 
which  he  could  catch  up  at  a  moment*s 
notice. 

From  this  extraordinary  sweep  we  must 
conclude  that  the  barrier  of  ice  across  Wel- 
lington Channel,  apparently  fixed  firmly  to 
the  land  on  either  side,  was  really  in  contin- 
ual motion.  It  seems  to  have  been  obedient 
to  the  wind  rather  than  to  anv  settled  current. 
Of  these  facts  our  ships,  safe  in  their  winter- 
quarters,  were  entirely  ignorant ;  and  when, 
so  late  as  the  12th  of  August  in  the  follow- 
ing season,  they  still  saw  the  entrance  of  the 
Channel  firmly  closed  against  them  by  solid 
ice,  we  cannot  feel  surprised  at  their  suppos- 
ing it  to  have  remained  unmoved .  since  the 
first  day  of  their  arrival.  Here  the  princi- 
pal business  of  the  winter  was  preparation 
for  the  spring  journeys.  Amusements  were 
not  neglected ;  there  were  plays  and  mas- 
querades ;  the  general  health  of  all  the  men 
was  good ;  and  we  have  more  than  one  ad- 
mission that  throughout  the  long  winter 
"  hardships  there  were  none." 

The  arrangements  for  the  sledging  paitiea 
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were,  in  both  expeditions,  very  complete,  j 
Ever?  prortftion  was  made  for  the  health  aod 
comlori  of  the  men,  nod  whoever  gUacea  IdIo  | 
the  blue-books  will  ncltDOwledge  that  Auil'n 
most  thoroughly  fulfilled  the  duties  of  a  sliil- 
ful  nod  humaoe  commander.  By  an  arrange- 
ment with  Penny,  made  as  early  as  17th 
October,  18fi0,  the  latter  undertook  the  com- 
plete '  search  of  Wellinglon  Strait,'  while 
Austin's  detachments  were  to  examine  the 
shores  north  and  south  of  Barrow's  Strait. 
The  coasU  newly  explored  by  these  parties 
are  laid  down  in  the  charts  of  Arrowimith 
and  the  Admiralty.  We  eonfine  our  notice 
to  the  three  rouiei  which  it  seemed  most 
likely  Frit nkl in  might  have  takeo  : — to  the 
west  by  Melville  Island,  la  the  south-west  by 
Cape  Walker,  and  to  the  north-west  by  Wei- 
liogtoa  Channel. 

Of  all  Austin's  parties,  that  under  Lieu- 
tenant M'Clintock  was  most  ably  and  suc- 
cessfully conducted.  He  left  the  ships  on 
the  16th  of  April,  and  taking  a  coarse  due 
west,  reached  Point  Griffith  on  the  eastern 
shore  of  Melville  Island  on  the  11th  of  May. 
On  the  Slst  he  sighted  Winter  Harbor,  but 
there  being  neither  ships,  tents,  nor  any  sign 
of  human  habitation  to  be  seen,  he  deferred 
any  close  scrutiny  of  it  until  his  return.  By 
the  27th  of  May  he  had  reached  Cape  Dun- 
das  at  the  western  extremity  of  Melville 
Island,  snd,  on  the  following  day,  ascendinK 
a  high  cli£F,  made  out  the  coast  of  Banks 
Land. 

'Its  esBiern  exireine  was  indistinct;  but  its 
western  extreme  UrniJnated  abruptly.  Banks' 
I^nd  appeani  to  be  very  lofty,  with  steep  cliffs 
and  Urge  ravines,  as  sOout  Cape  DudcIss.  I 
cuuld  uiuke  out  the  ravines  and  snow-patches 
diatincUy  with  my  gia»».' —Si' Clinloek'i  Rtpart. 

To  the  north  of  Bunkn'  Land,  at  a  distance 
from  it  of  about  seventy  miles,  he  discovered 
a  range  of  land  appurenily  running  nearly 
doe  west.  "  This  does  not  present  steep 
cliffs,  but  a  bold  and  deeply  indented  coast; 
the  Und  rising  to  the  interior,  and  interaeclwl 
by  valleys  rattier  than  ravines."  The  sea  he 
imagined  lo  continue  to  the  westward.  Fol- 
lowing the  coast  of  Melville  Island  to  the 
north-east,  he  entered  Liddon  Qolf,  and  here 
saw  fragments  of  cool  of  good  quality.  Leav- 
ing the  shore,  he  crossed  the  Gulf  to  gain 
BushnanCove,  where  Parry  iu  his  journey 
across  the  island  in  1B2U  had  left  the  "strong 
buC  light  cart,"  In  which  he  hod  oarried  his 
tent  and  stores.  On  the  1st  of  June  M'Clm- 
tock  reached  the  west  point  of  the  Cove,  and, 
leaving  two  men  to  prepare  supper,  he  com- 


menced  a  search  with  four  others  forPany'i 
encampment  of  the  lltb  of  Jane,  1820 : — 

"  On  reaehin^c  the  ravine  leading  into  the  cove, 
we  spread  across,  and  wslknl  Q-,  snd  easily  found 
[be  eocsmpoieni,  although  the  pole  had  fallsD 
down.  The  very  sccnrate  report  published  of 
his  journey  saved  ui  mnch  labor  in  findiog  the  tin 
cylinder'and  ammunition.  The  crevices  between 
the  Btonee  piled  over  them  were  tilled  with  ice  sod 
snow  ;  the  powder  compleietj  destroved,  snd 
cylinder  eaten  through  with  rust,  and  filled  with 
ice.  Fnwn  the  extreme  difficulty  of  descendinf 
into  such  a  ravine  with  any  vehicle,  I  suppoaM 
ihatthe  most  direct  ronle  where  all  seeoied  equally 
l)ad  was  selected,  therefore  sent  the  men  directly 
np  its  northern  hank  in  seaeh  of  the  wheels 
which  were  left  where  the  cart  broke  down. 
They  fonnnalely  found  them  at  once;  erected  a 
cairn  about  the  remains  of  the  wail  built  to  shel- 
ter the  ten! ;  placed  a  record  on  it  in  one  tin 
caae  within  another.  We  then  collected  a  few 
relics  of  our  predecessors,  and  returned  with  the 
remains  of  the  cart  to  our  encampment.  An  ex- 
cellent fire  had  been  made  whh  willow  stem*, 
and  upon  this  a  kettle,  containing  Parry's  cylin- 
der, was  placed.  As  soon  as  the  ice  was  thawed 
out  of  it,  the  record  it  contained  was  carefnilr 
taken  out.  I  could  only  just  diitiogoish  the  date. 
Had  it  been  in  a  better  state  of  preservation  I 
would  have  restored  it  to  its  lonely  position. "-— 
Ibid. 

As  the  weather  was  misty,  M'Clintock  M 
not  explore  the  head  of  the  eulf,  but  etruek 
directly  across  the  land  for  Winter  Harbor. 
It  was  evident  that  no  one  had  visited  tba 
place  since  Parry's  departure  in  I8S0.  The 
inscription  cut  upon  the  face  of  the  sandstone 
rock  by  Mr.  Fisher  appeared  qaite  fresh.  A 
hare,  discovered  at  the  foot  of  this  rock,  vas 
so  tame  that  she  entered  the  tent,  and  would 
almost  allow  the  men  to  touch  her. 

"  I  have  never  seen  any  animal  in  it  it*  natnnl 
slate  so  perfectly  fearless  of  men ;  and  there  can* 
not  be  a  more  convincing  proof  that  onr  missing* 
countrymen  have  not  been  here.  A  ptarmigan 
alighted  on  tlie  rock,  and  was  shot,  without  in  the 
least   disturbing  puss  as  she  sat  beneath  it." — 

Ibid. 

On  tiie  6ih  of  June  M'Clintock  left  Winter 
Harbor,  and  reached  the  ships  on  the  4th  of 
July.  The  tatter  part  of  his  journey  was 
fatiguing,  from  the  extensive  pools  of  water 
in  the  ice,  but  all  his  men  arrived  in  excelleet 
health  and  spirits.  He  was  out  80  days, 
and  had  travelled  770  mites.  Several  rein- 
deer, musk-oxen,  and  bears  were  shot,  be- 
sides numerous  birds — and  the  food  thus 
obtained  was  of  very  material  importance  to 
the  people.  This  journey  made  it  certain 
that  Franklin  had  not  passed  west  of  the 
Parry  Islands, 
I     The  expedition  under  CapUun  Odudsd^ 
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and  Ijffat.  Oiboni  Bouth-weat  of  Gape  Wmlker 
determined  nothing.  The  cape  wa«  found  to 
be  the  nortb-eutem  eitremity  of  an  island, 
separated  from  the  continent  by  a  narrov 
ohaoDel.  Beyond  the  cape  the  const  awept 
round  to  the  aoutb,  untd  interrupted  by  a 
bay  about  20  mile*  wide.    WhQe  Ommane^ 

Sroceeded  to  examine  the  shorea  of  thi«  bay 
shorn  struck  across  it,  and  making  the  land 
■gain,  which  still  trended  southerly,  he  fol- 
lowed it  some  miles  further,  and  then  trav- 
elled a  few  miles  acroH  the  sea  to  the  west. 
Bnt,  after  a  short  journey,  finding  the  ice 
exceeding^  hummocky,  he  retraced  his  steps. 
From  his  farthest  point  he  saw  a  continua- 
tion of  land  to  the  south,  but  could  perceive 
ndtber  land  nor  loom  of  land  to  the  west  or 
aouth-west.  As  the  weather  was  clear,  and 
be  had  a  good  spy-glass,  and  as  moreover  he 
had  advanced  westward  fifteen  miles  from 
the  coast,  his  view  must  have  extended  h 
considerable  distance.  Both  Ommaney  and 
Osbom  are  clear  that  the  coast  they  trav- 
ersed could  never  be  navigable  for  ships 
Shoals  extended  for  a  considerable  distance 
into  the  sen;  the  water,  to  the  depth  of  sev- 
era!  feet  in-shore,  was  frozen  to  tne  bottom, 
and  enormous  masses  of  ice  were  thrown  up 
on  the  floe  by  pressure,  and  grounded  on 
tbe  atnnd.  But  the  question  is — not  whether 

that  particular  coast  was  navigable,  but 

whether  there  was  auy  reason  to  suppose 
Uiat  a  navigsble  sea  existed  between  the 
■here  they  followed  to  the  south,  and  the 
nearest  coast  to  the  west  yet  discovered 
(Banks'  Land)— a  distance  of  300  miles  at 
least.  Lieut.  Osborn  had  never  been  among 
ice  before ;  with  more  experience  he  would 
have  known  that  the  enormous  blocks  he  saw 
a^und  and  on  the  doe  surely  indicated  mo- 
tion at  some  rime.  It  is  common  enough  to 
find  coasts  fast  bound  with  ice,  even  in  the 
o]>en  season,  while  open  water  exists  some 
miles  off.  Thus  Parry  tells  us  that  he  found 
Prince  Leopold's  Islands  "encumbered  with 
ice  to  the  disUnoe  of  four  or  five  miles  all 
round  them,  while  the  strait  was  generally  as 
clear  and  navigable  as  any  part  of  the  Atlan- 
tic." Before  the  last  Committee,  M'Clin- 
tock  stated  that  there  was  no  appearance  of 
the  sea  being  navigable  west  of  Melville  Is- 
land— and  then  followed  some  questions  bv 
Parry :—  -t  j 

"  Sir  B.  Parry.— Does  that  remark  apply  to 
the  whole  of  Iha  ice  lo  the  southward  of  Melville 
Island  1  M'Cli»loek—Ko.  Porrj,,— Slate  where- 
abouts in  your  opinion  it  wu  likely  to  be  navifa- 
hle  to  the  sooth  of  Melville  Island.  AfCrtntoct. 
— Ithinktolheeastof  WinterHarbor.  fairy.— 


Then  you  think  a  ship  conid  probably  ^  to  the 
•ODthward  and  westward  more  easily  to  the  east- 
ward of  Winter  Harbor  than  by  going  on  lo  the 
west pait of Uelville Island?   MClintock. — Yes." 

When  Parry  himself  was  off  the  east  end  of 
Melville  Island,  he  found  his  soundings  uni- 
formly increase  as  he  went  to  the  south.  "  In 
standmg  to  the  southward,  we  had  gradually 
deepen«l  the  soundings  to  lOS  mthoms. 
Here  is  proof  of  deep  water  in  the  direction 
Franklin  was  ordered  to  take  ;  nor  is  there 
any  evidence  to  show  that  there  may  not  be, 
at  certain  seasons,  a  navigable  sea  to  the 
south,  which  may  lead,  as  M'Clintock  sup- 
poses, far  to  the  west  qf  the  Parry  group. 

Of  Penny's  parties  one  followed  the  west- 
em  and  tbe  other  the  eastern  side  of  Wel- 
lington Channel,  until  both  were  stopped  by 
reaching  open  water.  Captain  Stewart,  on 
the  east,  or  rather  north  side  of  the  channel, 
reached  Cape  Becher  30th  May  ;  from  hence 
be  could  see  waUr  washing  the  land  all  along,  - 
with  much  broke-up  ice  in  the  offing.  Mr. 
Ooodstr,  on  the  opposite  shore,  first  saw  open 
water  from  Disappointment  Bay  on  the  20th 
of  May,  To  the  west  an  open  channel  ap- 
peared. Penny  himself,  traversing  the  chan- 
nel from  south  to  north,  reached  the  islands 
which  divide  the  strait  into  three  narrow 
shannels.  From  Point  Surprise,  on  the  north 
of  Baillie  Hamilton  island,  be  beheld  a  vast 
expanse  of  ojwn  waUr,  and  here,  ha  tells  us, 
"  t^e  expression  that  escaped  me  was,  '  No 
one  will  ever  reach  Sir  John  Franklin  ;  here 
we  are,  and  no  traces  are  to  be  found  ;'  so 
we  returned  to  the  slpdges  veir  muoh  disap- 
pointed." {Suth.  ii.  132.)  Determining  to 
prosecute  the  search  further  in  a  boat,  he  re- 
lumed to  the  ships  with  ail  speed,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  a  boat  lo  the  edge  of  the 
water  by  the  ITlfa  of  June,  but  a  succesdon 
if  contrary  gales  prevented  him  afttr  all  from 
netting  further  than  Baring  Island— though 
there  was  open  water  to  the  north-west.  He 
got  back  to  his  ships  on  the  26th  of  July. 

Towards  the  close  of  June  the  ice  in  Bar- 
row's Strait  broke  up.  Mr.  Stewart,  under 
date  of  the  27th,  writes: — "I  went  to  the 
land,  and  ascended  the  hill,  and  then  saw 
that  the  ice  in  Barrow's  Strait  was  all  adrift 
and  broken  up,  to  the  utmost  limits  of  vision 
assisted  by  a  telescope."  On  the  lOih  of 
July,  as  we  leam  from  Osborn — 

"  Not  a  panicle  of  ice  was  to  be  seen  east  or 
west  in  Barrow's  Strair,  except  between  Griffith's 
Itland  and  Cape  Martyr,  where,  some  ten  miles 
from  the  water,  and  in  the  centre  of  a  fixed  floe, 
our  nnlncky  squadron  was  jsmnwd.    Everywhere 
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else  a  clear  sea  spread  itself,  sparkling  and  break- 
ing under  a  fresh  southerly  breeze." 

Surely  this  must  have  taught  our  young  lieu- 
tenant that  it  was  very  possible  for  a  naviga- 
ble sea  to  exist,  at  some  miles'  distance  from 
an  ice-bound  coast.  It  was  August  before 
the  ships  were  free.  Captain  Austin  then 
addressed  an  official  note  to  Penny,  distinctly 
asking  "  whether  you  consider  that  the  search 
of  Wellington  Strait,  made  by  the  expedition 
under  your  charge,  is  so  far  satisfactory  as  to 
render  a  further  prosecution  in  that  direction, 
if  practicable,  unnecessary/'  The  reply  was — 

**  Assistance  Bay,  Wlh  August,  1851. 
"  Sir  : — Your  question  is  easily  answered.  My 
opinion  is,  Wellington  Channel  requires  no  fur- 
ther search.  All  has  been  done  in  the  power  of 
man  to  accomplish,  and  no  trace  has  been  found. 
What  else  can  be  done  ?  I  have,  &c. — William 
Perry." 

The  following  day  Penny  put  to  sea.  The 
entrance  of  Wellington  Channel  was  then 
full  of  heavy  ice,  nor  did  there  appear  any 
probability  that  it  would  break  up  that  sea- 
son. Penny  states  that  he  now  determined 
to  get  home  before  the  other  ships. 

•*  When  I  saw  Sir  John  Ross  taken  in  tow  by 
Captain  Austin,  from  this  moment  I  was  deter- 
mined I  should  go  home  before  him,  and  had  ffreat 
cause  to  be  satiisfied  with  the  decision,  for  f  had 
every  reason  to  suppose  that  disrepute  would  be 
thrown  upon  what  we  had  done,  and  1  told  this  to 
my  officers." — Penny's  Evidence. 

Pushing  forward  with  all  speed.  Penny  ar- 
rived in  London  on  the  12th  of  September. 
Austin's  ships  explored  the  entrances  of 
Jones's  Sound  and  Smith's  Sound,  and  did 
not  reach  home  for  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks 
later.  In  tlie  meantime  Mr.  Penny  addressed 
a  letter  to  the  Admiralty,  asserting  his  con- 
viction that  the  missing  expedition  had  gone 
up  Wellington  Channel,  and  that  **  its  course 
should  be  therein  followed  with  the  utmost 
energy,  determination,  and  despatch."  This 
suggestion  was  so  contrary  to  the  spirit  of 
his  note  to  Austin  on  the  11th  of  August, 
that  he  was  called  on  by  the  Admiralty  to 
transmit  a  copy  of  his  official  correspondence. 
In  place  of  doing  so,  he  made  statements  to 
the  effect  that  he  had  entreated  Captain 
Austin  to  give  him  a  steamer  to  make  an 
effort  to  get  up  Wellington  Channel,  and 
that  his  last  words  to  Austin  were,  *'  Qo 
up  Wellington  Channel,  sir,  and  you  will 
do  good  service  to  the  cause."  As  the 
result  of  these,  and  other  statements  of  a 
like  kind,  a  Committee  of  Arctic  officers  was 


appointed  to  inquire  into  the  circumstancea.^ 
They  properly  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
Captam  Austin  could  put  only  one  construc- 
tion on  Mr.  Penny's  letters,  and  would  not 
have  been  justified  in  commencing  a  fresh 
search  in  a  direction  concerning  which  he 
naturally  considered  himself  to  have  received 
the  most  authentic  information. 

At  the  time  when  open  water  was  disco- 
vered high  up  Wellington  Channel,  the  sea 
in  every  other  direction  was  covered  with 
solid  ice.  The  fact  is  remarkable,  whatever 
conclusion  may  be  drawn  from  it.  The  pre* 
valent  opinion  seems  to  be  that  Franklin, 
having  learnt  at  his  winter-quarters  the  ex- 
istence of  this  open  water,  thenceforth  di- 
rected all  his  energies  to  meet  it,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  the  attempt.  There  are,  however, 
not  inconsiderable  difficulties  in  the  way  of 
this  supposition.  Be  it  conceded  that  in  the 
summer  of  1846  Franklin  found  the  entrance 
of  the  channel  open,  and  knew  of  the  sea 
beyond  it,  does  it  follow,  as  matter  of  cer- 
tainty, that  he  would  take  that  course  ?  The 
mere  fact  of  a  prospect  of  open  water  to  the 
north  might  not  appear  to  him  of  much  im- 
portance, as  it  is  commonly  found  through- 
out the  winter  at  the  head  of  Baffin's  Bay 
and  in  gulfs  on  the  coast  of  Greenland,  where 
the  tide,  as  in  Wellington  Channel,  runs  high 
and  sets  strongly.  We  know  that  Sir  John 
Barrow  warned  Franklin  and  his  officers 
against  attempting  Wellington  Channel — not 
because  it  might  be  closed,  but  because 

"  as  far  as  experience  went,  it  was  entirely  free 
from  ice — no  one  venturing  to  conjecture  to  what 
extent  it  might  go,  or  into  what  difficulties  it  might 
lead."--iWongfe«,  37,  38. 

We  have  seen  what  his  Instructions  were; 
and  Richardson  observes  : — 

'*  It  is  admitted  bv  all  who  are  intimately  ae- 

3uainted  with  Sir  John  Franklin,  that  his  first  en^ 
eavor  would  be  to  act  up  to  the  letter  of  his  In- 
structions." 

Sir  F.  Beaufort  says,  "  he  was  not  a  man 
to  treat  his  orders  with  levity;"  and  such  is 
the  testimony  of  all  the  important  witnesses. 
It  is  only  on  the  supposition  that  Franklin 
found  it  iir possible  to  penetrate  to  the  south- 
west that  any  of  his  friends  imagine  he  might 
have  tried  Wellington  Channel. 

Setting  aside  all  gossiping  communication, 
usually  a  fertile  source  of  error,  and  oftener 
supplied  by  imagination  than  by  memory,  we 
are  not  without  decisive  evidence  of  Frank- 
lin's real  opinion.  In  the  Diary  of  Fitzjames 
there  is,  under  date  of  June  6, 1845,  one  very 
remarkable  passage : — 


1858.] 

"  At  dlniior  to-day  Sir  John  nve  na  a  pleiMnt 
Bcooant  of  his  e^cpectationa  or  being  able  to  get 
&iroufi\  the  ire  on  the  coaat  of  America,  and  oie 
ditbtHef  in  the  idea  thai  then  t(  open  laa  ta  (he 
ttorlhaard.  Ho  bIbo  said  he  belierad  i(  powible  to 
reach  ihe  pole  over  the  ice  by  wintering  at  Spitz- 


Ptiry  OD  it." — Mangta,  78. 

To  our  miod  these  wordi  are  conclusive  as 
to  Franklin's  hopes  and  inten^oDg.  In  his 
■Mond  journey  totbe  Mackenzie  river,  1825'fl, 
be  himself  writes  that  from  the  summit  of 
Oany  Island 

"tbe  aea  appeared  in  all  its  majesty,  entirely  free 
liom  ice,  and  withooi  any  msibU  ohnrutlion  to  iU 
tiaaigation,  and  never  was  a  prospect  more  grati* 
fyiag  than  that  which  lay  open  to  as," 

J%tn  he  had  ardently  wished  for  a  ship  in 
which  he  could  leave  that  shallow  shore,  and 
■t«er  direct  for  Bebring's  Slrait,  It  was 
tbia  sea  which  he  was  instructed  to  reach, 
and  which  there  seemed  every  probability  of 
his  reaching  by  pushing  to  the  south-west 
between  100"  and  110«  W.  long.  It  was 
greatly  in  favor  of  his  attempting  this  pas- 
sage that,  even  shonld  be  meet  with  obstruc- 
tions, he  might  reasonably  hope  to  resch  the 
North  American  shore  by  boats,  or  by  a  jour- 
ney across  the  ice,  and  thus  connect  the  dis- 
coveries of  Parry  with  his  own. 

Fairly  staled,  the  cose  stands  thus : — On 
the  supposition  that  he  ancended  the  Channel, 
we  must  suppose  either  that  he  disobeyed 
the  Admiralty  orders  (which  all  who  know 
bim  agree  he  would  not  do),  or  tliat  he  tried 
to  penetrate  to  the  soutb-west  before  he  en- 
tered bis  winter  harbor  or  immediately  on 
qnitting  it.  Could  be  have  made  the  attempt 
in  1845  1  He  left  Disco  Island  on  the  I2th 
July,  and  at  the  close  of  that  month  was 
■tniggline  with  the  middle  ice  in  Baffin's  Bay. 
He  had  himself,  as  we  learn  from  Fitzjames, 
a  perfect  knowledge  of  the  difficulty  there 
would  be  in  getting  to  Lancaster  Sound : — 

"Parry  was  fortunate  enough,  in  his  first  voy- 

S«,  lo  sail  right  across  in  nine  or  ten  days, — a 
ing  unheard  of  bernre  or  since.  In  bii  next 
voyage  he  was  fifty-four  day»  toiling  through 
fields  of  ice,  and  did  not  m-l  in  till  September — 
yet  Laocaflter  Sound  is  the  point  we  look  lo  as 
Ihe  beginning  of  our  jcork." 

Now,  progress  from  Disco  Island  to  Lan- 
caster Sound  took  Rosa  (Sir  John)  in  bis 
first  voyage  from  17th  June  to  30th  August. 
Sir  James  Ross,  in  1848,  was  from  20th  July 
to  20th  August  struggling  through  the  mid- 
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die  ice,  and  did  not  reacb  Cape  Totle  till  1st 
September.  Penny's  ships  were  at  Disco 
Island  May  Srd,  1850,  and  did  not  reach 
Beechey  Island  till  26tb  August.  To  make 
the  same  distance  took  Mr.  Kennedy,  in  1861, 
from  the  commencement  of  July  till  the  4tb 
September,  and  Sir  £.  Belcher,  in  the  remark- 
able open  season  of  18S2,  from  June  12  to 
August  lltb.  It  is  not  probable  that  Frank- 
lin could  have  reached  Barrow's  Strait  until 
the  end  of  August  or  beginning  of  Septem- 
ber; and  it  is  hardly  conceivable  that  he 
could  that  season  have  sa^sGed  himself  that 
there  was  no  passage  to  the  south-west — 
more  especially  as  he  must  have  taken  up 
his  station  early,  and  before  young  ice  begui 
to  form. 

Shall  we  suppose,  then,  that,  on  getting 
out  of  harbor,  he  advanced  to  the  south- 
west, and,  baffled  in  bis  efforts,  returned  to 
Wellington  Channel  ?  The  absence  of  any 
signals  on  the  shore  either  way  must  go  far 
to  negative  the  idea ;  and  it  is  more  than 
doubtful  whether  the  two  months  of  an  Arc- 
tic summer  would  suffice  for  such  an  explo- 
ration. Wellington  Channel  is  intricate,  and, 
for  ships  of  the  size  of  the  Erebus  and  Terror, 
would  require  great  caution.  Fenny  states 
tbat^- 

"  the  fearful  rate  the  tide  runs  (not  less  than  six 
knol«)  through  the  sounds  that  divide  the  Channel 
renders  it  dangerous  even  for  a  boat,  much  more 
to  a  thip,  unless  clear  of  ice,  which,  from  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  ice  here,  will  not  be  clear  this 


The  experienced  Abemetby  says : — 

"  Wellington  Strait  is  a  dangerous  navigable 
passage,  the  ice  flowing  about  with  the  tide.  It 
wonld  not  be  safe  for  a  ship  to  go  up  there." 

Lieut.  Aldrich  conceived  there  must  be 
"  vast  difficulty  in  navigating  the  Strait;"  and 
Captain  Austin  observes  that  the  navigation 
of  the  Channel  must  be  very  critical,  as  all 
narrow  straits  in  icy  teas  are."  We  do  not 
quote  these  statements  as  evidence  that  the 
Strait  cannot  be  navigated,  for  Sir  K  Belcher 
has  settled  that  question ;  but  to  prove 
how  unlikely  it  is  that  the  Channel  could  he 
passed  through  rapidly.  On  the  supposition 
that  Franklin  went  up  it,  how  are  we  to  ac- 
count for  the  absence  of  cairns  or  flag-staffs, 
which  would  show  he  had  visited,  or  taken 
possession  of,  the  newly-found  land  ? — for  no 
shores  have  been  so  minutely  explored  as 
these. 

In  our  total  ignorance  of  the  geography 
of  that  region  which  Franklin  was  directed  to 
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examine,  it  would  be  rash  to  speculate  on  the 
difficulties  into  which  an  openinf;^  to  the  south- 
west miffht  lead .  Before  Lancaster  .  Sound 
was  explored,  no  one  could  have  supposed 
that  it  would  open  out  so  many  intricate  chan- 
nels, or  display  that  intermingling  of  land 
and  sea  on  either  side  north  and  south,  which 
the  skill  of  our  best  navigators  for  the  last 
thirty  years  has  failed  to  make  more  than  im- 
perfectly known.  Franklin's  ships  may  have 
been,  as  the  Fury  was,  forced  ashore  in 
some  narrow  ice-chocked  channel  far  to  the 
west,  or  they  may  have  been  caught  in  the 
bottom  of  some  gulf  from  which  they  have 
been  unable  to  escape.  Between  him  and 
the  American  continent  there  may  be  moun- 
tainous land,  and  immense  Oelds  of  that  pe- 
culiar sharp-pointed  ice  which  Kellett  says  it 
would  be  impossible  to  traverse  by  any  exer- 
tion or  contrivance.     He  describes  it  as 

"  very  much  broken,  or  rough,  with  pinnacles  of 
considerable  height.  Travelling  over  it  for  any 
distance  is,  I  should  say,  impossible ;  many  of 
the  floes  are  nearly  covered  with  water,  the  mi- 
rage from  which  distorted  objects  in  the  most  ex- 
traordinary way." 

In  the  same  way  Pullen  gives  it  as  his  opin- 
ion that  there  would  be  no  possibility  of 
reaching  the  North  American  coast  across 
the  heavy  hammocky  ice  he  saw  to  the  north. 
We  are  constrained,  indeed,  to  admit  that 
the  fact  of  no  trace  of  Franklin  having  as 
yet  been  found  furnishes  a  strong  presump- 
tion that  he  is  no  longer  in  existence ;  but 
we  say  that  that  fact  alone  is  not  stronger 
against  his  having  taken  a  south-west  than  a 
north-west  course,  as  the  one  might  have 
led  him  into  as  great  peril  as  the  other,  and 
as  completely  have  deprived  him  of  the  pos- 
sibility of  communicating  with  any  point 
where  he  might  hope  for  assistance. 

We  are  not  ignorant  of  what  may  be  urged 
on  the  other  side ;  that  the  most  experienced 
Arctic  navigators  hug  the  northern  shore ; 
that — in  spite  of  the  evidence  of  Doctor 
Sutherland  and  others  as  to  the  usually  later 
breaking  up  of  the  ice  in  Wellington  Chan- 
nel— Franklin  might  have  met  with  an  im- 
penetrable barrier  of  ice  to  the  west,  while 
the  entrance  of  that  Channel  was  open  ;*  and 
that  Parry  in  his  first  voyage  in  vain  attempt- 
ed to  find  an  opening  in  the  ice  to  the  south. 
Our  argument  is  not  that  Franklin  must  have 


♦  Dr.  Sutherland,  when  asked  by  Sir  R  Parry 
whether  it  was  his  opinioD  that  the  ice  broke  up 
sooner  in  the  direction  of  Cape  Walker  than  at  the 
entrance  of  Wellington  Channel,  replied,  '*  Yes ; 
two  months  sooner." 


taken  any  one  particular  ooaraci»  Jwi  only 
that,  so  long  as  the  space  between  104^  and 
110°  W.  long,  is  unexplored,  it  cannot  be 
said  that  Franklin  has  been  fairly  sought  in 
the  direction  he  was  ordered  to  pursue. 

The  search  was  maintained  by  one  vessel 
only  in  the  following  year.  The  Pnnce  Al- 
bert, which  returned  home  m  1850,  after  her 
unsuccessful  cruise,  was  refitted,  and  sailed 
early  in  1851,  under  command  of  Mr.  Wil- 
liam Kennedy,  who  has  published  a  short 
and  sensible  narrative  of  his  voyage.  M. 
Bellot,  a  lieutenant  in  the  French  navy,  join- 
ed as  a  volunteer,  and  his  generous  ardor 
and  lively  spirits  seem  to  have  contributed 
greatly  to  the  efficiency  of  the  expedition. 
Kennedy  wintered  at  Batty  Bay,  on  the  west 
side  of  Regent's  Inlet.  In  his  spring  jour- 
ney of  1852  he  showed  what  it  was  in  the 
power  of  a  really  intrepid  traveller  to  accom- 
plish. Following  the  coast  to  the  south,  he 
found  a  channel  in  Brentford  Bay  leading 
westward.  Traversing  this  channel  he  came 
again  upon  the  sea,  thus  proving  North 
Somerset  to  be  a  larse  island.  On  his  right, 
to  the  north,  the  land  appeared  continuous. 
By  Lieut.  Browne's  examination  of  Peel's 
Sound  (or  Ommaney  Inlet)  from  Barrow's 
Strait,  we  were  led  to  suppose  that  it  was 
only  a  gulf,  which  would  so  far  correspond 
with  Mr.  Kennedy's  observation.  As  an  open 
sea  appeared  to  the  south,  it  is  not  unrea- 
sonably conjectured  that  it  may  be  continued 
to  the  Victoria  Strait  of  Rae ;  in  that  case 
the  narrow  channel  of  Brentford  Bay  would 
prove  that  at  least  one  south-west  passage 
existed.  Continuing  his  course  nearly  west^ 
until  he  passed  lOQr  west  long.,  he  turned 
to  the  north,  struck  the  sea  at  that  point 
reached  by  Capt.  Ommaney  in  exploring  the 
bay  which  bears  his  name,  then  turned  to 
the  east  and  to  the  north  till  he  reached  Cape 
Walker,  returning  to  his  ship  by  the  north 
shore  of  North  Somerset,  having  successful- 
ly performed  a  journey  of  eleven  hundred 
miles  and  been  absent  from  the  ship  for  nine- 
ty-seven days !  During  the  whole  time  they 
knew  no  other  shelter  than  the  snow  houses 
they  threw  up  at  each  resting-place. 

In  his  modest  narrative  Mr.  Kennedy  de- 
scribes the  general  order  of  his  arrange- 
ments. His  party,  including  M.  Bellot  and 
himself,  consisted  of  six  persons.  Their  lug- 
gage and  stores  were  borne  on  sleighs  made 
after  the  Indian  fashion,  five  Esquimaux  dogs 
very  materially  assisting  in  their  draught. 
Without  the  aid,  indeed,  of  these  much-en- 
during animals  so  long  a  journey  could 
scarcely  have  been  performed ;  and,  as  noth- 
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fng  cuiM  tmin  to  tbam  in  tlie  va^  of  food, 
hbeing  found  thnt  "  the?  throve  wonderfully 
on  old  leather  shoes  and  fag-ends  of  buffalo- 
robea,"  the  Bleiehs  were  not  much  burdened 
b;  care  for  their  proriaioD.  With  a  little 
practice  all  haods  became  eipert  in  the 
erection  of  anow-housea,  which  presented 
"  a  dome-ehaped  structure,  out  of  which  yon  have 
only  to  cat  a  small  hole  for  a  door,  to  find  yoar* 
■elf  within  a  very  light,  comforlabfe-lookinr  bee- 
hive on  a  large  scale,  in  which  you  can  bid  deS< 
ance  to  wind  and  weather.  Any  chioks  between 
the  bincks  are  filled  op  with  loo»e  snow  with  the 
band  from  the  outside ;  as  these  are  best  detected 
from  within,  a  man  ia  DBnally  sent  in  to  drive  a 
thin  rod  through  the  spot  where  he  discovers  a 
chink,  which  is  immeaialely  plastered  over  by 
Kme  one  from  without,  tilt  the  whole  hoose  is  aa 
air-tight  as  an  egg."— iVarrafiM,  78,  79. 

A>  respects  their  provision,  they  were  ma- 
terwlly  indebted  to  the  old  treasures  of  the 
Fury,  which  they  found  "  not  only  in  the 
bnt  preservation,  but  much  auperior  in  quali- 
ty, Mter  thirty  yeara  of  eipoanre  to  the 
westher,  to  some  of  our  own  stores  and  those 
anpplied  to  the  other  Arctic  expeditions."* 
While  travelling  they  had  a  cup  of  hot  tea 
night  Bud  morning — "  a  luxury  they  would 
not  have  exchanged  for  the  raiDea  of  Ophir." 
A  gill  and  a  haltof  spirits  of  wine  boiled  a 
jant  of  water.  When  detained  by  bad  weath- 
er they  had  but  one  meal  daily,  and  took  ice 
with  tbeir  biscuit  and  pemmioan  to  save 
fnel.  On  the  15th  of  Mny  ihey  reached 
Whaler  Point,  and  here  stopped  a  week  to 
recruit;  all  suffering  much  from  scurvy. 
At  thia  early  period  Regent's  Inlet  and  Bar- 
row's Strait  were  free  from  ice  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach.  In  a  notice  left  at  Whaler 
Point  it  was  aaid  "  Cape  Walker  was  care- 
fally  examined,  but  bore  no  evidence  what- 
ever of  its  having  been  visited  hy  Europe. 
too."  Now,  as  the  large  cairns,  formed  by 
the  parties  of  Ommaney  and  Oaborn  the  pre- 
vious spring,  could  thus  be  overlooked,  might 
not  signals  erected  by  franklin  have  been 
equally  nn  distinguish  able  amid  the  deep 
now  which  enveloped  this  bleak  and  rugged 
coast? 

By  the  SOth  of  May  the  travellers  were 
back  at  Batty  Bay,  where  all  had  gone  on 
well ;  but  it  was  not  until  the  6lh  of  August 
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*  On  ■  strict  uid  careful  ■arv«y,  made  lut  Jul]', 
of  the  preMrved  meats,  ]0,e70lbe.,  in  tin  oanistera, 
supplied  to  tbe  Plover,  they  were  found  "in  ■ 
pulpv,  decayed,  end  putrid  state,  totally  unfit  for 
DieD^  food.  The  whole  were  thrown  into  the 
■aa,  11  a  nuisauce.  It  it  much  to  be  feared  that 
Fninklin's  preserved  meata  may  have  been  of  no 
better  quality. 


thai  the  ship,  by  aawing  and  blatting,  eotiU 
be  got  clear  of  the  ice.  On  the  19tE  of  An- 
ffUBt  Kennedy  reached  Beechev  Island,  where 
Be  had  tbe  satisfaction  of  fincfing  the  North 
Star  engaged  in  sawing  into  winter  quarters. 
— The  expeditbn  of  Sir  E.  Belcher — consist- 
ing of  tbe  two  brigs  and  their  attendant 
steamen  previously  commanded  by  Aua^n, 
with  the  fiorth  Star  aa  a  depAt-ship — had  left 
the  Thames  on  the  21at  of  April,  and  arrived 
at  Beechey  Island  on  the  lOth  of  August. 
The  season  was  remarkably  open  ;  Welling- 
ton Channel  and  Barrow  Strait  were  ^1^% 
clear  of  ice :  on  the  14lh  of  August  Sir  E. 
Belcher  (with  a  ship  abd  a  steamer)  stood  up 
the  Chsnnel,  and  the  following  day  Captain 
Kellett  (with  the  other  brig  and  steamer) 
Buled  in  open  water  for  Melville  Inland. — 
From  the  North  Star  Mr.  Kennedy  received 
detpatchea  from  England.  He  would  gladly 
have  remained  out  another  leaaon,  hot,  aa  hia 
men  were  bent  on  returning,  he  was  compell- 
ed to  relinquish  bis  design,  and  bring  his  ship 
home. 

A  fortnight  after  his  departure.  Captain 
Inglefield,  m  tbe  Isabel  screw -steamer,  com- 
municated with  tbe  North  Star.  The  Isabel 
had  been  purchased  by  Lady  Franklin,  with 
assistance  from  the  Geographical  Society  and 
others.  In  her  Captam  Inglefield  quitted 
England  on  tbe  Bth  of  July  last ;  coasted  the 
northern  shores  of  Baffin  s  Bay ;  advanced 
much  further  up  Whale  Sound  than  any  pre- 
vious navigator,  finding  as  he  proceedea  an 
immense  expanse  of  open  water ;  ran  a  con- 
siderable   distance  up   Bmith'a   Sound   and 


Jones's  Sound  without  discovering  any  op- 

f losing  land  ;  and  then  made  for  Beechey  Is- 
and,  which  he  reached  on  tbe  7th  of  Sep- 


tember. It  is  the  opinion  of  this  skilful  ob- 
server that  all  the  three  great  sounds  at  the 
head  of  BafBn's  Bay  are  channels  leading 
into  the  Polar  Ocean.  It  is  to  be  regretted 
that,  in  so  favorable  a  season,  be  had  not  the 
opportunity  of  determining  this  question,  with 
regard  to  one  of  them  at  least.  But,  on  the 
whole,  considering  the  limited  time  at  his  dis- 
posal— bis  whole  voyage  lasting  but  four 
months — he  most  be  allowed  to  have  exerted 
himself  very  laudably. 

The  last  parliamentary  paper  prinU  tbe 
intelligence  received  from  Behring  s  Strait  to 
the  end  of  August,  1852.  Commander  Ma- 
guire,  who  was  sent  out  to  relieve  Captain 
Moore  io  the  Plover,  arrived  at  Port  Clarence 
on  the  30th  of  June,  The  crew,  with  th« 
exception  of  some  frost-bites,  were  well,  and 
had  behaved  admirably.  ConsUnt  inter- 
course had  been  kept  up  with  the  natives. 
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bat  no  tidings  had  been  beard  as  to  any  sub- 
ject of  anxiety.  The  Plover,  under  her  new 
commander,  put  to  sea  on  the  12th  of  July, 
and  arrived  at  Icy  Cape  on  the  19th,  whence 
Maguire  proceeded  in  a  boat  to  Point  Bar- 
row to  take  sounding  for  anchonge.  In 
his  last  despatch,  20th  Aufirust,  he  intimates 
his  expectation  that  he  shaU  be  able  to  place 
the  Plover  in  winter  quarters  there  about  the 
beginning  of  September.  He  much  advises 
that  a  steamer  should  be  sent  out  to  open  a 
communication  with  him ;  and,  considering 
how  strongly  a  vessel  of  this  kind  has  been 
recommended  for  the  service  by  Admiral 
Beaufort  and  other  high  authorities,  we  are 
quite  at  a  loss  to  understand  why  one  was 
not  sent  out  in  place  of  the  Rattlesnake  re- 
cently despatched. 

Mr.  Kennedy  is  about  to  depart  in  the 
Isabel  for  Behring's  Sea.  Lady  Franklin, 
aided  by  1000/.  subscribed  by  some  generous 
friends  in  Van  Diemen's  Land,  who  gratefully 
remember  Sir  John's  rule,  will  again  be  at 
the  charge  of  the  expedition.  The  Isabel 
will  be  provisioned  for  four  years.  Mr. 
Kennedy  hopes  he  shall  be  able  to  pass  the 
strait  this  year,  and  take  up  a  position  for 
the  winter  somewhere  near  Point  Barrow, 
whence  in  the  winter  and  spring  he  might 
explore  to  the  north  and  east,  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Melville  Island  and  Banks'  Land. 
Captain  Inglefield,  in  the  Phenix  steam-sloop, 
will  start  this  spring  for  Beechey  Island, 
accompanied  by  a  store-ship  containing  an 
ample  supply  of  provisions.  A  new  expedi- 
tion is  also,  we  observe,  to  be  fitted  out  by 
the  beneficentgMr.  Grinnell  of  New  York. 

The  present  state  of  the  search  then  is  this : 
—Sir  E.  Belcher  is  engaged  in  a  survey  of 
Wellington,  while  Captain  Kellett  is  proba- 
bly safely  anchored  in  Winter  Harbor,  the  old 
quarters  of  Parry.  Each  has  a  well-stored 
ship,  with  an  attendant  steamer ;  while  the 


North  Star,  within  reach  no  doubt  of  parties 
from  either  vessel,  remains  in  Franklin's  har- 
borage at  Beechey  Island.      On  the  Pacific 
side,  the  Plover,  we  may  presume,  is  advan- 
ced to  Point  Barrow.  We  have  no  intelligence 
of  M'Clure  since,  under  a  press  of  canvas, 
he  stood  for  the  pack-ice  off  Icy  Cape,  in 
August,  1 860 ;  nor  from  CoUinson  since  he 
passed  Behring's  Strait  in  July  of  the  follow- 
ing year.     Our  consul  at  Panama  indeed 
writes  that  Collinson  had  been  spoken  by  some 
whalers,  but,  without  details,  we  know  not 
what  credit  is  to  be  attached  to  the  report 
M'Clure  supposed  he  should  be  able  to  reaob 
England  by  way  of   Barrow's  Strait  some 
time  in  this  year,  either  by  navigating  his 
vessel    through   the    unknown  sea    whieh 
stretches  north  of  the  American  continent, 
or  by  quitting  his  ship  and  making  for  Mel- 
ville Island,  or  some  point  nearer  home. 
Stirring  tidings  of  some  kind  will  most  like- 
ly reach  us  in  the  course  of  a  few  months. 
The  search,  so  long  and  so  ardently  prosecu- 
ted,  continues  not  only  to  interest  the  scien- 
tific and  enterprising,  but  to  carry  with  it  the 
sympathies  of  the  whole  nation.      The  pub- 
lic mind  is  made  up  that  the  fate  of  the  miss- 
ing ships  shall  be  determined,  if  human  en- 
ergy can  determine  it — and  the  resolve  is  as 
wise  as  generous.     To  our  Navy,  under  God, 
we  owe  our  greatness  and  safety ;  and  in 
sending  forth  our  gallant  seamen  on  haasar- 
dous  enterprises,  we  are  bound  by  every 
possible  obligation  to  inspire  them  with  a 
full  confidence  that  they  are  under  the  eye 
and  gaurdianship  of  their  country,  and  that 
its  resources  will  be  exerted  to  the  utmost 
in  their  behalf.      The  pecuniary  cost  of  the 
search  is  not  to  be  regarded  in  comparison 
with  its  object ;  and  it  is  better  for  a  thou- 
sand lives  to  be  perilled  in  the  discharge  of 
duty  than  for  one  to  be  a 
I  neglect. 
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FELICIA     HEMANS. 


Among  the  many  lady  writers  of  the  pre- 
sent century,  few  have  higher  claims  upon 
cor  gratitude  and  regard  than  Felicia  Hb- 
MAHs.  The  hearts  and  '<  homes  of  merry 
England"  have  often  been  charmed  by  the 
music  of  her  plaintive  melodies,  sublimated 
by  their  lofty  moral  tone,  ennobled  and  re- 
fined by  their  gentle  teachings  of  faith,  and 
of  love ;  and  their  holy  aspirations  after  all 
that  is  beautiful  and  true.  The  poetry  of 
Mrs.  Hemans  may  not  possess  the  intellectu- 
ality, the  massive  power,  the  deep  eamest- 
1I6M,  the  beauty,  which  distinguish  that  of 
Mrs.  Barrett  Browning ;  nevertheless  it  is 
full  of  sweetness  and  gentleness,  and  of  a 
soft,  subdued  enthusiasm,  breathing,  more- 
over, throughout  such  a  trusting  and  affec- 
tionate spirit,  that  it  must  ever  find  a  wel- 
come and  a  rest  in  all  true,  loving  hearts. 

Felicia  Dorothea  Browne  was  the  daughter 
of  an  eminent  merchant  of  Liverpool.  She 
was  the  fifth  of  seven  children,  and  born  on 
the  25th  of  September,  1793.  While  she 
was  still  very  young,  her  father  suffered  a 
reverse  of  fortune,  and  consequently  left 
Liverpool  with  his  family,  to  reside  in  Wales. 
Here,  in  the  deep  seclusion  of  a  romantic 
country,  in  a  fine  old  mansion  at  Gwrych,  in 
Denbighshire,  Felicia  Browne  spent  many 
happy  years  of  childhood.  The  wild  far- 
distant  murmurs  of  the  "  solemn  sea,"  with 
its  teachings  of  the  grand  and  the  infinite, 
the  soft,  undefinable  whisperings  of  the  free, 
green  woodland,  the  song  of  birds,  the  fall  of 
waters,  the  changeful  skies,  and  all  the  end- 
less variety  of  mountain  scenery,  early  in- 
spired her  with  an  intense  love  and  sincerest 
reverence  for  nature,  that  silent,  but  ever 
true,  and  noble  educator  of  the  poet's  soul. 
She  was  early  distinguished  by  mental  pre- 
cocity. At  six  years  of  age  Shakspere  was 
the  companion  of  her  sohtude ;  and  many 
a  pleasant  hour  she  passed  in  sweet  com- 
munion with  the  lofty  spirits  of  old,  in  a 
rustic  seat  she  had  chosen  amid  the  boughs 
of  an  old  apple  tree.  She  was  a  rapid  reader, 
and  her  fine  memory  easily  retained  whole 
pages  of  poetry  after  having  only  once  read 


them  over.  Her  juvenile  studies  were  su- 
perintended by  her  mother — a  noble-minded 
woman  of  high  intelligence,  and  sweet  sim- 
plicity of  character,  and  of  a  calm,  cheer- 
ful temperament — in  every  way  admirably 
adapted  for  the  guidance  of  a  spirit  so  bright 
and  beautiful,  so  exquisitely  sensitive  as  that 
of  the  young  Felicia.  And  in  after  years 
when  the  wreath  of  fame  encircled  the  fair 
brows  of  the  poetess,  she  turned  from  the 
world's  praises  to  the  soft  glance  of  those 
beloved  eyes,  and  felt  that  her  best  reward 
still  lay  in  the  glad,  approving  smile  of  the 
dear  face  "  that  on  her  childhood  shone." 

When  about  elevan  years  of  age,  she  spent 
a  winter  in  London  with  her  parents ;  and 
the  following  year  repeated  the  visit — and 
this  was  the  last  time  of  her  sojourn  in  the 
great  metropolis.  The  contrast  between  the 
confinement  of  a  town  life,  and  the  bright, 
happy  freedom  of  the  country,  was  by  no 
means  pleasing  to  her.  She  longed  most 
earnestly  to  return  to  her  romantic  home 
among  the  mountains  of  Wales ;  and  again 
to  join  in  the  merry  sports  of  her  younger 
brothers  and  sisters.  We  can  well  imagme 
how  distasteful  the  noise  and  hurry  of  Lon- 
don life,  the  crowded  streets,  the  cloudy 
atmosphere,  would  prove  to  the  fair  child  of 
the  hill  and  the  forest ;  how  she  would  miss 
the  sweet  music  of  nature,  the  rich  melody 
of  birds,  the  mountain  echoes,  the  woodland 
murmurs ;  but  most  of  all  the  fresh,  pure  air, 
and  the  clear,  bright,  open  skies.  Many 
things,  however,  she  saw  during  these  Lon- 
don visits,  which  ever  remained  most  vividly 
impressed  upon  her  remembrance.  Collec- 
tions of  art  were  objects  of  her  especial  in- 
terest. On  entering  a  hall  of  sculptures  she 
exclaimed,  *'0h,  hush!— don't  speak;"  well 
knowing  that  the  spirit  of  the  place  was 
silence.  Felicia  Browne  was  not  more  than 
fourteen  years  old  when  her  first  volume  of 
poems  was  published,  in  the  form  of  a  quarto 
volume.  It  was  very  severely  criticised,  and 
although,  at  first,  the  young  poetess  felt 
much  depressed,  she  soon  recovered  from 
the  effects  of  this  harsh  judgment,  and  again 
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poured  forth  ber  melodies  in  strains  more  rich 
and  varied  than  before.  One  of  her  brothers 
was  then  serving  in  Spain,  under  Sir  John 
Moore,  and  of  course  her  enthusiasm  was 
enlisted  on  his  behalf,  and  visions  of  military 
glory,  and  scenes  of  martial  heroism  became 
at  this  time  the  sources  of  her  poetic  inspi- 
ration. 

The  commencement  of  her  acquaintance 
with  Captain  Hemans  dates  from  about  this 
period.  On  his  first  introduction  to  the 
family  at  Gwrych,  Felicia  was  a  lovely  ^rl  of 
fifteen — with  rich  golden  ringlets  shadinff  a 
fair  face  of  radiant  and  changeful  expression. 
She  was  a  dream  of  delight,  a  vision  of 
beauty,  a  creature  all  poetry,  romance,  and 
enthusiasm,  in  the  first  bright  flush  of  the 
sunshine  of  life,  and  as  such  she  was  emi- 
nently calculated  to  inspire  sentiments  of 
admiration,  of  devotion,  and  of  love.  Cap- 
tain Hemans  pleaded  eloquently,  and  received 
in  return  the  first  affection,  deep,  and  sincere, 
of  that  warm  young  heart.  Her  friends 
trusted  this  might  be  only  a  fleeting  fancy, 
but  it  proved  on  the  contr&ry  a  constant  one, 
although  Captain  Hemans  was  immediately 
ordered  to  embark  with  his  regiment  for 
Spain,  and  Felicia  did  not  see  him  again  for 
three  years. 

Mr.  Browne  removed  with  his  family  to 
Bronwylfa,  near  St.  Asaph's,  Flintshire,  in 
1809.  Here  our  poetess  entered  upon  new 
studies  with  her  accustomed  ardor.  She 
read  Spanish  and  Portuguese,  and  com- 
menced the  study  of  German,  although  it 
was  long  years  after  this  before  she  drank  in 
the  spirit  of  the  latter  language  with  thorough 
appreciative  enjoyment.  She  possessed  some 
taste  for  drawing,  and  had  a  decided  talent 
for  music,  which  ever  powerfully  influenced 
her  highly  susceptible  mind.  The  strains 
she  preferred  were  chiefly  of  a  pensive  char- 
acter. The  simplest  national  melodies  had  a 
charm  for  her — the  wild  airs  of  Ireland  and 
of  Wales,  the  pathetic  ball^Tlays  of  Scot- 
land, and  the  melancholy,  but  chivalrous 
songs  of  Spain  were  especial  favorites.  And 
well  can  we  imagine  the  strange,  entranced 
'  awe,  with  which  she  would  listen  to  the  deep 
impressiveness  of  the  cathedral  service  with 
its  thrilling  accompaniments ; 

When  the  depth  profonnd  of  the  solemn  fane  re- 
echoed sacred  story, 

And  one  sweet  voice  heard  lone  and  clear,  called 
on  the  Lord  of  Glory ! 

Strange  and  mvsterious  is  the  power  of 
music  when  heard  in  some  fair  Gothic  min- 
ster, with   the  fading  light  of  eve  falling 


through  the  stained  windows  with  no  step  to 
disturb  the  shadowy  aisles,  and  the  white 
immortal  statues  standing  out  dim  in  the 
twilight.  Then  indeed  we  seem  to  be  near 
the  spirit- land.  The  glory  streams  through 
the  golden  gates,  we  half  see  the  flashing  of 
the  star-gemmed  diadems,  for  truly  and  in- 
deed we  hear  the  angel  voices.  But  it  is  too 
much;  The  spirit  faints  beneath  the  weight 
of  too  divine  a  joy,  and  as  the  caged  bird 
beats  vainly  against  her  prison-bars,  such  in 
that  intoxicating  moment  are  the  soul's  wild 
efforts  to  attain  the  real,  the  infinite,  the 
true. 

In  after  years  there  were  times  when  Mrs. 
Hemans  found  music  too  painfully  exciting, 
and  the  voice  of  her  heart  re-echoed  to  the 
exclamation  of  Jean  Paul's  immortal  old 
man  : — "  Away !  away  I  Thou  speakest  of 
things  which  throughout  my  endfless  life  I 
have  found  not,  and  shall  not  find  1" 

About  this  time  Felicia  Browne  enjoyed 
much  pleasant  intercourse  with  some  friends 
at  Conway;  and  the  beautiful  scenery  by 
which  she  was  surrounded,  was  a  fount  of 
constant  and  never-failing  inspiration.  Here 
she  became  acquainted  with  Mr.  Edwards, 
the  blind  harper  of  Conway,  to  whom  she 
addressed  some  spirited  stanzas : — 

Minstrel,  whose  firifted  hand  can  bring 
Life,  rapture,  son!  from  every  string ; 
And  wake,  like  bards  of  former  time, 
The  spirit  of  the  harp  sublime ; 
Oh  !  still  prolong  the  varying  strain, 
Oh !  touch  th'  enchanted  chords  again. 

Thine  is  the  charm,  suspending  care, 
The  heavenly  swell,  the  dying  close, 

The  cadence  meltinfr  into  air, 
That  lulls  each  passion  to  repose ; 

While  transport  lost  in  silence  near, 

Breathes  all  her  lan^ruage  in  a  tear. 

In  1812  appeared  the  "  Domestic  Affec- 
tions, and  other  Poems,"  and  during  the 
same  year  the  marriage  of  the  poetess  with 
Captain  Hemans  took  place.  They  went  to 
reside  at  Daventry  for  a  year,  where  their 
eldest  sou  was  born.  Mrs.  Hemans  regretted 
bitterly  the  change  of  residence  from  the 
mountain  land  to  so  flat  and  uninteresting  a 
country  ;  and  with  exceeding  delight  she 
returned  to  Bronwylfa  with  her  husband  the 
following  year.  Here  she  resided  with  her 
mother  until  the  death  of  that  true  and  de- 
voted friend.  Her  father  sometime  previ- 
ously had  again  engaged  in  commerce,  and 
emigrated  to  Quebec  where  he  died.  Mrs. 
Hemans'  residence  at  Bronwylfa  was  passed 
in  the  strictest  retirement,  and  entire  conse- 
cration to  study  and  the  requirements  of  her 
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fiunfly.    She  had  five  sons,  and  her  attention 
was  necesBarily  directed  towards  their  edu- 
cation.    In  1818  she  published  a  collection 
of  translations,  and  afterwards  in  rapid  suc- 
cession, "  The  Restoration  of  the  Works  of 
Art  to  Italy,"  "Modem  Greece,"  "Tales 
and  Historic  Scenes."     It  was  about  this 
period  that  Captain   Hemans  removed   to 
Kome,  to  try  the  restorative  effects  of  the 
warm  climate  of  the  South  upon  his  health, 
which  had  become  impaired  by  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  a  soldier's  life.     He  made  Rome  his 
permanent  abode,  and  Mrs.  Hemans  never 
saw  him  again.    To  quote  the  words  of  her 
gister :  "  It  has  been  alleged,  and  with  per- 
fect truth,  that  the  literary  pursuits  of  Mrs. 
Hemans,  and  the  education  of  her  children, 
made  it  more  eligible  for  her  to  remain  under 
the  maternal  roof  than  to  accompany  her 
husband  to  Italy.    It  is,  however,  unfortu- 
nately but  too  well  known  that  such  were 
not  the  only  reasons  which  led  to  this  divided 
eourse.    To  dwell  on  this  subject  would  be 
nnnecessarily  painful,  yet  it  must  be  stated 
that  nothing  like  a  permanent  separation  was 
contemplated  at  the  time,  nor  did  it  ever 
amount  to  more  than  a  tacit  conventional 
arrangement,  which  offered  no  obstacle  to 
the  frequent  interchange  of  letters,  nor  to  a 
constant  reference  to  their  father  in  all  things 
relating  to  the  disposal  of  her  boys.     But 
years  rolled  on,  seventeen  years  of  absence, 
and  consequently  alienation,  and  from  that 
time  to  the  hour  of  her  death  Mrs.  Hemans 
and  her  husband  never  met  again." 

The  increasing  popularity  of  her  writings 
brought  her  many  new  friends,  among  whom 
none  more  valued  than  Dr.  Luzmore,  bishop 
of  St.  Asaph's.  He  took  great  interest  in 
her  poem  "  The  Skeptic,"  which  made  its 
appearance  in  1820.  Just  before  this  publi- 
cation she  obtained  the  prize  of  fifty  pounds 
for  the  best  poem  on  the  "  Meeting  of  Wal- 
lace and  Bruce  on  the  banks  of  the  Carron." 
The  prize  being  awarded  to  her  was  a  pleas- 
ing surprise  to  Mrs.  Hemans,  as  she  had  not 
the  slightest  expectation  of  obtaining  it,  for 
the  number  of  competitors  was  perfectly 
overwhelming.  In  the  spring  of  1820  she 
was  introduced  to  Bishop  (then  Mr.)  Heber, 
whose  eminent  literary  taste  proved  of  ma- 
teria] service  to  her  in  the  course  of  her  po- 
etical career. 

Mrs.  Hemans  was  employed  at  that  time 
on  a  poem,  entitled,  "  Superstition  and  Reve- 
lation," which  was  intenaed  to  comprehend 
a  great  variety  of  subjects.  Every  thing 
relative  to  the  graceful  and  sportive  fictions 
of  ancient  Greece  and  Italy  ;  the  ruder  be- 
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liefs  of   uncultivated  dimes;    the  Hindoo 
rites;  the  worship  of  the  sun,  moon,  and 
stars,  was  to  be  laid  under  contribution ;  but 
of  this  eitensive  plan  only  a  fragmentary 
portion  was  ever  completed.    This  poem  is 
alluded  to  in  the  following  extract  from  a 
letter  on  the  commencement  of  Mrs.  He- 
mans' acquaintance   with  Heber :    "I    am 
more  delighted  with  Mr.  Heber  than  I  can 
possibly  tell  you ;  his  conversation  is  quite 
rich  with  anecdote,  and  every  subject  on 
which  he  speaks  had  been,  you  would  ima- 
gine, the  sole  study  of  his  life.     In  short  his 
society  has  made  much  the  same  sort  of  im- 
pression on  my  mind  that  the  first  perusal  of 
'  Ivanhoe'  did ;  and  was  something  so  per- 
fectly new  to  me  that  I  can  hardly  talk  of 
any  thing  else.     I  had  a  very  long  conversa- 
tion with  him  on   the  subject  of  the  poerr, 
which  he  read  aloud  and  commented  upon 
as  he  proceeded.    His  manner  was  so  en- 
tirely that  of  a  friend,  that  I  felt  perfectly 
at  ease,  and  did  not  hesitate  to  express  all 
my  own  ideas  and  opinions  on  the  subject, 
even  where  they  did  not  exactly  coincide 
with  his  own." 

In  the  autumn  of  1820  Mrs.  Hemans  paid 
a  visit  to  the  family  circle  of  Henry  Park, 
Esq.,   Wavertree    Lodge,    near    Liverpool. 
Here  she  writes:  "I   cannot  tell  you  how 
much  I  have  enjoyed  the  novelty  of  all  the 
objects  around  me.    The  pastoral  seclusion 
and  tranquillity  of  the  life  I  have  led  for  the 
last  seven  or  eight  jears  had  left  my  mind 
in  that  state  of  blissful  ignorance,  particu- 
larly calculated  to  render  every  new  impres- 
sion an  agreeable  one ;  and  accordingly  Mr. 
Kean,  casts  from  the  Elgin  marbles,  and  the 
tropical  plants  in  the  Botanic  gardens,  have 
all  in  turn  been  the  objects  of  my  wondering 
admiration."     It   was   while   visiting   these 
kind  friends  that  the  jeu  (Tefprit  was  written 
with  reference  to  the  word  "  Barb," — a  gen- 
tleman having   requested   Mrs.  Hemans  to 
supply  him  wish  some  precedents  from  old 
English  writers,  proving  the  use  of  the  word 
as  applied  to  a  steed.     The  following  imita- 
tions were  the  result  of  his  inquiry,  and  the 
forgery  was  not  discovered  until  after  some 
time. 

The  warrior  donn*d  his  well-worn  garb, 

And  proudly  waved  his  crest, 
He  mounted  on  his  jet-black  barb. 

And  put  his  lance  In  rest 

Percy't  ReliqMS. 

Eftsoons  the  wight  withouten  more  delay, 
Spurr'd  his  brown  6ar&,  and  rode  full  swiftly  on 
his  way.— /^n*cr. 

Hark !  was  it  not  the  trumpet's  voice  I  heard  7 
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The  soni  of  battle  ia  awtke  within  me ! 
The  fate  of  ages  and  of  empires  bangs 
On  this  dread  hoar.    Why  am  J  not  in  arms  7 
Bring  my  good  lance,  caparison  my  steed, 
Base,  idle  grooms !  Are  ye  in  league  against  me  ? 
Haste  with  my  barb^  or  by  the  holy  saints. 
Ye  shall  not  live  to  saddle  him  to-morrow ! 

Mcusinger, 

No  sooner  had  the  pearl-shedding  fingers  of  the 
young  Aurora  tremulously  unlocked  the  oriental 
portals  of  the  golden  horiawn,  than  the  graceful 
flower  of  chivalry,  the  bright  cynosure  of  ladies' 
eyes — ^he  of  the  aazzling  breast-plate  and  swan- 
like plume — sprang  impatiently  from  the  couch  of 
slumber,  and  eagerly  mounted  the  noble  barb  pre- 
sented to  him  by  the  Emperor  of  Aspramontania. 
-Sir  PhOip  Sidney's  Arcadia, 

See^st  thou  yon  chief  whose  presence  seems  to 

rule 
The  storm  of  battle  ?     So  where'er  he  moves 
Death  follows.     Carnage  sits  upon  his  crest — 
Fate  on  his  sword  is  throned — and  his  white  barb, 
As  a  proud  courser  of  Apollo's  chariot. 
Seems  breathing  fire. — Potter's  uEachylus, 

Oh  !  bonnie  looked  my  ain  true  knight, 

His  barb  so  proudly  reining; 
I  watched  him  till  my  tearful  sight 

Grew  amaist  dim  wi'  straining. 

Border  Mitistrelay. 

Why  he  can  heel  the  lavolt,  and  wind  a  fiery 
barby  as  well  as  any  gallant  in  Christendom.  He's 
the  very  pink  and  mirror  of  accomplishment. — 
Shakspere, 

Fair  star  of  beauty's  heaven !  to  call  thee  mine, 
All  other  joys  1  joyously  would  yield ; 

My  knightly  cre^t,  my  bounding  barb  resign, 
For  the  poor  shepherd's  crook  and  daisied  field. 

For  courts  or  camps  no  wish  my  soul  would  prove. 

So  thou  wduldst  live  with  me  and  be  my  love ! 

JSarl  of  Surrey's  Poems, 

For  thy  dear  love  my  weary  soul  hath  grown 
Heedless  of  youthful  sports ;  I  seek  no  more 
Or  joyous  dance  or  music's  thrilling  tone. 
Or  joys  that  once  could  charm  in  minstrel  lore ; 
Or  knightly  tilt  when  steel-clad  champions  meet, 
Borne  on  impetuous  barbs^  to  bleed  at  beauty's 
feet. — Shakspere' s  Sonnets, 

As  a  warrior  clad 
In  sable  arms,  like  Chaos  G[rim  and  sad, 

But  mounted  on  a  barb  as  white 

As  the  fresh  new-born  light, — 

So  the  black  knight  too  soon 
Came  riding  on  the  bright  and  silver  moon, 

Whose  radiant,  heavenly  ark 
Made  all  tlie  clouds  beyond  his  influence  seem 

E'en  more  than  doubly  dark. 
Mourning,  all  widowed  of  her  glorious  beam. 

Cowley, 

In  1821,  Mrs.  Hemans  obtained  the  prize 
offered  by  the  Royal  Society  of  Literature 
for  the  best  poem  on  the  subject  of  Dart- 
moor.    An  extract  from  one  of  her  letters 


at  this  period  pleasingly  illustrates  the  bright 
sunshine  of  joy  which  ever  lit  up  her  family 
circle  on  the  occasion  of  her  literary  suc- 
cesses : — '•  What  with  surprise,  bustle,  and 
pleasure,  I  am  really  almost  bewildered.  I 
wish  you  had  but  seen  the  children  when 
the  prize  was  announced  to  them  yesterday. 
Arthur,  you  know,  had  so  set  his  heart  upon 
it,  that  he  was  quite  troublesome  with  his 
constant  inquiries  on  the  subject  He  sprang 
up  from  his  Latin  exercises,  and  shoutS 
aloud,  '  Now  I  am  sure  mamma  is  a  better 
poet  than  Lord  Byron!'  Their  acclama- 
tion s  were  actually  deafening,  and  George 
said,  that  the  excess  of  his  pleasure  had 
really  given  him  a  headache." 

The  next  production  of  Mrs.  Hemans  was 
the  "  Vespers  of  Palermo,"  a  tragedy,  which 
she  was  induced  to  offer  for  the  stage,  through 
the  kind  encouragement  of   Bishop  Heber 
and  Mr.  Milman.     This  step  occasioned  her 
considerable  anxiety  as  to  its  ultimate  sue- 
cess.     In  a  letter  to  a  friend,  she  writes  :— ^ 
"  I  have  not  been  able,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  to 
pay  the  least  attention  to  my  Welsh  studies 
since  your  departure.     I  am  so  fearful  of  not 
having  the  copying  of  the  tragedy  completed 
by  the  time  my  brother  and  sister  return, 
and  I  have  such  a  variety  of  nursery  inter- 
ruptions, that  what  with  the  murdered  Pro- 
vtngals,   George's  new   clothes,  Mr.   More- 
head's  Edinburgh  Magazine,  Arthur's  cough, 
and  his  Easter  holidays,  besides  the  dozen 
little  riots  which  occur  in  my  colony  eveir 
day,  my  ideas  are  sometimes  in  such  a  state 
of  rotatory  motion  that  it  is  with  difficulty  I 
can  reduce  them  to  any  sort  of  order." 

Some  time  about  this  period  the  return  of 
her  sister  from  Germany,  and  a  large  stock 
of  books  sent  her  by  her  brother  from  Vi- 
enna, supplied  her  with  inducements  to  re- 
turn to  her  German  studies  with  increased 
ardor  and  interest.     This  magnificent  lan- 
guage soon  opened  to  her  delighted  mind  a 
perfectly  new  world  of  feeling,  of  thought, 
and  of  sentiment,  so  that  she  could  scarcely 
talk  of  anything  else.     She  revelled  alike  in 
the  warm-hearted  enthusiasm  of  the  noble- 
minded  Schiller,  in  the  infinite  variety  of  the 
wonderful  and  many-sided  Goethe,  in  the 
poetry  of   Herder,  and  the  fiery  lyrics  of 
Theodore  Korner.     Tieck  and  Novalis  were 
also  among   her   favorite  authors.     Of  the 
"Sternbald's    Wanderungen,"     she      thus 
speaks  in  a  letter : — 

"Now  let  ma  introduce  you  to  a  dear 
friend  of  mine.  Tieck's  Stembald,  in  whose 
'Wanderungen,'  which  1  now  send — if  you 
know  them  not  already — ^I  cannot  but  hope 
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thai  yon  will  take  almost  as  much  delight  I 
as  I  have  done  amidst  my  own  free  hills  and 
streams,  where  his  favorite  hook  has  again 
and  again  been  my  companion." 

The  fine  lyric,  "  The  Grave  of  Kdmer," 
procared  Mrs.  Hemans  the  honor  of  some 
unes  from  Theodore  Korner's  vater,  which 
she  ever  valued  most  highly.  This  interest- 
ing tribute  has  been  well  translated  by  W. 
B.  Chorleyi  Esq.  We  will,  therefore,  tran- 
scribe it: — 

CSently  a  voice  from  afar  is  borne  to  the  ear  of 

the  mourner ; 
Mildly  it  soundeth,  yet  strong,  grief  in  his  bosom 

to  soothe; 
Strong  in  the  soul-cheering  faith,  that  hearts  have 

a  share  in  his  sorrow, 
In  whose  depths  all  things  holy  and  noble  are 

shrined. 
From  that  land  once  dearly  beloved  by  our  brave 

one  the  fallen, 
Mourning  blent  with    bright  fame^-cometh  a 

wreath  for  his  urn. 
Hail  to  thee,  England,  the  free  I  thou  see'st  in 

the  German  no  stranger. 
Over  the  earth  and  seas,  joined  both  lands,  heart 

and  hand .' 

In  1823,  the  well-known  little  poem, 
"The  Voice  of  Spring,**  was  written.  It  is 
mngular  that  the  lair  spring-time  of  the  year 
should  ever  have  spoken  to  the  mind  of  Mrs. 
Hemans  in  tones  breathing  more  of  sadness 
than  of  joy.  "  If,*'  she  writes,  "  if  I  could 
choose  when  I  would  wish  to  die,  it  should 
be  in  spring — the  influence  of  that  season  is 
so  strangely  depressing  to  my  heart  and 
frame.'* 

In  December  1823, 'the  "Vespers  of  Pa- 
lermo** was  produced  at  Covent  Garden. 
Mr.  Young,  Mr.  C.  Kemble,  Mr.  Yates,  Mrs. 
Bartley,  and  Miss  Kelly  taking  the  principal 
parts.  Chiefly  owing  to  the  inefficiency  of 
the  last- mentioned  actress,  the  piece  proved 
a  complete  failure,  and  was  the  cause  of  a 
Utter  disappointment  to  the  authoress  and 
her  friends.  The  following  April,  however, 
the  play  was  brought  forward  at  Edinburgh 
with  eminent  success,  exceeding  even  the 
''most  sanguine  expectation.**  Mrs.  H.  Sid- 
dons  recited  an  epilogue  written  expressly 
by  Sir  Walter  Scott.  On  this  joyful  occa- 
sion Mrs.  Hemans  writes  to  a  friend : — **  I 
knew  how  much  you  would  rejoice  with  me 
in  the  bsue  of  my  Edinburgh  trial.  It  has, 
indeed,  been  most  gratifying,  and  I  think 
amongst  the  pleasantest  of  its  results,  I  may 
reckon  a  letter  from  Sir  Walter  Scott,  of 
which  it  has  put  me  in  possession.  I  had 
written  to  thank  him  for  the  kindness  he  had 
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shown  with  regard  to  the  play,  and  hardly 
expected  an  answer,  but  it  came,  and  you 
would  be  delighted  with  its  frank  and  unaf- 
fected kindliness." 

Her  next  production  was  the  tragedy  of 
"  De  Chatillon ;  or,  the  Crusaders  ;**  and  at 
the  close  of  the  year  1824,  she  commenced 
her  longest  poem,  "The  Forest  Sanctuary," 
which  refers  to  the  sufferings  of  a  Spanish 
Protestant  in  Philip  the  Second*8  time,  and 
the  hero,  who  escapes  to  the  wilds  of  Amer- 
ica, is  the  supposed  narrator. 

In  1825,  our  poetess  removed,  with  her 
mother,  sister  and  children,  from  Bronwylfa 
to  Rbyllon,  a  house  belonging  to  her  brother, 
and  only  a  quarter  of  a  mile  distant  from  her 
former  residence.  The  new  abode  was  not 
nearly  so  romantic,  externally,  as  Bronwylfa. 
At  Rhyllon,  however,  Mrs.  Hemans  spent 
many  happy  years,  and  it  was  ever  to  her 
the  home  of  sweet  remembrances.  And 
here,  on  a  soft,  grassy  mound,  beneath  the 
shade  of  a  beech  tree,  she  enjoyed  the  first 
perusal  of  the  "Talisman, "so  gracefully  com- 
memorated in  her  lines,  "  The  Hour  of  Ro- 
mance :'* — 

« 

There  were  thick  leaves  above  me  and  around, 

And  low  sweet  sighs,  like  those  of  childhood's 
sleep ; 
Amidst  the  dimness,  and  a  fitful  sound 

As  of  soft  showers  on  water ;  dark  and  deep 
Lay  the  oak  shadows  on  the  turf,  so  still, 
They  seemed  but  pictured  glooms ;  a  hidden  rill 
Made  music  such  as  haunts  us  in  a  dream, 
Under  the  fern-tufts ;  and  a  tender  gleam 
Of  soil  green  light,  as  by  the  glow-worm  shed, 

Came  pouring  through  the  woven  beech-boughs 
down, 
And  steeped  the  magic  nage  wherein  I  read, 

Of  royal  chivalry  and  old  renown, 

A  tale  of  Palestine. 

The  year  1825  brought  several  tributes  to 
the  fame  of  our  authoress  from  America. 
Amongst  the  most  pleasant  was  a  letter  from 
Professor  Norton,  of  Cambridge  University, 
New  England,  offering  to  superintend  the 
publication  of  a  complete  edition  of  her  po- 
ems, which  was  projected  at  Boston,  and  also 
to  secure  the  profits  for  her  benefit.  Bright 
and  beautiful  must  have  been  the  atmosphere 
of  the  household  of  Rhylloo,  gladdened  by 
so  many  tokens  of  good-will  from  afar,  and 
blessed  with  health,  sustaining  love  and  so- 
cial enjoyment  at  home.  At  this  period  she 
writes : — "  Soft  winds  and  bright  blue  skies 
make  me,  or  dispose  me  to  be  a  sad  idler ; 
and  it  is  only  by  ao  effort,  and  a  strong  feel- 
ing of  necessity,  that  I  can  fix  my  mind 
steadily  to  any  sedentary  pursuits,  when  the 
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■on  ia  ahiniog  orer  tba  mounbuDi,  and  the  i  loat  the  futbful,  wabsbful,  pftlient  love,  wbioh 
liirds  Biasing  at  heftven't  gate ;  but  I  find  the  for  years  had  been  devoted  to  me  and  mine ; 
froBt  and  snow  moat  nalutarf  noaitors,  and  '  nnd  I  feel  that  the  void  it  has  left  behind 
must  cause  me  to  bear  'a  yearning  heart 
vriihin  me  lo  the  grave,'  but  I  have  her  ei- 
Hmple  before  me,  and  I  must  not  allow  my- 
self to  sink," 

From  the  date  of  her  mother's  death,  the 
health  of  Mrs.  Hemaua,  which  had  ever  been 
delicate,  became  still  more  so,  and  she  expe- 
rienced frequent  recurrences  of  inflammatory 
attacks.' 


always  make  exertion  my  enjoyment  di 
their  continuance.  For  this  reason  I  must 
say,  I  delight  in  the  utmost  rigor  of  winter, 
which  almost  seams  to  render  it  necessary 
that  the  mind  should  become  fully  acquainted 
with  its  own  resources,  and  Gnd  means  in 
drawing  them  forth  lo  cheer  with  mental 
light  the  melancholy  day  I" 

In  1826,  however,  a  deep  gloom  over- 
shadowed the  family  circle  at  Rhyllon. 
There  was  moumine  in  the  household  of  the 
eldest   brother  of  lira.   Hemaua  for  those 


She  writes  of  herself  about  this  period : — 
My  spirits  are  as  variable  as  the  light  and 
.-i —  a:..: :.i.  .u.  _:_j- ^^  ^^^^^ 
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'  flitting  with  the  winds  o 


who  were  not,"  for  the  sound  of  the  be-  |  grass,  and  sometimes  the  tears  gush  into  mr 


loved  voices  now  hushed  in  the  silence  of 
deadi. 

They  that  with  soiilea  lit  up  the  hall. 
And  cheered  with  song  IM  hearth. 

And  a  sadder  trial  was  yet  in  store.  The 
frame  of  the  sged  mother  whose  presence 
had  been  like  the  sweet  star  trembling  over 
bright  waters,  was  rapidly  yielding  to  decay, 
and  soon  the  band  was  cold,  the  eyes  closed, 
uever  to  open  agiun  on  earlhj  "the  silver 
chord  was  loosed,  the  golden  bowl  was 
broken."  It  was  in  the  anticipation  of  the 
decease  of  thia  dear  parent  that  Urs.  He- 
mads  wrote  the  following  lines : — 

Father!  that  in  the  olive  shade, 
Wben  the  dark  hour  came  on, 
Didat  witb  a  breath  of  heavenly  aid, 
Strengthen  thy  Son ; 

Oh!  by  [he  anguish  of  ihit  night, 

Send  UB  down  btess'd  relief; 
Or,  to  the  chasten'd  let  thy  might 
Hallow  this  grief! 

And  Thon,  thai  when  the  atarrj  aky 

Saw  the  dread  strife  begin, 
Didat  teach  adoring  faith  lo  cry, 

"  Thy  will  be  done  ;" 

By  Thy  meek  spirit,  Thou  of  all 

That  e'er  have  moumed  the  chief; 
Thou,  Saviour  1  if  the  stroke  tnuit  fall, 
Hallow  this  gnef! 

After  the  last  remains  of  her  mother  had 
been  conBigne4  to  the  dark  and  silent  grave, 
she  writes  in  a  letter  to  a  friend : — "  My  soul 
ia  indeed  'exceeding  sorrowful,'  dear  friend; 
but,  thank  Qod  I  I  can  tell  yon  that  com- 
poanre  ia  returning  to  me,  And  that  I  am 
entbted  to  resume  thoee  duties  whioh  so  im- 
periously call  me  back  to  life.  What  I  have 
lost  none  better  knowa  than  yourself.  I  have 


eyes,  wben  I  can  scarcely  define  the 
And  again : — "  I  am  a  strange  being,  I 
think.  I  put  myself  in  mind  of  an  Irish 
melody,  sometimes,  with  its  quick  and  wild 
transitions  from  sadness  to  gaiety." 

In  June,  1827,  Mrs.  Hemans  wrotealetter 
of  self- in  traduction  lo  Miss  Mitford,  which 
met  with  a  cordial  reaponse,  and  Ihos  opened 
a  pleasant  correspondence  with  the  aathoreM 
of  "Our  VilWe." 

The  state  of  her  health  often  confined  h.m 
to  her  bed,  and  being  unable  to  use  her  pea 
under  auch  circumstances,  she  was  obliged 
to  have  recourse  to  the  services  of  an  aman- 
uensis.  On  one  of  these  occasions  the  friend 
who  acted  in  that  capacity  wrote  thna — 
"  Felicia  has  just  sent  for  me,  with  pencil 
and  paper,  to  put  down  a  little  6ong  which, 
she  said,  had  come  to  her  like  a  slraia  of 
music,  whilst  lying  in  the  twilight  under  lbs 
inflictioD  of  a  blister;  and  as  1  really  think, 
that  'a  scrap'  (as  our  late  eccentric  viator 
would  call  it)  composed  nnder  such  circnm- 
Blances,  ia,  to  use  the  words  of  Coleridge,  'a 
pychological  curiosiby,'  I  cannot  resist  copy- 
mg  it  for  you.  It  was  suggested  by  a  stoir 
she  somewhere  read  lately  of  a  Greek  ielanft- 
er,  carried  off  to  the  Vale  of  Tempe,  and 
pining  amidst  all  its  beantiea  for  the  sight 
and  sound  of  his  native  sea : — 

Where  is  the  sea  1    I  languish  here — 

Where  ia  my  own  blue  sea  1 
With  all  its  barks  in  Beet  career, 

And  flags  and  (Heexes  free  1 

1  miss  that  voice  of  wuea  which  first 

Awoke  my  childish  glee ; 
The  meainied  chiroe,  Uie  thundering  burst— 

Where  is  my  own  blue  aea  1 

Oh  !  rich  yorfr  myrtle  breath  may  rise. 

Soft,  sort  your  wiuds  may  be ; 
Yet  my  sick  heart  witliin  me  dies — 
,  Where  ia  my  mtd  blue  sea  T 


1808.]  FELICIA 

I  hear  the  Bbeplierd'i  moanUin  flote, 

1  hear  the  whiiiperiiig  tree, 
Tlie  echoes  of  my  4oul  ara  mute, 

Where  IB  oij  owd  blue  reaT 

"  Th«  Records  of  Woman,"  dedicated  to 
Hn.  Joanna  Baillie,  waa  pablJsbed  in  1828. 
Id  a  letter  to  a  friend  who  had  lost  a  beloved 
eluld,  Mre.  Remans  nriles:  "And  I,  too, 
hftve  fell,  though  not  (through  the  breaking 
of  that  lie)  those  sick  and  vearj  jrearnings 
for  the  dead,  that  fervent  thirat  for  the  sound 
of  a  departed  voice  or  step,  ia  which  the 
heart  seems  to  die  anay,  and  literally  to  be- 
oome  '  a  fountain  of  tears.'  Who  can  sound 
ita  depths  ?  One  alone,  and  may  He  comfort 
yon!  In  the  same  year,  Mrs.  Hemansagua 
viMted  her  kind  friends  at  Wavertree  Lodge, 
Dear  Liverpool ;  and  in  consequence  of  many 
changes  having  taken  place  in  the  family  cir- 
cle at  Bhytlon,  she  decided  npon  fixing  her 
residence  in  the  villajje  of  Wavertree,  where 
■he  had  eilensive  facilities  for  literary  enjoy- 
ments. She  here  formed  several  new  and 
IDteresting  friendships,  and  was  delighted  in 
making  the  personal  acquuintance  of  her  New 
England  friends,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Norton.  It 
vas  aomelime  about  this  period  that  she  be- 
came on  terms  of  intimacy  with  the  gifted 
and  itoble-minded  Mias  Jewsbury.  A  warm 
acd  sincere  attachment  sprang  up  between 
them  ;  and  Misa  Jewsbury's  enthusiasm  and 
admiration  for  the  character  of  her  friend, 
were  beautifully  exemplified  in  her  eloquent 
delineation  of  Egeria,  in  the  "  Three  Histo- 
ries," which  is  generally  understood  to  be  a 
portraiture  of  Mrs.  Hemans.  We  have  not 
space  for  the  whole,  but  cannot  deny  our- 
•elve*  the  pleasure  of  transcribing  the  fol- 
lowing passage : — 

■■  Egeria  was  totally  different  from  any  of 
the  women  1  had  ever  seen,  either  in  Italy  or 
in  England.  She  did  not  dazzle,  she  subdued 
me.  Other  women  might  be  more  command- 
ing, more  versatile,  more  acute  ;  but  I  nerer 

■aw  one  so  exquisitely  feminine 

Her  strength  and  her  weakness  alike  lay  in 
her  affections  ;  these  would  sometimes  make 
her  weep  at  a  word,  at  others  imbue  her  with 
courage  ;  so  that  she  was  alternately  a  '  fal- 
con-hearted dove,' and  'a  reed  shaken  by  the 
wind.'  Her  voice  was  a  sad,  sweet  melody, 
and  her  spirits  reminded  me  of  an  old  poet't 
description  of  the  orange  tree  with  ita 

Golden  lamps  bid  in  a  night  of  green ; 

or  of  those  Spanish  gardens,  where  the  pome- 
granate grows  beside  the  oy  press.    Her  glad- 
ness was  like  a  burst  of  snqlight ;  and  if,<jn 
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tier  depression,  she  resembled  night,  it  wis 
night  bearing  her  stars.  I  might  describe 
md  describe  for  ever,  but  I  should  never  suc- 
ceed in  portraying  Egeria.  She  was  a  Muse, 
II  Grace,  a  variabln  child,  a  dependant  wo- 
man, the  Italy  of  human  beings." 

At  last  the  time  drew  near  for  Mrs.  He- 
mans to  take  a  farewell  of  her  Welsh  home, 
Hnd  remove  to  the  residence  she  had  engaged 
:it  Wavertree.  It  was  a  Eevere  trial,  leaving 
the  "  old  familiar  place,"  and  still  more  so, 
M  she  was  obliged  also  to  part  with  her  two 
jldest  sons,  who  were  sent  to  tbeir  father  at 
[tome.  She  writes  :  "1  am  suffering  deeply, 
nore  than  I  could  have  dreamt  or  imagined, 
from  this  farewell  sadness  1  My  heart  seems 
aa  if  a  nightmare  weighed  it  down, 
Vou  know  it  is  impossible  1  should  be  better 
jll  all  these  billows  have  passed  over  me. 
The  improvisatore  talent  has  scarcely  deserted 
me  yet,  but  it  is  gushing  up  from  a  fount^n 
of  tears.  Oh !  that  I  could  but  lift  up  my 
bead  where  alone  the  calm  sunshine  is!" 

Many  new  friends  clustered  around  the 
poetess  on  her  removal  to  Wnvertree.  She 
was,  indeed,  almost  overwhelmed  by  the  over- 
lures  of  strangers  desirous  of  making  her  ac- 
quaintance. In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Howitt,  writ- 
ten shortly  after  her  change  of  residence,  she 
says:  "My  health  and  spirits  are  decidedly 
improving;  and  I  am  reconciling  myself  to 
many  things  in  my  changed  situation,  which 
at  first  pressed  upon  my  heart  with  all  the 
weight  of  a  Switier's  home-sickness.  Among 
these  is  the  vant  of  kilU.  Oh  I  this  wave- 
less  horizon,  how  it  weanes  the  eye  accus- 
tomed to  the  sweeping  outline  of  mountain 
scenery  I  I  would  wish  that  there  were,  at 
least,  woodUnds,  like  those  so  delightfully 
pictured  in  your  husband's  '  Chapter  on 
Woods,'  to  supply  their  place;  but  it  is  a 
dull,  uninventive  Nature  all  around  here, 
though  there  must  be  somewhere  little  fairy 
nooks,  which  1  hope  by  degrees  to  discover. 

In  the  summer  of  IB29,  Mrs.  Hemans  was 
induced  to  visit  Scotland,  after  having  re- 
ceived many  invitations  from  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hamilton,  of  Chiefswood,  near  Abbotsford. 
She  writes  to  a  friend  at  St.  Asaph's  : — 
"  Now  I  am  going  to  excite  a  sensation,  I 
am  actually  about  to  visit  Scotland — going 
to  Mr.  Hamilton's,  at  Chiefswood.  Uhnrles 
has  been  longing  to  communicate  the  impor- 
tant intelligence,  as  he  and  Henry  are  to  ac- 
company me;  but  I  could  not  possibly  afford 
that  pleasure  to  any  one  but  myself.  Asd 
you  are  as  much  surprised  as  if  I  had  written 
you  word  that  I  was  going  to  the  North 
Pole."    Shortly  after  her  arrival  at  Chiefs* 


334 


FELICIA  HEMANa 


P^. 


wood,  she  writes  again: — "You  will  be 
pleased  to  think  of  me  as  I  now  am,  in  con- 
stant, almost  daily  intercourse  with  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott,  who  has  greeted  me  to  this  moun- 
tain-land in  the  kindest  manner,  and  with 
whom  I  talk  freely  and  happily,  as  to  an  old 
familiar  friend.  I  have  taken  several  long 
walks  with  him  over  moor  and  brae,  and  it  is 
indeed  delightful  to  see  him  thus  and  to  hear 
him  pour  forth,  from  the  fulness  of  his  rich 
mind  and  peopled  memory,  song  and  legend, 
and  tale  of  old,  until  I  could  almost  fancy  I 
heard  the  gathering- cry  of  some  chieftain  of 
the  hills,  so  completely  does  his  spirit  carry 
me  back  to  the  days  of  the  slogan  and  the 
fire-cross." 

On  another  occasion,  after  having  walked 
with  Sir  Walter  to  see  the  Yarrow  : — "  This 
day  has  been,  I  was  going  to  say,  one  of  the 
happiest,  but  1  am  too  isolated  a  being  to  use 
that  wofd — at  least  one  of  the  pleasantest 
and  most  cheerfully  exciting  of  my  life.  I 
shall  think  again  and  again  of  that  walk  un- 
der the  old  solemn  trees  that  hang  over  the 
mountain-stream  of  Yarrow,  with  Sir  Walter 
Scott  beside  me  ;  his  voice  frequently  break- 
ing out,  as  if  half  unconsciously,  into  some 
verse  of  the  antique  ballads,  which  he  re- 
peats with  a  deep  and  homely  pathos.  .  . 
Before  we  retired  for  the  night  he  took  me 
into  the  hall  and  showed  nie  the  spot  where 
the  imagined  form  of  Byron  had  stood  before 
him.  This  hall,  with  its  rich  gloom  shed  by 
its  deeply  colored  windows,  and  with  its  an- 
tique suits  of  armor  and  inscriptions,  all 
breathing  of  '  the  olden  time,'  is  truly  a  fit- 
ting scene  for  the  appearance  of  so  stately  a 
shadow.  The  next  morning  I  left  Abbots- 
ford,  and  who  can  leave  a  spot  so  brightened 
and  animated  by  the  life,  the  happy  life  of 
genius,  without  regret  ?  I  shall  not  forget 
the  kindness  of  Sir  Walter's  farewell — so 
frank  and  simple,  and  heart- felt,  as  he  said 
to  me,  '  There  are  some  whom  we  meet,  and 
should  like  ever  after  to  claim  as  kith  and 
kin ;  and  you  are  one  of  those.'  It  is  de- 
lightful to  take  away  with  me  so  unmingled 
an  impression  of  what  I  may  now  call  almost 
afifectionate  admiration." 

Mrs.  Hemans  was  delighted  with  Edin- 
burgh, where  she  formed  several  agreeable 
acquaintances;  among  whom  were  Captain 
Basil  Hall,  and  Jeffrey  of  the  '*  Edinburgh 
Review."  At  Holyrood  House,  she  was  vi- 
vidly impressed  by  the  picture  said  to  be  a 
]tortrait  of  Rizzio,  and  she  embodied  her 
thoughts  in  the  "  Lines  to  a  Remembered 
Picture." 


They  haunt  me  still — those  calm,  pure,  holy  eyes ! 

Their  piercing  sweetness  wanders  thiooj^  mj 
dreams; 
The  soul  of  music  that  within  them  lies, 

Comes  o'er  ray  soul  in  soft  and  sudden  gleams. 
Life — spirit-life — immortal  and  divine — 
Is  there ;  and  yet  how  dark  a  death  was  thine  7 

Could  it — oh !  could  it  be — meek  child  of  song  ? 

The  might  of  crentlenesB  on  that  fiiir  brow — 
Was  the  celestial  gift  to  shield  from  wrong  ? 

Bore  it  no  talisman  to  ward  the  blow  ? 
Ask  if  a  flower  upon  the  billows  cast 
Might  brave  their  strife — a  flute-note  hush  the 
blast! 

Among  the  numerous  friends  of  Mrs.  He- 
mans,  in  Edinburgh,  none  were  more  highly 
valued  than  Sir  David  Wedderburn  and  bis 
kind  lady.  At  their  house  our  poetess  ever 
received  a  warm  and  hearty  welcome.  After 
a  short  sojourn  with  Sir  Robert  Liston,  at  his 
pleasant  residence  at  Milbum  Tower,  Mrs. 
Hemans  returned  to  her  own  house  at  Waver- 
tree,  where  she  was  soon  after  visited  by 
Miss  Jewsbury.  The  principal  lyrics  in  the 
*'  Songs  of  the  Affections,"  were  written  dur- 
ing this  winter.  In  one  of  them,  "  The  Spir- 
it's Return,"  ever  a  great  favorite  with  usyshe 
writes  to  a  friend  : — **  Your  opinion  of  the 
'  Spirit's  Return/  has  given  me  particular 
pleasure,  because  I  prefer  that  poem  to  aoy 
thing  else  I  have  written  ;  but  if  there  be,  as 
my  friends  say,  a  greater  power  in  it  than  I 
had  before  evinced,  I  paid  dearly  for  the  dis- 
covery, and  it  made  me  almost  tremble  as  I 
sounded  the  deep  places  of  my  soul."  Mr. 
Chorley  gives  an  interesting  account  relative 
to  the  production  of  this  poem.  "  It  was  sug- 
gested, '  he  says,  "  by  a  fire-side  conversa- 
tion. It  had  long  been  a  favorite  amusement 
to  wind  up  our  evenings  by  telling  ghost  sto- 
ries. One  night,  however,  the  store  of  thril- 
ling narratives  was  exhausted,  and  we  began 
to  talk  of  the  feelings  with  which  the  pres- 
ence and  the  speech  of  a  visitant  from  another 
woHd  (if  indeed  a  spirit  could  return,)  would 
be  most  likely  to  impress  the  person  so  visited. 
After  having  exhausted  all  the  common  vari- 
eties of  fear  and  terror  in  our  speculations, 
Mrs.  Hemans  said,  she  thought '  the  predom- 
inant sensation  at  the  time  must  partake  of 
awe  and  rapture,  and  resemble  the  feelings 
of  those  who  have  listened  to  a  reveiatioo, 
and  at  the  same  moment  know  themselves  to 
be  favored  above  all  men,  and  humbled  be- 
fore a  being  no  longer  sharing  their  own  cares 
or  passions ;  but  that  the  person  so  visited 
must  thenceforward  and  for  ever  be  separated 
from  the  world  and  its  concerns  ;  for  the  soul 
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which  had  once  enjoyed  such  a  strange  and 
apiritual  communion,  which  had  heen  per- 
mitted to  look,  though  but  for  a  moment, 
beyond  the  mysterious  gates  of  death,  must 
be  raised  by  its  experience  too  high  for  com- 
mon grief  again  to  perplex,  or  common  joy 
to  enliven.'  She  spoke  long  and  eloquently 
upon  this  subject ;  and  I  have  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  this  conversation  settled  her  wan- 
dering fancy,  and  gave  rise  to  the  principal 
poem  in  her  next  volume." 

In  the  summer  of  1830,  Mrs.  Remans  vis- 
ited Wordsworth,  at  Rydal  Mount.  And 
here  we  must  again  quote  from  her  pictur- 
esque letters : — '*  My  nervous  fear  at  the 
idea  of  presenting  myself  to  Mr.  Wordsworth 
grew  upon  me  so  rapidly  that  it  was  more 
than  seven  o'clock  before  I  took  courage  to 
leave  the  inn  at  Ambleside.  I  had  indeed 
little  cause  for  such  trepidation.  I  was 
driyen  to  a  lovely  cottage-like  building,  al- 
most hidden  by  a  profusion  of  roses  and  ivy ; 
and  a  most  benignant-looking  old  man  greet- 
ed me  in  the  porch.  This  was  Mr.  Words- 
worth himself;  and  when  I  tell  you  that, 
having  rather  a  large  party  of  visitors  in  the 
bouse,  he  led  me  to  a  room  apart  from  them, 
and  brought  in  his  family  by  degrees,  I  am 
sure  this  httle  trait  will  give  yon  an  idea  of 
considerate  kindness  which  you  will  both 
like  and  appreciate." 

Again : — "  I  seem  to  be  writing  to  you 
almost  from  the  spirit-land ;  all  here  is  so 
briffhtly  still,  so  remote  from  every-day  cares 
and  tumults,  that  sometimes  I  can  hardly 
persuade  myself  I  am  not  dreaming.  It 
acarcely  seems  to  be  '  the  light  of  common 
day,'  that  is  clothing  the  woody  mountains 
before  me  ;  there  is  something  almost  vision- 
ary in  its  soft  gleams  and  ever-changing 
shadows.  I  am  charmed  with  Mr.  Words- 
worth, whose  kindness  to  me  has  quite  a 
aoothing  influence  over  my  spirits.  Oh  ! 
what  relief,  what  blessing  there  is  in  the 
feeling  of  admiration  when  it  can  be  freely 
poured  forth !  There  is  a  daily  beauty  in 
bis  life  which  is  in  such  lovely  harmony  with 
bis  poetry,  that  I  am  thankful  to  have  wit- 
aessed,  and  felt  it.  He  gives  me  a  good 
deal  of  his  society,  reads  to  me,  walks  with 
me,  leads  my  pony  when  I  ride ;  and  I  begin 
to  talk  with  him  as  with  a  sort  of  paternal 
friend." 

After  spending  above  a  fortnight  with  the 
venerable  poet  of  Rydal  Mount,  Mrs.  He- 
mans  engaged  for  a  few  weeks  a  pretty  little 
cottage  on  the  lake  ealled  the  "  Dove's 
Nest.  She  writes  of  it: — "I  am  so  de- 
lighted with  the  spot  tbat  I  scarcely  know 


when  I  shall  leave  it.  The  situation,  is  one 
of  the  deepest  retirement;  but  the  bright 
lake  before  me,  with  all  its  fairy  barks  and 
sails,  glancing  like  '  things  of  life '  over  the 
blue  waters,  prevents  the  solitude  from  being 
overshadowed  by  anything  like  sadness." 

But  even  in  this  romantic  seclusion  Mrs. 
Hemans  was  not  free  from  the  annoyance  of 
"  lion-hunters,"  and  she  complained  bitterly 
of  the  vexations  to  which  such  visitors  sub- 
jected her.  On  quitting  the  '^  Dove's  Nest," 
late  in  the  summer,  she  made  another  tour 
into  Scotland.  During  her  sojourn  at  Mil- 
bank  Tower,  she  had  formed  a  friendship 
with  J.  C.  Graves,  Esq.,  and  his  family,  of 
Dublin ;  and  by  them  she  was  induced  that 
autumn  to  effect  a  long- projected  visit  to 
Wales,  by  way  of  Dublin  and  Holyhead. 
Not  having  found  the  neighborhood  of  Wa- 
vertree  to  agree  with  her  health,  she  deter- 
mined upon  t  iking  up  her  permanent  resi- 
dence at  Dublin  the  ensuing  spring,  particu- 
larly as  her  brother  was  residing  in  Ireland. 
She  paid  a  last  farewell-visit  to  her  former 
home  at  Bronwjlfa,  on  her  return  from  Ire- 
land. During  Mrs.  Hemans'  residence  near 
Liverpool,  she  enjoyed  much  of  the  society 
of  Mr.  Roscoe,  the  author  of  the  "  Lives  of 
Lorenzo  the  Magniflcent,  and  Leo  X."  The 
last  winter  she  was  in  Wavertree,  she  took 
lessons  in  music,  and  derived  much  pleasure 
from  a  newly-discovered  faculty  of  musical 
composition.  At  this  time  her  health  began 
decidedly  to  fail,  and  her  physician  enjoined 
upon  her  "great  care  and  perfect  quiet,"  to 
prevent  her  disease  (an  affection  of  the  heart) 
from  assuming  a  dangerous  character. 

In  the  spring  of  1831,  Mrs.  Hemans  re- 
moved to  Dublin,  and  shortly  after  paid  a 
visit  to  her  brother.  Major  Browne,  at  Kil- 
kenny. She  writes: — "The  state  of  the 
country  here,  though  Kilkenny  is  considered 
tranquil,  is  certain,  to  say  the  least  of  it, 
very  ominous.  We  paid  a  visit,  yesterday 
evening,  at  a  clergyman's  house  about  five 
miles  hence,  and  found  a  guard  of  eight 
armed  policemen  stationed  at  the  gate ;  the 
window  ledges  were  all  provided  with  great 
stones,  for  the  convenience  of  hurling  down 
upon  assailants,  and  the  master  of  the  house 
had  not  for  a  fortnight  taken  a  walk  without 
loaded  pistols.  You  may  well  imagine  how 
the  boys,  who  are  all  here  for  the  holidays, 
were  enchanted  with  this  agreeable  state  of 
things ;  indeed,  I  believe  they  were  not  a  lit- 
tle disappointed  that  we  reached  home  with- 
out having  sustained  an  attack  from  the 
White-feet." 

Mrs.  Hemans  did  not  ^  vclVc^  v^viX:^  iss^^ 
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at  DobliD.  She  formed,  however,  several 
very  interesting  friendships.  Among  them 
may  be  mentioned  Archbishop  Wbateley, 
Sir  William  Hamilton,  and  Mr.  Blanco  White. 
It  was  here  that  she  heard  Paganini  for  the 
first  time.  She  alludes  to  his  magical  per- 
formances in  the  following  letter : — "  To  be- 
gin with  the  appearance  of  the  foreign  won- 
der. It  is  very  different  from  what  the  un- 
discrirainating  newspaper  accounts  would 
lead  you  to  suppose.  He  is  certainly  singu- 
lar looking,  pale,  slight,  and  with  long,  neg- 
lected hair ;  but  I  saw  nothing  whatever  of 
that  wildfire,  that  almost  ferocious  inspira- 
tion of  mien  which  has  been  ascribed  to  him. 
Indeed  I  thought  the  expression  of  the  coun- 
tenance rather  that  of  good- nature — a  mild 
enjouement  than  of  anything  else;  and  his 
bearing  altogether  simple  and  natural.*' 

She  writes  again :  " related  to  me  a 

most  interesting  conversation  he  had  had 
with  Paganini,  m  a  private  circle.  The  lat- 
ter was  describing  to  him  the  sufferings — 
(do  you  remember  a  line  of  Byron's? 

'  The  starry  Galileo  with  his  woes  *) 

— by  which  he  pays  for  his  consummate  ex- 
cellence. He  scarcely  knows  what  sleep  is ; 
and  his  nerves  we  wrought  to  such  almost 
preternatural  acuteoess,  that  harsh,  even 
common  sounds,  are  often  torture  to  him ; 
he  is  unable  sometimes  to  bear  a  whisper  in 
his  room.  His  passion  for  music  he  described 
as  an  all-absorbing,  a  consuming  one;  in 
fact,  he  looks  as  if  no  other  life  than  that 
ethereal  one  of  melody,  were  circulating  in 
his  veins.  But,  he  added,  with  a  glow  of 
triumph  kindling  through  deep  sadness: 
'  Mais,  c'est  uu  don  du  ciel.'  I  heard  all 
this,  which  was  no  more  than  I  had  imagined, 
with  a  still  deepening  conviction,  that  it  is 
the  gifted  before  all  others — those  whom  the 
multitude  believe  to  be  rejoicing  in  their 
own  fame,  strong  in  their  own  resources — 
who  have  most  need  of  true  hearts  to  rest 
upon,  and  of  hope  in  God  to  support." 

After  some  reference  to  the  increasingly 
delicate  state  of  Mrs.  Hemans'  health,  her 
sister  remarks : — "  A  delight  in  sacred  liter- 
ature, and  particularly  in  the  writings  of 
some  of  our  old  divines,  became  from  hence- 
forward her  predominant  taste;  and  her 
earnest  and  diligent  study  of  the  Scriptures 
was  a  well-spring  of  daily  increasing  com- 
fort      She  now  sought  no  longer  to 

forget  her  trials — ('a  wiki  wish  and  a  long- 
ing vain !'  as  such  attempts  must  ever  have 
proved) — but  rather  to  contemplate  them 


through  the  only  true  and  reconciling  me« 
dium  ;  and  that  relief  from  sorrow  and  suf- 
fering for  which  she  had  once  been  apt  (o 
turn  to  the  fictitious  world  of  imaginatioQ, 
was  now  afforded  her  by  calm  and  constant 
meditation  on  what  can  alone  be  called  '  the 
things  that  are.' " 

A  very  pleasing  incident  occurred  at  this 
time.  A  stranger  called  upon  Mrs.  Hemans 
one  day,  while  she  was  still  very  unwell  and 
obliged  to  decline  visits  from  all,  except  her 
nearest  friends.  He  begged,  however,  so 
earnestly  to  see  her,  that  refusal  was  impos- 
sible ;  and  then,  in  terms  of  the  deepest  feel- 
ing, he  expressed  his  warm  gratitude  to  her, 
in  that  through  reading  her  poem  of  "  The 
Skeptic,"  he  had  passed  from  the  darkness 
of  infidelity  to  the  light  of  faith  and  trust  in 
all  the  in6nite  consolation  of  the  Christian 
religion. 

In  1833,  Mrs.  Hemans  designed  the  plan 
of  a  volume  of  sacred  poetry,  afterwards 
published  under  the  title  of  "Scenes  and 
Hymns  of  Life."  She  writes : — "  I  have  now 
passed  through  the  feverish  and  somewhat 
visionary  state  of  mind,  often  connected  with 
the  passionate  study  of  art  in  early  life; 
deep  affections  and  deep  sorrows  seem  to 
have  solemnized  my  whole  being,  and  I  even 
feel  as  if  bound  to  higher  and  holier  tasks, 
which,  thouffh  I  may  occasionally  lay  aside, 
I  could  not  long  wander  from  without  some 
sense  of  dereliction.  I  hope  it  is  no  self- 
delusion,  but  I  cannot  help  sometimes  feeling 
as  if  it  were  my  true  task  to  enlarge  the 
sphere  of  sacred  poetry  and  extend  its  influ- 
ence. When  you  receive  my  volume  of 
'Scenes  and  Hymns,'  you  will  see  what  I 
mean  by  enlarging  the  sphere,  though  my 
plans  are  as  yet  imperfectly  developed." 

In  1834,  the  '*  Hymns  for  Childhood, "  the 
"  National  Lyrics,"  and  lastly,  the  **  Scenes 
and  Hymns  of  Life,"  were  published.  All 
were  favorably  received,  and  especially  the 
latter.  In  a  letter  to  a  friend,  AJ^s.  Hemans 
observes  : — "  I  find  in  the  *  Athenaeum  '  of 
last  week,  a  brief  but  satisfactory  notice  of 
the  *  Scenes  and  Hymns.'  The  volume  is  re- 
cognized as  my  best  work,  and  the  course  it 
opens  out,  called  '  a  noble  path.'  My  heart 
is  growing  faint.  Shall  I  have  power  given 
me  to  tread  that  way  much  further  ?" 

In  the  summer  of  the  same  year,  Mrs. 
Hemans  was  startled  and  deeply  affected  hy 
the  news  of  the  death  of  her  friend,  Mrs. 
Fletcher,  late  Miss  Jewsbury,  who  died  in 
India.  The  following  extract  from  one  of 
her  letters,  will  best  describe  her  state  of 
feeling  on  the  reception  of  this  melancholy 
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news : — *'  I  was,  indeed,  deeply  and  perma- 
nently affected  by  the  untimely  fate  of  one 
so  gifted,  and  so  affectionately  loving  me,  as 
our  poor  lost  friend.  It  hung  the  more 
solemnly  upon,  my  spirit,  as  the  subject  of 
death  and  the  mighty  future  had  so  many 
times  been  that  of  our  most  confidential  com- 
munion. How  much  deeper  power  seemed 
to  lie  coiled  up,  as  it  were,  in  the  recesses  of 
her  mind,  than  were  ever  mianifested  to  the 
world  in  her  writings  !  Strange  and  sad  does 
it  seem,  that  only  the  broken  music  of  such 
a  spirit  should  have  been  given  to  the  earth, 
the  full  and  finished  harmony  never  drawn 
forth." 

Mrs.  Hemans  was  obliged  to  relinquish  a 
projected  visit  to  England  about  this  period, 
m  consequence  of  an  attack  of  fever.  On 
ber  recovery  she  went  on  an  excursion  into 
Wicklow  county,  for  change  of  air,  but,  most 
unfortunately,  the  inn  to  which  she  repaired 
was  infected  with  scarlet  fever,  ana  both 
herself  and  servant  *'  caught  the  contagion." 
On  her  partial  convalescence  she  returned 
to  Dublin  ;  and,  the  same  autumn,  through 
being  exposed  to  the  evening  air,  she  took  a 
cold,  that  was  followed  by  distressing  ague 
attacks,  from  the  effects  of  which  she  never 
more  recovered.  In  December,  for  the  sake 
of  change  of  scene,  she  removed  to  the 
country  residence  of  Archbishop  Whateley, 
at  Redesdale,  which  was  kindly  placed  at  her 
disposal.  Here  she  writes  : — "  My  fever, 
though  still  returning  at  its  hours,  is  still 
decidedly  abated,  with  several  of  its  most 
exhausting  accompaniments,  and  those  in- 
tense throbbing  headaches  have  left  me,  and 
allowed  me  gradually  to  resume  the  inesti- 
mable resource  of  reading,  though  frequent 
drowsiness  obliges  me  to  use  it  very  mode- 
rately. But  better  far  than  these  indications 
of  recovery  is  the  sweet  religious  peace, 
which  I  feel  gradually  overshadowing  me 
with  its  dove-pinions,  excluding  all  that 
would  exclude  thoughts  of  God.  I  would 
I  could  convey  to  you  the  deep  feeling  of 
repose  and  thankfulness  with  which  I  lay  one 
Friday  evening  gazing  from  my  .sofa,  upon  a 
sunset  sky  of  the  richest  suffusion,  silvery 
green  and  amber  kindling  into  the  most  glo- 
rious tints  of  the  burning  rose.  I  felt  its 
holy  beauty  sinking  through  my  inmost  be- 
ing, with  an  influence  drawing  me  nearer  and 
nearer  to  God." 

The  state  of  her  health  being  rather 
worse  than  better,  Mrs.  Hemans  left  Redes- 
dale for  her  own  home  at  Dublin,  in  March, 
1835.  She  was,  henceforth,  confined  to  her 
room,  and  often  the  prey  of  acute  suffering. 


But  her  soul  was  ever  enwreathid  with  a 
sweet  serenity,  an  atmosphere  of  joy  and  love, 
the  ''  peace  thnt  passeth  all  understanding. 
Her  spirit  was  haunted  at  times  by  dreams  of 
immortal  beauty,  as  if  borne  by  ministering 
angels  to  illumine  her  couch  of  death.  She 
would  sometimes  say,  "  no  poetry  could  ex- 
press, no  imagination  conceive  the  visions  of 
blessedness  that  flitted  across  her  fancy." 
Again,  she  remarked,  **  I  feel  as  if  hoverinsr 
between  heaven  and  earth."  She  assured 
one  of  her  friends  that  "  the  tenderness  and 
affectionateness  of  the  Redeemer's  character, 
which  they  had  often  contemplated  together, 
was  now  a  source,  not  merely  of  reliance, 
but  of  positive  happiness  to  her — the  sweep' 
nees  of  her  couch" 

On  Sunday,  April  26th,  she  dictated  her 
last  poem  to  her  orother.  It  was  the  **  Sab- 
bath Sonnet."  Throughout  her  illness,  she 
enjoyed  the  watchful  care  of  her  brother 
and  sister-in-law,  and  uas  tenderly  and  faith- 
fully attended  by  her  servant,  Anna  Greer,  a 
young  woman  of  singular  intelligence  and 
warm-heartedness.  On  the  evening  of  Sa- 
turday, May  the  16th,  1835,  the  bright  and 
gentle  spirit  of  Felicia  Hemans  passed  peace- 
fully away  from  an  earthly  slumber  to  that 
divine  rest  which  "  God  gireth  His  belove.d." 
A  simple  tablet  was  erected  to  her  memory, 
inscribed  with  some  lines  from  a  dirge  of  her 
own  composition : — 

Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 

Fair  spirit !  rest  thee  now  ! 
E*en  while  with  us  thy  footsteps  trode. 

His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 
Dust  to  its  narrow  house  beneath, 

Soul  to  its  place  on  high  ! 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death, 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 

Having  thus  taken  an  imperfect  glance  over 
the  life-history  of  this  sweet  singer,  and  most 
amiable  woman,  let  us  proceed  with  a  brief 
but  comprehensive  survey  of  the  writings  on 
which  rest  the  foundation  of  her  literary  fame. 
We  will  endeavor  to  trace  the  connection  be- 
tween her  life  and  her  poetry,  which  we  be- 
lieve will  be  found  to  be  attuned  in  perfect 
harmony ;  the  one  forming,  as  it  were,  a  kind 
of  complement  to  the  other — the  story  of  ber 
existence  interpreting  the  burden  of  her  song. 

Seldom  have  genius  and  Christianity  been 
more  beautifully  and  intimately  allied  than  in 
the  case  of  Felicia  Hemans.  Religion  with 
her  was  not  merely  a  name,  but  a  thing  of 
life  and  reality.  Hence  it  is  the  sweet  and 
gentle  undertone  which  runs  through  all  her 
poetry ;  the  rich  perfume  in  which  her  most 
tender  and  refinea  ft^ik\\xEvfc\i\.\&  v««t  «\fi5^j^is^- 


«d ;  the  voice  that  minffles  with  th«  niiiMC  of 
her  every  outburst  of  ^ling ;  the  fair  soft 
ligbt,  ia  fine,  which  rests  on  ench  pn^e  of  her 
irnUngs.  The  gift  of  genius  is  oftnmes  one 
&tal  to  its  possessor.  Such  persons  are  not 
anfrequently  erratic  stars.  Nor  is  this,  a  mat- 
ter of  surprise,  for  their  podlJon  is  one  of 
peculiar  trial.  We  are  all  more  or  less  ores- 
tures  of  dependence.  We  require  sympathy, 
ud  we  derive  a  pleasure  from  being  under- 
stood and  appreciated.  Herein  lies  one  of 
the  peculiar  trials  of  which  genius  is  suscep- 
tible ;  for,  by  its  very  nature,  it  is,  in  most 
instances,  beyond  ordinary  oomprebension, 
and  consequently  it  is  unrecogniEed,  and,  of 
course,  meets  with  but  little  sympathy.  Thus 
the  "  loneliness  amid  a  crowQ,"  becomes 
doubly  true. 

Filled  with  high  aspirations  after  all  that 
is  great  and  beautiful,  the  soul  of  geniu^  is 
continually  doomed  to  deep  and  bitter  disap- 
pointment  in  this  world  of  ours.  Living  in  a 
realm  of  wonder  and  of  strange  mystery,  the 
mind  thus  endowed  is  liable,  in  an  extraor- 
dinary degree,  to  the  assailant  questionings  of 
doubt,  and  the  reasooings  of  a  false  philoso- 
phy. What  marvel,  then,  if  it  sometimes  go 
astray  ?  And  the  method  by  which  such 
minds  have  been  too  often  treated  sets  by  no 
means  as  a  remedy.  Ob,  world !  how  many 
high  spirits  have  been  crushed,  bow  many 
deep,  true  hearts  have  been  broken  by  thy 
cold  scorn,  by  thy  proud  indifference  1  Bet- 
ter, far  belter,  it  were  to  meet  them  on  their 
ways  of  wandering,  with  words  of  love  and 
uf  tender  entreaty,  and  thus  gently  to  guide 
them  into  the  "  paths  of  peace  "  and  of  bless- 
edness— to  enchant  them  by  a  vision  of 
beauty,  fairer  than  their  brightest  dreams — 
and  to  fill  their  thirsting  spirits  with  all  the 
joy-breathing  harmonies  of  the  truth  eternal. 

Many  are  the  dark  histories  unveiled  by  the 
chronicles  of  genius.  We  have  the  ead  record 
of  a  Chatterton — 

The  marvelloDs  boy. 
The  sleepless  soul  who  perished  in  hie  pride. 

And  a  Byron,  like  another  Cain,  wandering 
over  land  and  sea,  seeking  rest,  and  finding 
none.     And  a  Keats,  "  true  prophet  of  the 
beautiful,"  bending   beneath   the   weight  of 
ungenerous  criticism,  like  a  surcharged  lily, 
to  his  Roman  grave.    Here,  too,  is  the  "  stftr- 
eyed  "  Alaslor,  with  his  fnir  locks  disparted 
Greek-wise   over  bis   pale   forehead,    ship- 
wrecked amid  the  Irillows  of  a  cold  deapair, 
Lacretlnt  nobter  than  his  mood. 
Who  oast  bis  plnniiMt  down  the  broad 
Deep  nniverse,  and  said,  *■  No  God  I" 
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Sneh  stories  make  ns  Md.  We  look  apoa 
these  highly-gifted  souls  with  an  admiration 
mingled  with  much  trembling.  We  reQect  on 
what  they  might  have  been,  compared,  alas  I 
with  what  they  were,  and  are.  How  great 
and  good,  bow  truly  angelic,  had  their  noble 
powers  been  rightly  directed  !  For  there  ■■ 
something  so  bright  and  beautiful,  go  star- 
like in  geniits,  that  we  must  love  it.  It  flashes 
with  such  a  regal  majesty,  that  it  not  merely 
asks  for  our  homage — it  commands  it.  It  is 
so  unearthly,  too,  in  its  character,  like  some 
"  lonely  light  from  heaven's  shore ;"  and,  in 
very  truth,  it  is  a  mournful  thing  when  its 
fair  radiance  is  dimmed  and  darkened  by  the 
clouds  of  this  lower  world.  In  proportion, 
therefore,  to  our  sorrow,  on  observing  gentns 
misguided,  and  falling  short  of  its  lofty  mis- 
sion, is  our  joy  on  nebolding  it  in  alliance 
with  all  that  is  fair,  and  "  lovely,  and  of  good 
report." 

In  Mrs.  Hemans  we  are  presented  with  the 
almost  ideal  of  feminine  character.  We 
should  imagine,  judging  merely  from  the 
tone  of  her  writings,  that  in  all  the  relations 
of  life  she  was  moat  graceful  and  toveable; 
gentle  in  manners,  and  fair  in  person,  with 
perchance  a  shade  of  sadness  on  her  brow. 
Constant  in  her  friendships,  and  tenderly 
affectionate.  Intellectually,  not  over  pro- 
found;  but  still,  on  all  subjects,  thinking 
calmly  and  well.  A  woman  of  deep  feeling, 
tremulously  susceptible,  thirs^ng  for  a  love 
and  a  sympathy  which  may  never  be  found 
on  earth.  Ancl  such,  we  have  been  told,  she 
was  in  reality — 

A  perfect  woman,  nobly  pisnn'd, 
To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command ; 
And  yet  a  spirit  still  and  bright. 
With  somsihii^  of  an  angel  light. 

The  highly  gifted  L.  E.  L.  has  observed,  in 
reference  to  Mrs.  Hemans:  "What  is  poetry, 
and  what  is  a  poetical  career?  The  first  is 
to  have  an  organization  of  extreme  sensitri- 
lity  which  the  second  exposes  bare-headed  to 
the  rudest  neaiher.  The  original  impalse 
is  irresistible — all  professions  are  engrossinc 
when  once  begun,  and,  acting  with  perpetual 
stimulus,  nothing  takes  more  complete  pos- 
session of  its  follower  than  literature.  But 
never  can  success  repay  its  cosL  The  work 
appears — it  lives  in  the  light  of  popular  ap- 
plause; but  truly  might  the  writer  exclaimt 

It  is  my  yontb,  it  is  my  bloom,  it  is  my  glad  free 

I  cast  away  for  thee  ;  for  thee,  ill-fated  aa  than 

If  this  be  troe  even  of  one  sex,  how  mnoh 
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more  tnie  of  the  otber?  Ah!  Fame  to  a 
woman  is  but  a  royal  moumiDg  in  purple  for 
happiness ! 

Such  are  the  words  of  one  who  lived  amid 
the  dazzle  of  the  world's  applause,  and  who 
felt  how  false  and  how  vain  the  glitter  after 
the  fading  of  the  flowers,  and  the  quenching 
of  the  festal  lights.  Not  that  we  entirely 
coincide  with  her;  for  we  think  that  the  joy 
of  genius  is  as  deep  and  intense  as  its  sorrow. 
It  is  evident,  however,  that  Mrs.  Hemans  felt 
painfully  at  times  the  unsatisfying  nature  of 
literary  fame.  She  sang,  men  listened  and 
admired.  Another  sweet  singer  amid  the 
green  boughs  and  the  pleasant  hills — that 
was  all.  'niere  was  the  loud  acclaim,  but 
other  response  was  there  none ;  and  so  she 
''  lays  her  lonely  dreams  aside/'  or  what  is 
better  still,  she  **  lifts  them  unto  heaven." 

Oh !  ask  not,  hope  nt)t  thou  too  much 

Of  sympathy  below : 
Few  are  tne  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  sweet  fountains  flow. 
Few,  and  by  still  conflicting  powers, 

Forbidden  here  to  meet ; 
Such  ties  woald  make  this  life  of  ours 

Too  fair  for  aught  so  fleet 

It  may  be  that  thy  brother's  eye 

Sees  not  as  thine,  which  turns 
In  such  deep  reverence  to  the  sky, 

Where  the  rich  sunset  bums ! 
It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  spring, 

Bom  amidst  violets  lone, 
A  rapture  o'er  thy  soul  can  bring, 

A  dream  to  his  unknown. 

The  tune  that  speaks  of  other  times — 

A  sorrowful  aelight ! 
The  melody  of  distant  chimes. 

The  sound  of  waves  by  night ; 
The  wind  that  with  so  manv  a  tone. 

Some  chord  within  can  thrill — 
These  may  have  language  ail  thine  own. 

To  him  a  mystery  still. 

Yet  scorn  thou  not  for  this,  the  true 

And  steadfast  love  of  years ; 
The  kindly,  that  from  childhood  grew. 

The  faithful  to  thy  tears  ! 
If  there  be  one  that  o'er  the  dead 

Hath  in  thy  grief  borne  part. 
Or  watched  through  sickness  by  thy  bed. 

Call  kis  a  kindred  heart. 

Perhaps  few  writers  who  have  written  so 
much  as  Mrs.  Hemans,  have  uniformly  writ- 
ten so  well ;  yet  it  might  have  been  better 
for  her  fame  had  she  left  fewer  long  pieces. 
She  does  not  possess  that  lofty  power  of 
thought,  that  intense  concentration  of  ideas, 
that  striking  and  passionate  depth  of  expres- 
sion, which  is  requisite  to  sustain  the  atten- 
tion through  a  long  succession  of  pages. 


Her  genius  is  not  dramatic.  Hence  her  more 
ambitious  productions  are  those  which  are 
least  known.  Although  it  contains  many  fine 
passages,  few  persons  are  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  her  "  Forest  Sanctuary,"  and 
still  fewer  with  her  "  Vespers  of  Palermo," 
and  the  "  Siege  of  Yalentia."  It  is  in  her 
charming  relation  of  striking  incidents,  and 
in  her  shorter  lyrics,  that  Mrs.  Hemans  par- 
ticularly excels.  Her  poetry  is  ever  elegant, 
true  and  tender  in  sentiment,  perfect  in  har- 
mony, and  somewhat  mournful  in  tone.  It 
is  the  aspiration  after  a  higher  and  holier 
sphere ;  the  soul  weary  and  dissatisfied  with 
earth  ;  the  exile  sighing  for  its  home ;  and  the 
heartfelt  longing  for  the  love  and  the  truth 
divine.  In  common  with  all  high  souls  Mrs. 
Hemans  often  gives  utterance  to  feelings  si- 
milar to  those  which  prompted  Margaret 
Davidson  to  exclaim : 

Earth  !  thou  hast  naught  to  satisfv 
The  cravings  of  an  immortal  mind  ! 

And  it  is  this  sentiment,  together  with  the 
deep  thirst  for  some  true  fountain  of  afiec- 
tion,  which  may  be  said  to  form  the  key-note 
of  her  poetry.  Her  music  is  a  soft  bird-like 
melody;  low  and  plaintive,  sometimes  rising 
into  strains  of  generous  enthusiasm  ;  and  as 
the  zephyr  amid  the  forest  greenery,  it  ever 
breathes  if  not  of  gladness,  of  all  that  is  fair 
and  free.  The  "  vision  and  the  faculty  di- 
vine "  appear  seldom  to  have  oppressed  Mrs. 
Hemans  as  with  a  woe  and  a  burden,  and  a 
strange  joy,  which  must  break  forth  in  a  wail 
of  impassioned  music  or  in  a  gush  of  wild 
exultation.  The  realm  of  poetic  enchant- 
ment in  which  she  delighted  to  wander,  was 
enwreatbed  with  a  kind  of  dreamy  beauty^ 
like  one  Of  Turner's  landscapes  ;  it  was  the 
home  of  all  sweet  and  tender  remembrances ; 
of  high  and  noble  hopes ;  of  warm  patriotism 
and  of  undying  love.  A  land  moreover  filled 
to  overflowing  with  the  whispers  of  seraphic 
song ;  those  *'  lays  of  Paradise,"  o'er  which 
as  they  vibrate  amid  his  spirit  chords,  the 
poet  vainly  weeps,  in  his  inability  to  inter- 
pret them  more  fully. 

The  serene  repose  of  Mrs.  Hemans'  world 
of  thought  was  seldom  disturbed  by  the  voice 
of  the  **  rushing  winds  of  inspiration."  Her 
poems,  therefore,  seldom  bear  the  impress  of 
mtense  excitement,  of  strong  and  fervent 
impulses ;  they  are  more  the  expression  of 
habitual  states  of  mind  and  feeling ;  hence 
they  have  been  charged  with  exhibiting  a 
tinge  of  monotony.  Theirs  Is  not  the  fall  of 
a  mountain  torrent,  but  the  silvery  murmur- 
ing of  a  rill  amid  the  light  and  shadOf  the 
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hills  and  the  meadows.  The  lieht  of  genius 
"wiih  her  was  not  a  flash  of  restless  radiance, 
but  the  still,  untroubled  shining  of  the  star. 
Consequently  her  muse  is  invariably  of  a 
deliciously  soothing  character.  She  is  un- 
surpassed in  graceful  and  felicitous  expres- 
sion, and  in  true  and  tender  sentiment,  espe- 
cially where  she  has  reference  to  the  domes- 
tic aflfections.  Take,  as  an  example,  the 
"  First  Grief,"  or 

THE  GRAVES  OP  A  HOUSEHOLD. 

They  grew  in  beauty  side  by  side, 
They  fill'd  one  home  with  glee ; 

Their  graves  are  severed  far  and  wide 
By  meant,  and  stream,  and  sea. 

The  same  fond  mother  bent  at  night 

0*er  each  fair  sleeping  brow ; 
She  had  each  folded  flower  in  sight — 

Where  are  those  dreamers  now  7 

One  midst  the  forests  of  the  West, 

By  a  dark  stream  is  laid ; 
The  Indian  knows  his  place  of  rest, 

Far  in  the  cedar  shade. 

The  sea,  the  blue  lone  sea  hath  one. 

He  lies  where  pearls  lie  deep ; 
He  was  the  loved  of  all,  yet  none 

0*er  his  low  bed  may  weep. 

One  sleeps  where  Southern  vines  are  drest, 

Above  the  noble  slain  ; 
He  wrapt  his  colors  round  his  breast, 

On  a  blood-red  field  of  Spain. 

And  one— o'er  her  the  myrtle  showers 
Its  leaves,  by  soft  winds  fanned ; 

She  faded  midst  Italian  flowers. 
The  last  of  that  bright  band. 

And  parted  thus  they  rest  who  playM 

Beneath  the  same  green  tree ; 
Whose  voices  mingl^  as  they  pray*d 

Around  one  parent  knee ! 

They  that  with  smiles  lit  up  the  ball, 
And  cheered  with  song  the  hearth ; 

Alas !  for  Love !  if  thou  wert  all, 
And  naught  beyond,  oh  earth  ! 

Few  poets  have  more  beautifully  adapted 
their  style  of  versification  to  the  sentiment 
they  wish  to  convey,  than  Felicia  Hemans. 
Her  "  Song  of  the  Battle  -of  Morgarten," 
and  that  sublime  little  lyric,  "  The  Trumpet," 
seem  to  ring  like  some  martial  music ;  and 
solemn  and  touching  as  the  thought  they 
express,  is  the  flow  of  the  following  stanzas 
from  the  "  Hour  of  Death  :" — 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breath. 

And  stars  to  set — bat  all. 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death ! 


Day  is  for  mortal  care, 
Eve  for  glad  meetings  round  the  joyous  hearth, ' 

Night  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of 
prayer ; 
But  all  for  thee,  thou  mightiest  of  the  earth. 

The  banquet  hath  its  hour, 
Its  feverish  hour  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wine ; 

There  comes  a  day  for  griefs  o'erwhelmiog 
power, 
A  time  for  softer  tears — but  all  are  thine. 

Youth  and  the  opening  rose. 
May  look  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay, 

And  smile  at  thee :  but  thou  art  not  of  those 
That  wait  the  ripen  bloom  to  seize  their  prey. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breath 

And  stars  to  set— but  all, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death ! 

And,  as  strikingly  illustrative  of  our  pre- 
vious  observations,  we  would  point  to  the 
•*  Landing  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers."    What  a 

Picture  is  contained  in  the  first  two  verses, 
he  sea,  and  the  storm,  and  the  wild,  dark 
night  1 

The  breaking  waves  dashed  high. 
On  a  stern  and  rock-bound  coast. 

And  the  woods  against  a  stormy  sky, 
Their  giant  branches  toss'd; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 

The  hills  and  waters  o'er; 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark, 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  conqueror  comes, 

They  the  true-hearted  came ; 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drums. 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fame. 

And  truly  beautiful  are  the  stanzas  following. 
The  deep  hush,  the  whispers,  as  it  were,  of 
the  first  two  lines,  and  then  the  shout  and  the 
exultant  music : — 

Not  as  the  flying  come. 

In  silence  and  in  fear  ; 
They  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert  gloom. 

With  their  hymns  of  lofly  cheer. 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang. 
And  the  stars  heard,  and  the  sea ; 

And  the  sounding  voice  of  the  dim  woods  rang 
To  the  anthem  of  the  free ! 

The  ocean  eagle  soared, 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  wave's  foam ; 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roared. 

This  was  their  welcome  home  ! 

It  is  such  noble  strains  as  these,  and  as 
the  "  Treasures  of  the  Deep,"  the  **  Voice  of 
Spring,"  the  "  Spirit's  Return,"  the  "  Better 
Land, '  and  many  others,  which  must  ever 
haunt  our  memories,  like  some  beloved  mel- 
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ody,  and  which  the  world  ''will  not  willingly 
let  die."  There  are  some  nice  portraits  in 
the  "  Records  of  Woman,"  the  work  in  which, 
according  to  the  authoress  herself,  "  she  had 
put  her  heart  and  individual  feeling  more  than 
m  anything  else  she  had  written."  The  nohle 
story  of  "  Gertrude,  or  Fidelity  till  Death," 
18  strongly  told. 

Beautiful  and  touching  are  the  last  lines 
composed  by  Mrs.  Hemans,  the  "  Sabbath 
Sonnet,"  written  a  few  days  before  her  de- 
cease— a  fitting  finale  to  her  literary  labors : 

How  many  blessed  groups  this  hour  are  bending 
Through  England's  primrose  meadow-paths  their 

way, 
Towards  spire  and  tower,  midst  shadowing  elms 

ascending 
Whence  the  sweet  chimes  proclaim  the  hallowed 

day. 
The  halls  from  old  heroic  ages  gray 
Pour  their  fair  children  forth  ;  and  hamlets  low 
With  whose  thick  orchard  blooms  the  soft  winds 

play, 
Send  out  their  inmates  in  a  happy  flow, 
Like  a  freed  vernal  stream.    I  may  not  tread 
With  them  those  path-ways — to  the  feverish  bed 
Of  aickness  bound ;  yet,  O  my  God  !  I  bless 
Thy  mercy,  that  with  Sabbath  peace  hath  filled 
My  chastened  heart,  and  all  its  throbbings  stilled 
To  one  deep  calm  of  lowliest  thankfulness ! 


Sweet  and  touching  is  the  spirit  of  cheer- 
ful resignation  breathing  through  the  above. 
The  idea  presented  in  the  commencement  of 
the  sonnet  is  as  fair  and  truthful,  as  the  con- 
clusion is  redolent  of  the  serenest  repose. 

We  experience  a  sensation  of  pure  and  un- 
mixed delight  in  the  contemplation  of  genius, 
where,  as  in  the  case  of  Mrs.  Hemans,  the 
service  of  song  is  united  to  solemn  and  entire 
consecration  of  soul  to  the  best  interests  of 
time  and  eternity.  Poetry  should  ever  have 
a  definite  purpose.  It  should  be  a  thing  not 
merely  to  gladden  our  idle  hours,  though  that 
is  well ;  but,  further,  it  should  be  devoted  to 
higher  ends,  and  to  all  great  and  holy  uses. 
This  is  not  the  place  for  us  to  dilate  upon  the 
poet's  work  and  mission.  We  would)  how- 
ever, have  him  to  remember  that  the  power 
and  the  gift  divine  were  not  bestowed  upon 
him  to  oe  wasted  merely  on  the  things  of 
earth.  It  is  through  genius  that  the  spirit  of 
inspiration  speaks ;  and  assuredly,  the  "  light 
that  never  was  on  sea  nor  shore, '  is  not  wont 
to  be  kindled  in  vain ;  and  woe  be  to  those 
who  disregafd  the  warning  voice  within,  and 
who  permit  that  celestial  radiance  to  gild  the 
roses  of  earth  alone,  instead  of  ascending  to 
its  native  heaven. 
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LAYARD'S    SECOND    EXPEDITION* 


If  ever  a  subject  had  the  right  to  arrest  the 
attention,  or  an  author  to  claim  the  conside- 
ration of  both  the  press  and  the  public,  that 
subject  is  Shinar,  that  author  Layard. 

For  what  subject  can  excite  a  deeper,  and 
at  the  same  time  a  more  universal  mterest, 
than  the  cradle  of  the  human  race — the  home 
of  post-diluvian  civilization — the  nursery  of 
civil,  social,  and  political  institutions  ? 

Nor  are  we  acquainted  with  any  writer  of 
the  present  day,  who  describes  the  wonders 
which  he  has  seen  and  the  adventures  which 


♦  Discoveries  in  the  Ruins  of  Nineveh  and  Baby- 
lon, with  Travels  in  Armenia,  Kurdistan,  and  the 
Desert :  being  the  Result  of  a  Second  Expedition 
undertaken  for  the  Trustees  of  the  British  Museum. 
By  AusTSN  H.  Latakd,  M.  P.,  Author  of  "Nine- 
veh  and  ita  Remains.'*  With  Maps,  Plans,  and  Il- 
lustrations.   London:  Murray.    1868. 


he  has  encountered,  in  a  manner  so  simple 
and  yet  so  attractive,  so  unostentatious  and 
yet  so  powerful,  as  the  author  of  '*  Nineveh 
and  its  Remains.*'  As  page  after  page  of  his 
delightful  works  is  greedily  devoured,  our 
wonder  increases  at  the  variety  as  well  as 
the  excellence  of  the  intellectual  feast.  Or, 
to  adopt  another  mode  of  illustration, — the 
graphic  pencil,  the  master-hand,  are  equally 
discernible,  whether  the  object  represented 
be  of  an  ancient  or  a  modern  date, — whether 
the  scene  be  laid  amongst  the  Arabs  of  the 
Desert  or  the  Dwellers  of  the  Mountain  Val- 
leys; the  ruins  of  Nineveh  and  Babylon,  or 
the  bazaars  of  Bagdad  and  Mosul. 

The  secret  of  Mr.  Layard's  success  as  a 
writer,  beyond  and  above  the  intrinsic  at- 
tractiveness of  his  subject,  lies,  we  conceive, 
in  the  fact  that  he  thoroughty  understands 
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thaiBubjeoty  and  thinks,  and  consequently 
writes,  of  nothing  else.  Varied  as  are  the 
points  which  present  themselves  to  the  eye 
in  the  course  of  these  researches  and  the  ad- 
ventures connected  with  them,  the  accuracy 
and  clearness  of  design  and  detail  show  that 
the  writer  himself  comprehends  that  which 
he  wishes  to  impart ;  and  though  the  author 
is  frequently  and  necessarily  the  hero  in  great 
achievements  or  sparkling  incidents,  he  never 
puts  himself  forward.  In  short,  though  the 
reader  is  always  contemplating  and  admiring 
Mr.  Layard — Mr.  Layard  is  never  contem- 
plating or  admiring,  or  even  thinking  of 
himself. 

These  remarks  apply  equally  to  the  for- 
mer and  the  Utter  works  of  this  eminent 
traveller;  but  the  volume  now  under  con- 
sideration— the  narrative  of  the  second  ex- 
pedition— contains  vast  treasures  of  amuse- 
ment and  information  fresh  from  the  mine  of 
discovery,  and  is,  we  think,  almost,  if  not 
quite,  the  cheapest  book  that  we  have  ever 
seen ;  a  fact  accounted  for  in  the  advertise- 
ment by  the  publisher's  resolution  to  produce 
no  abridgment  of  it. 

The  binding  is  original  and  characteristic  : 
the  color  is  a  light  bright  brown  ;  on  either 
board  are  embossed  the  wing  and  hind  foot 
of  the  celebrated  bull,  whilst  on  the  back 
above  the  tiile  appears  the  head ;  beneath, 
the  two  fore  legs  of  the  same  mystical 
sculpture.  So  that  we  may  consider  this 
mysterious  inmate  of  the  halls  of  Nimroud  as 
rising  from  bis  long- forgotten  resting-place — 
the  grave  of  a  nation,  the  tomb  of  an  em- 
pire— to  disclose  to  the  startled  ears  of  the 
nineteenth  century  the  secrets  and  the  won- 
ders of  his  prison-house.  In  other  words, 
it  would  seem  that  we  are  to  consider  the 
whole  volume,  or  at  any  rate  a  great  part  of 
it,  as  a  discourse  of  the  strange  being  whose 
likeness  it  bears.  Loquitur  Winged  Bull, — 
and  never  did  a  creature  of  the  same  spe- 
cies possess  so  much  valuable  information,  or 
such  a  happy  knack  of  imparting  it. 

In  a  short  paper  like  the  present  it  would 
be  out  of  place  to  enter  at  any  length  into 
the  deep  questions  of  history,  chronology, 
language,  and  ethnology,  opened  by  the  re- 
searches of  Mr.  Layard  and  other  Eastern 
travellers.  Indeed  we  consider  such  a  pro- 
ceeding as  at  present  premature.  We  have 
already  many  important  data,  but  not  suffi- 
cient to  construct  a  complete  edifice ;  in  a 
few  years  we  shall  probably  know  more,  and 
then  it  will  be  time  enough  for  those  "  who 
sit  at  home  at  ease"  to  avail  themselves  of 
the  toils  of  the  adventurous  and  intelligent 


travellers  to  whom  soience  already  owes  so 
much,  by  comparing  the  monuments  now 
discovered  with  the  fragments  of  pre-existing 
knowledge,  and  to  construct  thence  a  con- 
sistent history  of  the  earliest  settlements  of 
the  descendants  of  Noah. 

At  present  let  us  content  ourselves  wiih 
the  book  before  us,  and  let  the  book  speak 
for  itself. 

"  After  a  few  months'  residence  in  England,** 
says  Mr.  Layard,  "  daring  the  year  1848,  to  re- 
cruit a  constitution  worn  by  long  exposure  to  the 
extremes  of  an  Eastern  climate,  I  received  orders 
to  proceed  to  my  post  at  Her  Majesty's  Embassy 
ip  Turkey.  ...  It  was  at  Constantinople 
that  I  first  learnt  the  general  interest  felt  in  En- 
gland in  the  discoveries.  .  .  .  The  gratitude 
which  I  deeply  felt  for  encouragement  rarely 
equalled,  could  be  best  shown  by  cheerfully  con- 
senting, without  hesitation,  to  the  request  made 
to  me  by  the  Trustees  of  the  British  Museum, 
urged  by  public  opinion,  to  undertake  the  super- 
intendence of  a  second  expedition  into  Assyria." 
— ^pp.  1,  2. 

The  party — consisting  of  Mr.  Layard  him- 
self;  Mr.  F.  Cooper,  an  artist  selected  by  the 
Trustees ;  Mr.  Hormuzd  Rassam,  well  known 
to  the  readers  of  "  Nineveh  and  its  Remains;'* 
Dr.  Sand  with,  an  English  physician ;  Abd-el- 
Messiah,  a  Christian  Syrian,  whose  qualifica- 
tions as  an  able  and  trustworthy  servant  had 
been  fully  tested  during  the  former  expe- 
dition; an  Armenian,  named  Zerkis;  and 
Mohammed  Agha,  a  Cawass — left  the  Bos- 
phorus  in  an  English  steamer  bound  for 
Trebizond,  on  the  28th  of  August,  1849. 
They  were  accompanied  also  by  Cawal  Yu- 
suf,  the  head  of  the  Preachers  of  the  Yezidis, 
and  four  chiefs  of  the  districts  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Diarbekir,  who  had  come  to 
Constantinople  on  a  mission  of  importance  in 
which  they  had  been  essentially  befriended  by 
the  author. 

In  his  tour  through  the  mountain  district 
which  supplies  the  streams  of  Western  Asia» 
Mr.  Layard  meets  with  many  facts,  scenes, 
and  incidents,  interestiog  to  the  general 
r&ader  and  the  Biblical  student, — Turkish 
reforms  and  native  manners,  Tartar  tomba 
and  ancient  remains,  Armenian  Christians 
and  Kurdish  freebooters,  peasants  living  in 
the  tombs  of  their  ancestors,  and  unmuzzled 
oxen  treading  out  the  corn. 

They  had  reached  Erzeroom  on  the  8th, 
on  the  20th  they  left  Bitlis,  and  set  out  for 
Jezireh  by  a  circuitous  road  winding  through 
the  valleys  of  the  eastern  branch  of  the  Ti- 
gris, and  thus  enabling  them  to  visit  the 
Yezidi  villages  in  the  district  of  Eherzan. 
Their  reception  by  the  simple  mountaineen 


1868.J 


LAYABD13  SECOND  EXFEDHIOir. 


343 


n  graphically  and  deli^htfolly  described,  but 
to  explain  the  enthusiasm  exhibited  on  that 
occasion  we  must  recur  to  the  very  com- 
mencement of  the  volume. 

"  After  my  departure  from  Mosul,"  says  our 
author, **  in  1847,  the  military  conscription  enforced 
among  the  Mussulman  inhabitants  of  the  Pasha- 
h'c  was  extended  to  the  Vezidis,  who,  with  the 
Christians,  had  been  previously  exempted  from  its 
operation  on  the  general  law  sanctioned  by  the 
Koran,  and  hitherto  acted  upon  by  most  Moham- 
medan nations,  that  none  but  true  believers  can 
serve  in  the  armies  of  the  state.  On  the  ground 
that  being  of  no  recognized  infidel  sect,  they  must 
necessarily  be  included,  like  tlie  Druses  and 
Ansyri  of  Mount  Lebanon,  amongst  Mussulmans, 
the  government  had  recently  endeavored  to  raise 
recruits  for  the  regular  troops  amongst  the  Yezidis. 
The  new  regulations  had  been  carried  out  with 
great  severity,  and  had  given  rise  to  many  acts  of 
cruelty  and  oppression  on  the  part  of  the  local 
authorities.  Besides  the  feeling  common  to  all 
Easterns  against  compulsory  service  in  the  amy, 
the  Yezidis  had  other  reasons  for  opposing  the 
order  of  the  government.  They  could  not  become 
nixam,  or  disciplined  soldiers,  without  openly  vio- 
lating the  rites  and  observances  enjoined  by  their 
faith.  The  bath  to  which  Turkish  soldiers  are 
compelled  weekly  to  reson  is  a  pollution  to  them, 
when  taken  in  common  with  Mussulmans;  the 
blue  color  and  certain  portions  of  the  Turkish 
uniform  are  absolutely  prohibited  by  their  law  f 
and  they  cannot  eat  several  articles  of  food  in- 
cluded in  the  rations  distributed  to  the  troops. 
The  recruiting  officers  refused  to  listen  to  these 
objections,  enforcing  their  orders  with  extreme 
and  unnecessary  severity.  The  Yezidis,  always 
ready  to  suffer  for  their  faith,  resisted,  and  many 
died  under  the  tortures  inflicted  upon  them! 
They  were  moreover  still  exposed  to  the  oppres- 
sion and  illegal  exactions  of  the  local  governors. 
Their  children  were  still  lawful  objects  of  public 
sale,  and,  notwithstanding  the  introduction  of  the 
reformed  system  of  government  into  the  province, 
the  parents  were  subject  to  persecution  and  even 
to  death,  on  account  of  their  religion.  In  this 
state  of  things  Hussein  Bey  and  Sheikh  Nasr, 
the  chiefs  of  the  whole  community,  hearing  that 
I  was  at  Constantinople,  determiued  to  send  a  de- 
putation to  lay  their  grievances  before  the  Sultan, 
Doping  that  through  my  assistance  they  could  ob- 
tain access  to  some  of  the  Ministers  of  State. 
Cawal  Yusuf  and  his  companions  were  selected 
for  the  mission ;  and  money  was  raised  by  the  sect 
to  meet  the  expenses  of  the  journey. 

^  After  encountering  many  difficulties  and  dan- 
gers, they  reached  the  capital  and  found  out  my 
abode.  I  lost  no  time  in  presenting  them  to  Sir 
Stratford  Canning,  who,  ever  ready  to  exert  his 
powerful  influence  in  the  cause  of  humanity,  at 
once  brought  their  wrongs  to  the  notice  of  the 
Porte.  Through  his  kindintercession  a  finnan  or 
imperial  order  was  granted  to  the  Yezidis,  which 
freed  them  from  all  illegal  impositions,  forbade  the 
sale  of  their  children  as  slaves,  secured  to  them 
the  full  enjoyment  of  their  religion,  and  placed 


tbem  on  the  same  footing  as  other  sects  of  the 
Empire,  [t  was  further  promised  that  arrange- 
ments should  be  made  to  release  them  from  such 
military  regulations  as  rendered  their  service  in 
the  army  incompatible  with  a  strict  observance  of 
their  religious  outies.*' — p.  4. 

Well  might  the  mountaineers  receive  with 
every  token  of  love,  and  gratitude,  and  honor, 
the  Frank  stranger  to  whom  they  owed  thehr 
lives  and  their  liberties,  their  children  and 
their  homes.  And  good  would  it  be  for  the 
prosperity,  as  well  as  the  honor  of  England, 
if  she  had  at  every  foreign  court  men  of 
equal  ability  and  courage  in  the  cause  of  the 
oppressed  and  the  defenceless,  as  the  right- 
minded  minister  and  the  true-hearted  em- 
ploy6  who  rescued  the  Yezidis  from  the  rod 
of  the  oppressor. 

These  Yezidis  appear  to  be  a  highly  inter- 
esting people,  the  remnant  of  an  ancient  race 
once  powerful.  Their  doctrinal  errors,  though 
strange  and  striking,  have  been  grossly  exag- 
gerated and  misrepresented ;  and  their  mo- 
rality seems  to  be  far  above  the  common 
standard  of  the  unbaptized.  They  believe  in 
the  former  glory  and  present  power  of  Satan ; 
but  they  add  to  this  an  extraordinary  notion 
that  though  suffering  at  present  from  the  dis- 
pleasure of  the  Almighty,  he  will  be  hereaf- 
ter restored  to  his  pristine  dignity  and  favor. 
Whilst,  therefore,  giving  the  supreme  honor 
to  the  One  God  alone,  they  endeavor  to  pro- 
pitiate the  rebel-angel,  not  only  from  the  fear 
of  his  present  power,  but  from  the  wish  to 
secure  his  future  good  offices. 

Next  to  Satan,  but  inferior  to  him  in  might 
and  wisdom,  they  recognize  seven  archangels, 
who  exercise  a  great  influence  over  the  world, 
viz.  Gabrail,  Michail,  Raphail,  Azrail,  Ded- 
rail,  Azrapheel,  and  Shemkeel.  Christ,  ac- 
cording to  them,  was  also  a  great  angel  who 
look  the  form  of  man.  They  believe  that  He 
did  not  die  upon  the  cross,  but  ascended  into 
heaven  ;  they  expect  His  second  coming,  and 
likewise  that  of  Imaum  Mehdi. 

They  hold  the  Old  Testament  in  great  rev- 
erence, and  believe  in  the  cosmogony  of  Gen- 
esis— in  the  Scriptural  account  of  the  Deluge, 
and  in  other  events  recorded  in  the  Bible. 
They  do  not  altogether  reject  either  the  New 
Testament  or  the  Koran,  but  consider  them 
of  secondary  authority.  They  circumcise 
their  children,  and  also  practise  a  species  of 
baptism.  They  moreover  reverence  the  sun 
under  the  title  of  Sheikh  Shems ;  and  they 
use  language  with  reference  to  their  founder. 
Sheikh  Adi,  which  is  in  many  respects  appli- 
cable to  our  Lord,  both  in  His  Divine  and 
human  capacity. 
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They  woatd  eeem  indeed  to  be  the  rem-  ' 
l»Dt  of  a  ChnldieaD,  Median,  or  Assyrian 
people,  which  after  having  been  driven  into 
the  mountains  by  eome  conquering  horde, 
hod  engrafted  upon  Sabteanism  a  compound 
of  Christianity  and  MaDicheism,  which  had 
been  further  diluted  by  sn  admixture  of  Mo- 
ham  medaniam.  V-  Laynrd  baa  given,  both 
m  the  preient  and  the  former  volumes,  many 
mteresting  particnUre  regarding  them.  In 
hie  last  eipediUoD,  he  obl^ned  a  copy  of  one 
of  their  hymns,  and  also  the  music  of  three 
of  tbeir  chants ;  but  their  history  will  proba- 
bly remain  an  enigma,  until  some  traveller 
can  obtain  a  transcript  of  the  aacred  book, 
one  copy  of  which  has  perhaps  escaped  the 
fury  of  that  relentless  persecutor,  Beder  Eban 
Bey. 

"  The  Cawalg,"  says  our  inlhor, "  who  ai 


contribulions  forming  the  revennes  of  the  great 
chief,  and  of  ihe  tomb  of  Sheikh  Adi,  were  now 
in  Redwan.  The  same  Cawale  do  not  take  the 
same  roanda  every  year.  The  Yesidis  are  par- 
celled out  into  four  divisions,  for  the  purpose  of 
these  annual  visitationa,  those  of  the  Lingar,  of 
Kherzan,  of  the  pashslie  of  Aleppo,  and  of  the 
villages  of  Northern  Armenia  and  within  the  Rus- 
aian  froniier.  Tlie  Yeiidis  of  the  Mosul  districta 
have  the  Cawals  always  amongst  them.  I  was 
aware  that  on  the  occasion  of  tne»e  journeys  the 
priests  carry  with  them  the  celebrated  Melek  Ta- 
ous,  or  brszen  peacock,  as  a  warrant  for  their  mia- 
sion.  A  favorablo  opportunity  now  offered  itself 
to  see  this  mysterious  fi^re,  and  I  asked  Cawal 
Yosuf  to  gratify  my  cunoaily.  He  at  once  ac- 
ceded to  my  request,  and  the  CawaU  and  elders 
ofibringno  objection,  I  was  conducted  early  in 
the  morning  into  a  dark  inner  room  in  Nazi's 
bouse.  It  waa  some  time  before  my  eyea  had 
become  sufficiently  accustomed  to  the  dim  light, 
to  distinguish  an  object  from  which  a  large  red 
coverlet  had  been  raised  on  my  entry.  The  Ca- 
wals  drew  near  with  every  sign  of  respect,  bow- 
ing and  hissing  the  comer  of  the  cloth  on  which 
it  was  placed.  A  stand  of  bright  copper  or  brass, 
in  shape  like  the  candlesticks  generally  used  in 
Mosul  and  Baghdad,  was  iurmonnled  by  the  rude 
image  of  a  bird,  in  the  same  metal,  and  more  liku 
an  Indian  or  Mexican  idol  than  a  cock  or  peacock. 
Its  peculiar  workmanship  indicated  some  anti- 
quity, but  I  could  see  no  traces  of  inscriplion  upon 
il.  Before  it  stood  a  copper  bowl  ro  receive  con- 
tributions, and  a  bag  to  contain  the  bird  and  stand, 
which  takes  to  pieces  when  carried  from  place  tn 
place.  There  are  four  such  image? — one  forescli 
district  visited  by  the  Cawals.  The  Yezidie  de- 
clare that,  notwithstanding  (he  frequent  wars  am! 
massacres  to  which  the  sect  has  been  exposed, 
and  the  plunder  and  murder  of  the  priests  during 
their  journeys,  no  Melek  Taons  has  ever  falleTi 
into  the  hands  of  the  Mueaulmans.  .  .  . 
I  before  mentioned,  it  is  not  looked  opon  as 


idol,  but  ••  ■  Bymbol  or  hanner,  ui  Sheikh  Nan 
laraied  it,  of  the  house  of  Hussein  Bey."— p.  48. 

readers  are  perhaps  not  aware  thatio 
[toman  Catholic  countries  it  is  customary  lo 
carry  about  a  diminutive  re  presentation  of  a 
dove  at  Whitsuntide,  and  demand  alms  hi 
honor  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  A  singular  cmd- 
cidence  tliis  appears  at  first  sight ;  but  our 
own  experience  teaches  us,  that  as  far  as  wfl 
have  read,  heard,  or  aeen,  there  neither  u, 
nor  ever  has  been,  any  falae  religion  with 
which  Romanism  has  not  some  datincliv$ 
feature  in  common — thus  verifying  the  proph* 
et'e  words  :  "Babylon  the  Great  is  fallen,  u 
fallen,  and  ia  become  the  habitation  of  devils, 
And  the  bold  of  mer^  foul  spirit,  and  the  cagt 
of  every  unclean  and  hateful  bird." 

Arrived  at  Mosul,  Mr.  Layard  immediately 
proceeded  with  the  excavauona,  which  had 
been  carried  on  but  slightly  and  slowly  dur- 
ing bis  absence,  rather  with  the  view  of  keep- 
ing possession  of  ihe  ground,  than  of  malting 
any  further  discoveries. 

Many  interesting  sculptures  were  discov- 
ered ; — slabs,  on  which  campaigns  were  mi- 
nutely and  spiritedly  depicted ;  monsters,  on 
which  cuneiform  inscriptions,  relating  to  im- 
portant events,  were  deciphered  :  but  before 
any  thing  of  moraenl  haa  been  achieved,  a 
pressing  invitation  from  his  Yezidi  friends 
drew  the  author  into  the  mountains,  where 
be  obtained  much  inforraation,  some  of  which 
we  have  already  communicated  to  the  reader, 
and  consummated  the  good  work  he  had  un- 
dertaken. The  account  of  this  expedition  ia 
exceedingly  interesting ;  but  we  must  not 
linger  on  it.  Before,  however,  repairing  to 
the  ruins  of  Nineveh  and  Babylon,  we  cannot 
avoid  quoting  One  characteristic  anecdote, 
which  occurs  at  this  juncture :  it  refers  to  a 
certain  Turkish  Pasha,  who  had  just  paid  ■ 
short,  but  troublesome,  visit  to  the  Yeadia 
of  Baasheikah : — 

"  His  Excellency  not  fostering  feelings  of  tbs 
moat  friendly  nature  lowards  Namik  Pasha,  Ihe 
next  commander-in-chief  of  Arabia,  who  was  paw- 
ing through  Mosul,  on  hia  way  lo  the  head-quar- 
ters of  the  army  of  Baghdad,  and  unwilling  to  en- 
tertain him,  was  suddenly  taken  ill,  and  retired, 
for  the  benefit  of  his  heBltb,  to  Baasheikah.  On 
the  morning  after  his  arrival,  he  complained  that 
the  BBses  by  their  bmying  during  the  night  had 
allowed  him  no  real ;  and  the  aases  were  accord- 
ingly peremptorily  banished  from  the  village.  The 
dawn  of  the  next  day  was  announced,  to  the  great 
discomfort  of  his  Excellency,  who  had  no  interest 
in  the  matter,  by  Ihe  cocks ;  and  the  irregular 
troops,  who  formed  his  body-guard,  were  immedi- 
ately incited  to  a  general  slaughter  of  the  »oe. 
The  third  night  his  sleep  waadisturbed  by  the  cry- 
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log  of  the  children,  who,  with  their  mothers,  were 
at  once  locked  up  for  the  rest  of  his  sojourn  in 
die  cellars.  On  the  fourth  he  was  awoke  by  the 
chirping  of  sparrows ;  and  every  gun  in  the  vil- 
lage was  ordered  to  be  brought  out  to  wage  a  war 
oiextermi  nation  against  them.  But  on  the  fiflh 
morning  his  rest  was  sadly  broken  by  the  flies ; 
and  the  enraged  Pasha  insisted  upon  their  instant 
dmtruction.  The  Kiayah,  who,  as  chief  of  the 
village,  had  the  task  of  carrying  out  the  gover- 
nor's orders,  now  threw  himself  at  his  Excel- 
lency's feet,  exclaiming,  *  Your  Highness  has  seen 
that  all  the  animals  here,  (praise  l^  to  God  !)  obey 
our  Lord  the  Sultan  :  the  infidel  flies  alone  are  re- 
bellious to  his  authority.  I  ahn  a  man  of  low  de- 
gree and  small  power,  and  can  do  nothing  against 
them ;  it  now  behoves  a  great  Vizir,  like  your 
Highness,  to  enforce  ibe  commands  of  our  Lord 
and  Master.'  The  Pasha,  who  relished  a  joke, 
forgave  the  flies,  but  left  the  village." — p.  81. 

Alas  !  are  there  not  many  amongst  us,  who, 
to  the  extent  of  our  capacity,  when  worn  with 
uckness,  or  worried  with  mischances,  or  too 
often,  merely  from  the  indulgence  of  an  evil 
temper,  or  an  overbearing  will,  are  quite  as 
unreasonable  and  selfish  as  the  Mussulman 
despot  of  Mosul  ? 

But  let  us  return  to  Nineveh  : — 

**  By  the  end  of  November  several  entire  cham- 
bers had  been  excavated  atKouyunjik, and  many, 
bas-reliefs  of  great  interest  had  been  discovered. 
The  four  sides  of  the  hall,  part  of  which  had  been 
already  described,  had  now  been  explored.  In 
the  centre  of  each  side  was  a  grand  entrance, 
guarded  by  colossal  human-heac^  bulls.  This 
magnificent  hall  was  no  less  than  124  feet  in 
length,  by  90  feet  in  breadth,  the  longest  sides  be- 
ing those  to  the  north  and  south.  It  appears  to 
have  formed  a  centre,  around  which  the  principal 
chambers  in  this  part  of  the  palace  were  grouped. 
Ite  walls  had  been  completely  covered  with  the 
roost  elaborate  and  highly  finished  sculptures. 
Unfortunately  all  the  bas-reliefs,  as  well  as  the 
gigantic  monsters  at  the  entrances,  had  aufifered 
more  or  less  from  the  fire,  which  had  destroyed 
the  edifice ;  but  enough  of  them  still  remained  to 
show  the  subject,  ana  even  to  enable  me,  in  many 
l^aces,  to  rentore  it  entirely. 

**  The  narrow  passage,  leading  from  the  great 
hall,  at  the  south-west  corner,  had  been  completely 
explored.  Its  sculptures  have  been  already  de- 
Bcribed."— p.  103. 

They  represented  the  siege  of  a  walled  city, 
divided  into  two  parts  by  a  river : — 

^  One  half  of  the  place  had  been  captured  by 
the  Assyrians,  who  had  gained  possession  of  the 
towers  and  battlements ;  out  thai  on  the  opposite 
bank  of  the  stream  was  still  defended  by  siingers 
and  bowmen.  Against  its  walls  had  been  thrown 
banks  or  mounds,  built  of  stones,  bricks,  and 
branches  of  trees.  The  battering-rams,  covered 
with  skins  or  hides,  looped  together,  had  been 


rolled  up  these  inclined  wajrs,  and  had  already 
made  a  breach  in  the  fortifications.  Archers  and 
spearmen  were  hurrying  to  the  assault,  whilst 
others  were  driving  off  the  captives,  and  carrying 
away  the  idols  of  the  enemy.  The  dress  of  the 
male  prisoners  consisted  of  a  plain  undershirt,  an 
upper  garment,  falling  below  the  knees,  divided  in 
the  front,  and  buttoned  at  the  neck,  and  laced 

{rreaves.  Their  hair  and  beards  were  shorter,  and 
ess  elaborately  curled  than  tliose  of  the  Assyri- 
ans. The  women  were  distinguished  by  high 
rounded  turbans,  ornamented  with  plaits  or  folds. 
A  veil  fell  from  the  back  of  this  head-dress  over 
the  shoulders.  No  inscription  remained  to  record 
the  name  of  the  vanquished  nation.  Their  cas- 
tles stood  over  woodeid  and  mountainous  country  ; 
and  their  peculiar  costume,  and  the  river  passing 
through  the  centre  of  their  chief  city,  may  help 
hereafter  to  identify  them. 

"  The  opposite  side  of  this  narrow  chamber  or 
passage  was  shortly  afterwards  uncovered.  The 
bas-reliefs  on  its  walls  represented  the  king  in  his 
chariot  preceded  and  followed  by  his  warriors. 
The  only  remarkable  feature  in  the  sculptures  was 
the  highly  decorated  trappings  of  the  horses,  whose 
bits  were  in  the  form  of  a  horse  at  full  speed." — 
p.  74. 

This  passage  opened  into  a  chamber  24 
feet  by  19,  from  which  ^branched  two  other 
passages.  The  one  to  the  west  was  entered 
by  a  wide  doorway  in  which  stood  two  plain 
spherical  stones  about  three  feet  high,  hav- 
ing the  appearance  of  bases  of  columns,  al- 
though no  traces  of  columns  could  be  found. 
This  was  the  entrance  into  a  gallery  about 
218  feet  long  by  25  wide. 

Mr.  Layard  thus  describes  his  first  intro- 
duction to  the  bas-reliefs  discovered  on  the 
southern  side  of  the  great  hall : — 

"  The  sculptures  faintly  seen  through  the  gloom 
were  still  well  enough  preserved  to  give  a  com- 
plete history  of  the  subject  represented,  although, 
with  the  rest  of  the  bas-reliefs  of  Knuyunjik,  the 
fire  had  nearly  turned  them  to  lime,  and  had 
cracked  them  into  a  thousand  pieces.  The  faces 
of  the  slabs  hid  been  entirely  covered  with  figures 
varying  from  three  inches  to  one  foot  in  height, 
carefully  finished  and  designed  with  great  spirit. 
In  this  series  of  bas-reliefs  the  history  of  an  As- 
syrian conquest  was  more  fully  portrayed  than  in 
any  other  yet  discovered,  from  the  going  out  of 
the  monarch  to  battle  to  his  triumphal  return  af- 
ter a  complete  victory.  The  fir^*t  part  of  the  sub- 
ject has  already  been  described  in  my  former  work. 
The  king,  accompanied  by  his  chariots  and  horse- 
men, and  leaving  his  capital  in  the  Assyrian  plains, 
passed  through  a  wooded  and  mountainous  dis- 
trict. He  does  not  appear  to  have  been  delayed 
by  the  siege  of  many  towns  or  castles,  but  to  have 
carried  the  war  at  once  into  the  high  country.  His 
troops,  cavalry  and  infantry,  are  represented  in 
close  combat  with  their  enemies,  pursuing  them 
over  hills  and  through  valleys,  beside  streams, 
and  in  the  midst  of  vineyaras.    The  Assyrian 
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horsemen  are  armed  with  the  spear  and  the  bow, 
using  both  weapons  while  at  full  speed  ;  their  op- 
ponents seem  to  be  all  archers.  The  vanqaished 
turn  to  ask  for  quarter ;  or,  woanded,  fall  under 
the  feet  of  the  advancing  horses,  raising  their 
hands  imploringly  to  ward  off  the  impending  death- 
blow. The  triumph  follows.  The  kinff,  standing 
in  his  chariot  beneath  the  royal  parasol,  followed 
by  long  lines  of  dismounted  warriors  leading  richly 
caparisoned  horses,  and  by  foot  soldiers  variously 
armed  and  accoutred,  is  receiving  the  captives  and 
spoil  taken  from  the  conquered  people.  First  ap- 
proach the  victorious  warriors,  throwing  the  heads 
of  the  slain  into  heaps  before  the  registering  offi- 
cers. They  are  followed  by  others  leading  and 
urging  onward  with  staves  the  prisoners — men 
chained  together,  or  bound  singly  in  fetters,  and 
women,  sume  on  foot,  carrying  their  children  on 
their  shoulders  and  leading^ them  by  the  band, 
others  riding  upon  mules.  The  procession  is  fin- 
ished by  asses,  mules,  and  flocks  of  sheep." — p.  70. 

Painful,  yet  valuable,  are  these  pictorial 
documents.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that 
their  epigraphs  should  have  been  destroyed 
by  fire;  it  is  however  to  be  hoped  that  the 
written  annals  deciphered  upon  the  winged 
bulls — annals  full,  accurate,  and  precise  of 
the  reigns  which  they  commemorate,  will  en- 
able us  to  identify  the  places  and  peoples 
which  they  represent 

How  little  could  the  founders  and  deco- 
rators of  these  magnificent  palaces,  the  lead- 
ers of  these  victorious  armies, — the  ruthless 
oppressors  of  their  fellow-men — have  thought 
that  their  very  names  should  pass  away  until 
after  thousands  of  years  a  wanderer  from  the 
Isles  of  the  Gentiles  should  unlock  the  se- 
crets of  the  tomb,  and  bring  to  light  once 
more  the  might,  the  magnificence,  and  the 
barbarity  of  Assyria's  monarohs. 

In  this,  and  in  other  portions  of  the  work 
before  us,  we  are  tempted  to  cry  out  against 
the  cruelty  of  the  Ninevite  sovereigns,  and 
doubt  the  high  civilization  of  those  who  could 
be  so  vastly  merciless  and  so  minutely  vin- 
dictive. And  yet  if  we  look  to  other  times 
and  countries,  we  shall  find  that  **  the  bloody 
city  '*  does  not  stand  alone  or  even  pre-emi- 
nent in  her  shame. 

We  have  but  to  turn  to  classic  Rome, 
Whether  in  the  days  of  her  pristine  virtue 
(so-called)  or  her  corruption,  to  see  as  total 
an  absence  of  mercy  and  justice  towards  the 
vanquished  as  meet  us  in  the  records  of 
Kouyunjik  or  Nimrond. 

Nay  I  as  the  eye  of  history  traces  the  an- 
nals of  succeeding  conquerors  and  despots, 
eaph  nge  furnishes  some  awful  name  resplen- 
dent with  that  halo  of  dazzling  and  infernal 
fflory  which  shall  adorn  the  mighty  sinner's 
brow— /or  ever. 


But  we  must  return  to  the  great  ball» 
since  there  are  subjects  there  which  claim 
our  notice;  subjects  of  a  very  different 
kind,  illustrating  the  arts,  the  habits,  and  the 
mechanical  powers  of  Assyria.  For  on  the 
north  or  north-eastern  side  of  this  vast  cham- 
ber were  bas-reliefs  which,  though  cracked 
and  to  a  great  degree  calcined  by  €re,  were 
nearly  perfect ;  and  these  sculptures,  instead 
of  describing  the  wars  and  triumphs  of  the 
monarch,  represented  the  process  of  trans- 
porting the  great  human-headed  bulls  to  the 
temple-palaces  of  which  they  formed  so  con- 
spicuous a  feature.  But  before  giving  a  par- 
ticular description  of  them,  we  must  return 
to  the  long  gallery  lying  westward  of  the 
great  hall,  as  the  bas-reliefs  still  preserved 
in  it  are  necessary  to  the  completion  of  this 
very  important  series,  of  which  they  form  an 
integral  portion : — 

**  A  huge  block  of  stone  (probably  of  the  akr 
baster  used  in  the  Assyrian  edifices),  somewhat 
elongated  in  form  so  as  to  resemble  an  obelisk  in 
the  rough,  is  lying  on  a  low  fiat-bottomed  boat 
floating  on  a  river.  It  has  probably  been  towed 
down  the  Tigris  from  some  quarry,  and  is  to  be 
landed  near  the  site  of  the  intended  palace,  to  be 
carved  by  the  sculptor  into  the  form  of  a  colossal 
bull.  It  exceeds  the  boat  considerably  in  length, 
projecting  beyond  both  the  head  and  stem,  ai3  lb 
held  by  upright  beams  fastened  to  the  sides  of  the 
vessel,  and  kept  firm  in  their  places  by  wooden 
wedges.  Two  cables  are  passed  through  holes 
cut  in  the  stone  itself,  and  a  third  is  tied  to  a 
strong  pin  projecting  from  the  head  of  the  boat 
Each  cable  is  held  by  a  large  body  of  men,  who 
pull  bv  means  of  small  ropes  fastened  to  it,  and 
passed  round  their  shoulders.  Some  of  these 
trackers  walk  in  the  water,  others  on  dry  land. 
The  number  altogether  represented  must  have 
been  neariy  300,  about  100  to  each  cable,  and 
they  appear  to  be  divided  into  distinct  band8,each 
distinguished  by  a  peculiar  costume.  Some  wear 
a  kind  of  embroidered  turban,  through  which 
their  long  hair  is  gathered  behind ;  the  heads  of 
others  are  encircled  by  a  fringed  shawl,  whose 
ends  hang  over  the  ears  and  neck,  leavinfipthe 
hair  to  fall  in  long  curis  upon  the  shouldera. 
Many  are  represented  naked,  but  the  greater 
number  are  dressed  in  short  chequered  tunics, 
with  a  long  fringe  attached  to  the  girdle.  They 
are  urged  on  by  taskmasters  armed  with  swordn 
and  staves.  The  boat  is  also  pushed  by  men 
wading  through  the  stream.  An  overseer,  who 
regulates  the  whole  proceedings,  is  seated  astride 
on  the  fore-part  of  the  stone.  His  hands  are 
stretched  out  in  the  act  of  giving  commands* 
The  upper  part  of  all  the  bas-reliefs  having  un- 
fortunately been  destroyed,  it  cannot  be  ascer- 
tained what  figures  were  represented  above  the 
trackers ;  probably  Assyrian  warriors  drawn  up 
in  martial  array,  or,  may  be,  the  king  himself  in 
his  chariot,  accompanied  by  his  body-guard,  and 
presiding  over  the  operations. 


LATABiyS  SEOOHS  EZFKDITIOir. 


18U.1 

■The  huge  ibmo  having  bem  landsd,  and 
earred  by  the  AsByrian  Kulptor  into  the  fonn  of  a 
eoloaoal  haman-heBded  bull,  is  to  be  moved  Trofn 
the  bank  of  the  river  to  Ihe  site  it  is  meant  to  oc- 
capj  permaoently  in  the  palace-temple.  This 
proceiB  ie  repreBenled  on  the  walls  of  the  great 
ball.  From  these  ba«-relief«,  u  well  as  from 
diacoveriea  Co  be  hereafter  menlloaed,  it  ie  there- 
fore evideol  that  the  ABByriacu  sculptured  their 
gigaotic  figures  before,  and  not  after  Che  slabs 
bu  been  mlsed  in  the  edifice,  although  all  the  de- 
tail* and  the  finishing  toQchee  were  not  put  ioi  as 
It  will  be  seen,  until  they  had  l»en  finally  placed. 
I  am  still,  however,  of  opinion  that  the  smaller 
lM»4«IiefB  were  eDtiroly  executed  after  the  slabs 
bad  been  attached  to  the  walls. 

"  In  the  first  bas-relief  1  shall  describe,  the  co- 
lonal  bnll  rests  horizontally  oo  a  sledge  similar  ' 
in  form  to  the  boat  containing  the  roagh  block  . 
tmn  the  quarry ;  but  either  in  the  carving  the 
atone  has  been  greatly  redaced  in  aiza,  or  the 
■ledge  is  much  larger  than  the  boat,  as  it  conside- 
rably exceeds  the  scalpture  in  length.  The  bull 
ftcea  the  spectator,  ana  the  haman  head  resta  on 
the  fore-part  of  the  sledge,  which  is  curved  up- 
wards and  strengthened  by  a  thick  beam,  appa- 
rently running  completely  through  from  side  to 
aide.  The  upper  part,  or  deck,  is  otherwise  nearly 
horizontal ;  the  under,  or  keel,  being  slightly 
carved  throughout  Props,  probably  of  wood, 
are  placed  under  dlSerent  parts  of  the  sculpture  to 
Mcore  an  equal  pressure.  The  sledge  was  drag- 
gei  by  cahles,  and  impelled  by  levers.  The  ca- 
Eles  are  four  in  numher ;  two  fastened  to  Strang 
pro)ecting  pins  in  front,  and  two  lo  similar  pins 
behind.  They  are  pulled  by  small  ropes  passing 
over  the  shoulders  of  the  men,  as  in  the  baa-re- 
Lefs  already  described.  The  numbers  of  the 
workmen  may  of  course  be  only  conventional,  tlie 
acolptor  introducing  as  many  as  he  found 
TOora  for  on  the  slab.  They  are  again  dislin- 
goished  by  various  costumes,  being  probably  oap- 
ttves  from  different  conquered  nations,  and  are 
m^ed  on  by  task-masters.  The  sculptnre  moves 
over  rollers,  which,  as  soon  as  left  behind  by  the 
advancing  sledge,  are  brought  again  to  the  front 
by  patties  of  men,  who  are  also  under  the  control 
of  overseers  armed  with  staves.  Although  these 
rollers  materially  facilitated  the  motion,  it  would 
be  almost  impossible,  when  passing  over  rough 
ground,  or  if  llie  rollers  were  jammed,  lo  give  the 
irst  impetus  to  lo  heavy  a  body  by  mere  force  ap- 

fiUed  to  the  cables.  The  Assyrians,  therefore; 
Ifted,  and  consequently  eased  the  hinder  part  oi 
the  sledge  with  huge  levers  of  wood  ;  and  in  o^ 
der  to  obtain  the  necessary  fulcrum  they  carried 
with  Chein  during  the  operations  wedges  of  diffe- 
rentaiEes.  Kneeling  workmen  are  represented  in 
the  bas-reliefs  inserting  an  additional  wedge  to 
raise  tiie  fulcrum.  The  lever  itself  was  worked 
by  ropes,  and  on  a  detached  fragment,  discovered 
In  the  long  gallery,  men  were  seen  seated  astride 
of  it  lo  atld  by  their  weight  to  the  force  applied. 

'■  On  the  bull  itself  are  four  persons,  probably 
the  superintending  officers.  The  first  is  kneel- 
iog,  and  appears  to  be  clapping  hia  bands,  proba- 
bly beating  time,  to  tegalate  the  aiotiona  of  the 


woriimeD,  who,  nnteM  tbey  applied  their  atrenglh 

at  one  and  the  same  moment,  would  be  unable  to 
move  so  large  a  weight.  Behind  him  stands  a 
second  officer  with  outstretched  arm,  evidently 
tiving  the  word  of  command.  The  next  holds  to 
his  moulh  either  a  speaking-trumpet  or  an  instro- 
meat  of  music.  If  the  former,  it  proves  that  the 
Assyrians  were  acquainted  with  a  means  of  con- 
7eying  sound,  presumed  to  be  of  modern  inven- 
tion. In  form  it  undonbtedly  resembles  the  mod- 
em speaking-tram  pet ;  and  in  no  bas-rolief  hith- 
erto [liscovered  does  a  similar  object  occur  as  an 
instrument  of  music.  The  fourth  officer,  also 
standing,  carries  a  mace,  and  is  probably  stationed 
tiehiod  togive  directions  to  those  who  work  the 
levers.  The  sledge  bearing  the  sculpture  is  fol- 
lowed by  men  with  coils  of  ropes  and  various  im- 
plements, and  drawing  carta  laden  with  cables  and 
beams.  Even  the  landscape  is  not  neglected ; 
and  the  country  in  which  these  operations  took 
place  is  indicated  by  trees,  and  by  a  river.  Id 
this  stream  are  seen  men  swimming  on  skins;  sod 
boats  and  rafts,  resembling  those  still  in  use  in 
Aasyrja,  are  impelled  by  oars  with  wedge-shaped 
blades. 

"  A  subject  similar  to  that  just  described  is  rep- 
resented in  another  series  of  bas-reliefs  with  even 
fuller  details.  The  bull  is  placed  in  the  same  man- 
ner on  the  sledge,  which  is  also  moved  by  cables 
and  levers.  It  is  accompanied  by  workmen  with 
saws,  hatchets,  pickaxes,  shovels,  roues,  and  props, 
and  by  carts  carrying  cables  and  beains.  Upon 
it  are  three  officers  directing  the  operations,  one  , 
holding  the  trumpet  in  his  hands,  snd  in  front 
wslk  four  other  overseers.  Above  the  sledgeand 
the  workmen  are  rows  of  trees,  and  a  river,  on 
which  are  circular  boats  resembling  in  shape  the 
>  kufas,'  now  used  on  the  lower  part  of  the  Tigris, 
and  probably,  like  them,  bailt  of  reeds  and  ozier 
twiga,  covered  with  square  pieces  of  hide.  They 
are  heavily  laden  with  beams  and  implements  re- 
quired for  moving  the  hulls.  They  appear  to  have 
been  near  the  sledge  when  dragged  along  the  bank 
of  the  river,  and  were  impelled  by  four  oars  sim- 
ilar to  tlioae  above  described.  Near  the  boats, 
astride  on  inflated  skins  in  the  water,  are  fisher- 
men angling  with  book  and  line. 

"  On  a  fallen  slab,   forming   part  of  the  same 

Seneral  series.  Is  the  king  standing  in  a  richly- 
ecorated  chariot,  the  pole  of  which,  curved  up- 
wards at  the  end,  and  ornamented  with  the  head 
of  a  horse,  is  raised  by  eunuchs.  Prom  the  pecu- 
liar form  of  this  chariot,  sjid  the  sbaence  of  a  voke, 
it  would  seem  to  have  been  intended  purposely  for 
such  occaaions  as  that  represented  in  the  bas- 
reliefs,  Bod  to  have  been  a  kind  of  movable  ihroite 
drawn  by  men  and  not  by  horses.  Behind  the 
monarch,  who  holds  a  kind  of  flower,  or  ornament 
in  the  shape  of  the  fruit  of  the  jnne,  in  one  hand, 
aland  two  eunuchs,  one  raising  a  parasol  to  shade 
him  from  the  sun,  the  other  cooling  him  with  a 
fan.  He  appears  to  have  been  superintending  the 
transport  of  one  of  the  colossal  sculptures,  and 
his  ctiariot  is  preceded  and  followed  by  his  body- 
guard armed  with  maces.  In  the  upper  part  o( 
'  '  '  a  jungle  of  high  reeds  or  canes.  In 
.««  »  «..ij  ..».«  ...i»k  ;»a  young  and  a 
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stag  and  two  hinds.   These  animals  are  designed 
with  great  spirit  and  truth. 

*'  The  next  series  of  bas-reliefs  represents  the 
building  of  the  artificial  platforms  on  which  the 
palaces  were  erected,  and  the  Assyrians  moving 
to  their  summit  the  colossal  bulls.  The  king  is 
again  seen  in  his  chariot  drawn  by  eunuchs, 
whilst  an  attendant  raises  the  royal  parasol  above 
his  head.  He  overlooks  the  operations  from  that 
part  of  the  mound  to  which  tlie  sledge  is  being 
dragged,  and  before  him  stands  his  body-guard — 
a  long  line  of  alternate  spearmen  and  archers, 
reHing  their  arms  and  shields  upon  the  ground. 
Above  him  are  low  hils  covered  with  various  trees, 
amongst  which  may  be  distinguished,  by  their 
fruit,  the  vine,  the  fig,  and  the  pomegranate.  At 
the  bottom  of  the  slab  is  represented  either  a  river 
divided  into  two  branches  and  forming  an  island, 
as  the  Tigris  does  to  this  day  opposite  Kouvunjik, 
or  the  confluence  of  that  stream  and  the  Klauser, 
which  then  prolmbly  took  place  at  the  very  foot  of 
the  mound.  On  the  banks  are  seen  men  raising 
water  by  a  simple  machine,  still  generally  used  for 
irrigation  in  the  East,  as  well  as  in  southern  Eu- 
rope, and  called  in  E^pt  a  shadoof.  It  9onsists  of 
a  long  pole,  balancecTon  a  shaft  of  masonry,  and 
turning  on  a  pivot ;  to  one  end  is  attached  a  stone, 
and  to  the  other  a  bucket,  which,  af\er  being  low- 
ered into  the  water  and  filled,  is  easily  raised  by 
the  help  of  the  opposite  weight.  Its  contents  are 
then  emptie'd  into  a  conduit  communicating  with 
the  various  water-courses  running  through  the 
fields.  In  the  neighborhood  of  Mosul  this  mode 
of  irrigation  is  now  rarely  used,  the  larger  skins 
raided  by  oxen  affording  a  better  supply,  and  giv- 
ing, it  is  considered,  less  trouble  to  the  cultivator. 

"  The  process  of  building  the  artificial  mound 
adjoined  the  subject  just  described.  Men,  appa- 
rently engaged  in  making  bricks,  are  crouchmg 
and  kneeling  round  a  square  space,  probably  re- 
presenting the  pit  whence  the  clay  tor  this  pur- 
pose was  taken.  Unfortunately  this  part  of  the 
subject,  on  the  only  two  slabs  on  which  it  occurs, 
has  been  so  much  defaced  that  its  details  cannot 
be  ascertained  with  certainty.  These  brick- 
makers  are  between  two  mounds,  on  which  are 
long  lines  of  workmen  going  up  and  down.  Those 
who  toil  upwards  carry  large  stones,  and  hold  on 
their  backs  by  ropes  baskets  filled  with  bricks, 
earth  and  rubbish.  On  reaching  the  top  of  the 
mound  they  relieve  themselves  of  their  burdens, 
and  return  again  to  the  foot  for  fresh  loads  in  the 
order  they  went  up. 

"  It  would  appear  that  the  men  thus  employed 
were  captives  and  malefactors,  for  many  of  them 
are  in  chains,  some  singly,  others  bound  together 
by  an  iron  rod  attachedto  rings  in  their  girdles. 
The  fetters,  like  those  of  modem  criminals,  con- 
fine the  legs,  and  are  supported  by  a  bar  fastened 
to  the  waist,  or  centrist  of  simple  shackles  round 
the  ankles.  They  wear  a  short  tunic,  and  a  coni- 
cal cap,  somewhat  resembling  the  Phrygian  bon- 
net, with  the  curved  crest  turned  backwards,  a 
costume  very  similar  to  that  of  the  tribute-bearers 
on  the  Nimroud  obelisk.  Each  band  of  work- 
men is  followed  and  urged  on  by  task-masters 
armed  with  staves. 


**  The  mound,  or  artificial  platform,  having  been 
thus  buih,  not  always,  as  it  has  been  seen,  with 
regular  layers  of  sun-dried  bricks,  but  frequently 
in  parts  with  mere  heaped-up  earth  and  robbiah, 
the  next  step  was  to  drag  to  its  summit  the  colos- 
sal figures  prepared  for  the  palace.     As  some  of 
the  largest  of  these  sculptures  were  full  twenty 
feet  square,  and  must  have  weighed  between  forty 
and  fifty  tons,  this  was  no  easy  task  with  socb 
means  as  the  Assyrians  possessed.     The  only  aid 
to  mere  manual  strength  was  derived  from  the 
rollers  and  levers.     A  sledge  was  used  similar  to 
that  already  described,  and  drawn  in  the  same 
way.   In  the  bas-relief  representing  the  operatioo 
four  officers  are  seen  on  the  bull,  the  first  appt; 
rently  clapping  his  hands  to  regulate  the  motiooi 
of  those  who  draw,  the  second  using  the  trumpet, 
the  third  directing  the  men  who  have  the  care  of 
the  rollers,  and  the  fourth  kneeling  down  on  the 
edge  of  the  back  part  of  the    sculpture  to  give 
orders  to  those  who  use  the  lever.    Two  of  the 
groups  of  workmen  are  preceded  by  overseers, 
who  turn  back  to  encourage  them  in  their  exer> 
tions ;  and  in  front  of  the  royal  chariot,  on  tbs 
edge  of  the  mound,  kneels  an  officer,  probably  the 
chief  superintendent,  looking  towards  the  king  to 
receive  orders  direct  from  him. 

**  Behind  the  monarch,  on  an  adjoining  slab, an 
carts,  bearing  the  cables,  wedges,  and  implements 
required  in  moving  the  sculpture.  A  long  beam 
or  lever  is  slung  by  ropes  from  the  shoulders  of 
three  men,  and  one  of  the  great  wedges  is  carried 
in  the  same  way.  In  the  upper  compartment  of 
this  slab  is  a  stream  issuing  from  the  foot  of  hills 
wooded  with  vines,  fig-trees,  and  pomegranates ; 
beneath  stands  a  town  or  village,  the  nouses  of 
which  have  domes  and  high  conical  roofs,  probably 
built  of  mud,  as  in  parts  of  northern  Syria.  The 
domes  have  the  appearance  of  dish-covers  with  a 
handle,  the  upper  part  being  topped  by  a  small 
circular  projection,  perhaps  intended  as  an  aper- 
ture to  admit  light  and  air. 

**  This  interesting  series  is  completed  by  a  bas- 
relief,  showing,  it  would  seem,  the  final  placing  of 
the  colossal  bull.  The  figure  no  longer  lies  hori- 
zontally on  the  sledge,  but  is  raised  by  men  with 
ropes  and  forked  wooden  props.  It  is  kept  in  its 
erect  position  by  beams,  held  together  by  cross 
bars  and  wedges,  and  is  further  supported  by 
blocks  of  stone  or  wood  piled  up  under  the  body. 
On  the  sledge,  in  front  of  the  bull,  stands  an  offi- 
cer giving  directions  with  outstretched  hands  to 
the  workmen.  Cables,  ropes,  rollers,  and  Jeven 
are  also  employed  on  this  occasion  to  move  the 
gigantic  sculpture.  The  captives  are  distingnisv 
ed  by  the  peculiar  turbans  before  described."— 
pp.  104—114. 

Interesting  and  lucid  as  is  this  description^ 
which  we  have  deemed  it  impossible  to 
abridge  or  curtail  without  unfairness  both  to 
the  author  and  the  reader,  it  derives  addi- 
tional charms,  and  is  rendered  yet  clearer  in 
the  pages  before  us,  by  the  numerous  illos- 
trations  with  which  it  is  accompanied.  The 
first  of  these  is  a  woodcut,  let  into  the  page, 
representing  the  head  and  head-dresses  of 
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the  captives  employed  in  tnoviDg  th^  bull. 
The  next  exhibits  workmen  carrying  ropes, 
saws,  and  otber  implements  intended  for  the 
same  purpose ;  then  follows  a  stag ;  then  a 
very  spirited  delineation  of  a  sow  and  her 
jonng,  both  backed  by  high  reeds,  canes, 
or  some  similar  plant.  Then  we  have  a 
larger  illustration,  occupying  the  whole  of 
page  111,  in  which  the  king  is  seen  superin- 
tending the  removal  of  the  bull.  Then  the 
smaller  woodcut  of  a  villsge  with  conical 
roofs,  and,  lastly,  another  page,  the  113th, 
gives  us  the  closing  scene  of  this  curious 
performance,  the  Assyrians  placing  the  bull 
on  its  destined  resting-place. 

Many  thoughts  are  suggested  by  these 
descriptions  and  illustrations.  They  tell  us 
of  the  power,  the  civilization,  and  the  abso- 
InUsm  of  Assyria— an  absolutism  very  unlike 
those  ill-concocted  and  worse* directed  des- 
potisms which  have  succeeded  the  mighty 
monarchies  of  ancient  times ;  an  absolutism 
where  the  supreme  will  of  the  deiBed  mon- 
arch was  the  moving  and  guiding  principle  of 
a  vast  system  of  strict  and  unerring  discipline 
— a  system  in  which  every  authority  rested 
OQ  and  in  entire  subordination  to  that  above 
it^-ail  centeting  in  and  radiating  from  the 
throne ;  a  system  which  made  the  great  kin^ 
the  fountain  and  nucleus,  and  head,  and  root 
of  every  thing ;  which  combined  religion, 
polity,  and  the  relations  of  social  and  domes- 
tic life,  in  one  vast  edi6ce,  one  mighty  tree, 
administering  all  things  according  to  rigid 
rule,  yet  bending  all  things  and  persons  to 
the  will  of  the  monarch  ;  a  system,  in  fact, 
which  imitated  that  of  the  universe,  substi- 
tnting  the  institutions  of  Assyria  for  those  of 
natnre,  and  giving  to  the  Ninevite  sovereign 
the  prerogatives  of  master,  father,  and  God. 

Whatever  may  have  been  the  working  of 
this  paternal  government  at  home — whatever 
may  have  been  its  effect  upon  the  citizens  and 
eompatriots  of  Nineveh — it  is  plain  that  it  was 
a  continual  curse  to  the  surrounding  nations, 
and  that  it  degraded  the  prisoners  of  war  into 
beasts  of  burden. 

With  the  power  and  the  intelligence,  the 
niany  opportunities  and  circumstances  which 
facilitated  their  operations,  it  is  not  wonder- 
fal  that  the  great  monarchs  of  Assyria  and 
Egypt  should  have  constructed  the  magnifi- 
cent works  which  still  remain,  since  they  felt 
no  compunction  in  employing  the  lives  or 
causing  the  deaths  of  whole  nations  of  cap- 
tives, for  the  erection  of  those  monuments  of 
their  power  which  attest  the  ingenuity  of  their 
minds,  and  the  vastness  of  their  conceptions, 
the  high  state  of  civilization  and  the  artistic 

VOL.  XXIX.    NO.  IIL 


refinMaent  of  those  ages ;  and  which  tell,  in 
characters  that  nothing  can  efface,  how  much 
the  strong  will  inflict,  how  much  the  weak 
can  endure,  when  neither  God  nor  man  inter- 
feres to  curb  the  tyrant  or  to  free  the  slave. 
In  the  case  of  Nineveh,  however,  God  did  in- 
terfere, as  He  always  does  sooner  or  later ;  and 
for  ages  the  very  site  of  "  the  bloody  city"  was 
doubted,  nay,  the  power,  the  pomp,  the  glory, 
and  the  civilization  of  Assyria  were  disputed. 

Theru  is  a  curious  fact  narrated  in  the  first 
work  of  Mr.  Layard,  which  may  possibly  in 
some  degree  illustrate  the  process  of  Divine 
retribution. 

When  Beder  Khan  Bev  massacred  the 
Yezidis  (as  he  did  the  Nestorians),  reducing 
them  to  one-fourth  of  their  previous  num- 
bers, a  vast  multitude  of  men,  women,  and 
children  fled  in  the  direction  of  Mosul ;  the 
floods,  however,  had  carried  away  the  bridge 
of  boats,  so  that  they  were  unable  to  cross 
the  river ;  they  assembled  therefore  \h  despair 
on  the  mound  of  Kouyunjik,  and  there  were 
all  slaughtered — men,  women,  and  children 
— by  the  merciless  Kurds. 

Now,  if  the  Yezidis  are  a  remnant  of  that 
nation  which  once  ruled  Assyria  and  reigned 
in  Nineveh,  there  would  be  something  pecu- 
liarly fearful  in  the  thought  that  the  exiled 
descendants  of  those  ruthless  oppressors 
should  be  driven  bSck  to  the  scene  of  their 
ancestral  crime  and  glory,  to  suffer  in  utter 
helplessness  for  the  sins  of  their  forefathers. 

As  with  individuals,  so  with  nations, 
'*  Blood  it  defileth  the  land :  and  the  land  can- 
not be  cleansed  of  the  blood  that  is  shed 
therein,  but  by  the  blood  of  him  that  shed 
it.''*  This  has  been  the  law,  and  will  be  so 
as  long  as  man  inhabits  the  earth. 

In  a  striking  manner,  too,  has  barrenness- 
barrenness  of  the  soil — the  curse  pronounced 
on  Cain,  followed  every  where  in  the  track 
of  that  innocent  blood,  which  cries  aloud  to 
Heaven  for  vengeance,  and  never  cries  in 
vain. 

The  fertile  valleys  of  the  Tigris  and 
Euphrates,  the  luxuriant  fields  of  luly,  the 
glorious  land  of  Spain,  are  among  the  many 
striking  examples  of  this  awful  and  irreverdible 
decree  ;  and,  singularly  enough,  there  is  no 
part  of  Christian  Europe  in  which  agricul- 
ture is  at  so  low  an  ebb  as  in  the  Papal 
Sutes. 

The  same  law  is  operating  in  other  lands. 
Beyond  the  Atlantic  the  curse  of  blood  has 
been,  and  is  still  felt ;  and  already,  in  th» 
older  slave  States  of  the  American  Union,  the 
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land  is  withering  noder  the  bnod  thriKpol-  I 
lateth  ii. 

Let  U9,  however,  retrace  our  stepi  to  the 
daya  of  Assfria'a  glory,  when  the  terrible 
Sennacherib  ruled  over  a  natton  of  warriors 
— the  pride  of  bis  own  people,  and  the  terror 
of aurroundingcounlries.— Sennacherib!  Yes; 
it  ia  he  whoae  palnce  we  have  been  examining;. 
A  beautifully- executed  delineation  of  the 
Dorth-eHstern  fagade,  and  grand  entrance  of 
thia  ediGce,  forma  the  frontispiece  of  the 
volume,  lldiaplaysagrandeur  of  conception, 
an  elegance  of  deaign,  and  a  richneaa  of  detail, 
which  have  never  been  surpassed  in  the 
noblest  works  of  ancient  or  modem  architec- 
ture. We  shall  not,  however,  pause  at  pre- 
sent to  describe  it,  but  proceed  to  gite  the 
result  of  some  of  Mr.  Layard's  researches 
regarding  ihia  monarch,  which  identify  his 
person,  and  illustrate  his  history. 

During  the  month  of  December,  the  sonlh- 
eaatero  fumade  of  the  palace  bad  been  laid 
open.  Ten  colossal  bulls,  with  six  human 
figures,  of  giganUo  size,  were  here  grouped 
together;  andlbetength  of  the  whole,  without 
including  the  sculptured  nails,  continued 
■  beyond  the  smDllerentrancea,  was  180  feet: — 

"  On  the  great  bulls,  forming  the  centre  portal 
of  Uie  grand  entrance,  was  one  continuoDB  inscrip- 
tion, injured  in  parts,  but  Vill  so  far  preserved  as 
to  be  ie)fible  almost  ttiraugli out.  It  contained  132 
lines.  Un  the  four  bulls  of  the  fa;ade  were  two 
inscriplions,  one  inscription  being  carried  over 
each  pair,  and  the  two  being  of  precisely  (be  same 
import.  Tliese  two  distinct  records  contain  the 
annuls  of  six  years  of  the  reign  of  Sennacherib, 
besides  numorons  particulars  connected  with  the 
religion  of  the  Assyrians,  their  gods,  their  records, 
and  the  erection  of  llieir  palaces,  all  oF  the  highest 

interest  and  importance The  inscriptions 

begin  with  the  name  and  titles  of  Sannacherib. 
.  .  .  .  He  calls  himself  'the  subduer  of 
kings  from  the  upper  aea  of  the  selling  sun  (ihe 
Uediierranean),  to  the  lower  sea  of  the  rising  sun 
(the  Persian  Gulf).'  In  Ihefirat  year  of  his  reign 
he  defeated  Merodach  Baladan,  a  name  wllh 
wbich  we  are  familiar ;  for  it  is  this  king  who  is 
mentioned  in  the  Old  Testament  as  sending 
messengers  and  a  present  lo  Uezekisb."— pp. 
138—110. 

In  tbe  course  of  these  annals,  various 
cities  and  tribes  of  Syria,  Pbcenicia,  and 
Paleatine  are  mentioned,  besides  many  other 
neighboring  regions.  Amongst  othercurious 
passages  we  have  tbe  following : — 

" '  Hezekiah,  king  of  Judah,'  says  the  Assyrian 
king, '  who  had  not  submitted  to  m;  authority, 
forty-six  of  his  principal  cities,  and  ronresaes, 
and  villages  depending  upon  them,  of  which  t  took 
no  Bccoimt,  I  captured,  and  carried  away  their 
■poil.     1  *hut  vf  (t)  himself  within  Jerusalem, 
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his  ca^tal  city.  Tbe  fbrtifiMi  towns,  and  Ihe  rert 
of  his  towns  which  I  spoiled,  1  severed  from  his 
country,  snd  gave  to  the  kings  of  Ascalon,  Bkroo, 
and  Gau,  so  as  to  vake  hM  country  small.  Ia 
lo  the  former  tribute  impo»«i  upon  their 
9, 1  added  a  tribute,  tbe  natare  of  which  I 
fixed.'  The  next  passage  is  somewhat  defaced ; 
but  the  substance  of  it  appears  to  be,  that  he  took 
frnm  Hezekiah  the  treasure  he  had  collected  in 
Jerusalem,  30  talents  of  gold,  and  8Q0  talents  of 
silver,  tbe  Ireasures  of  his  palace,  besides  his  sooi 
and  his  daughters,  and  bis  male  and  female  ser- 
vants or  slaves,  and  brought  them  all  to  Nineveh. 
The  city  itself,  however,  be  doea  not  pretend 
lo  have  taken. 

"  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  campain 
against  the  cities  of  Faleeline,  recorded  in  tbs 
inscriptions  of  Sennacherib  at  Eouynnjik,  is  that 
described  in  the  Old  Testament.  Tlie  events 
agree  witli  considerable  accuracy.  We  are  told, 
in  the  book  of  Kings,  that  the  king  of  Assyria,  in 
the  fourteenth  year  of  the  reign  of  Hezekiah, 
'came  up  against  all  the  fenced  cities  of  Judah, 
and  look  them,'  as  he  declares  himself  to  hare 
done  in  his  annala.  And,  what  is  most  important, 
and  perhaps  one  of  the  most  remarkable  coinci- 
dences of  liisloTin  testimony  on  record,  the  amount 
of  the  treasure  in  gold  taken  from  Heaekiah, 
thirty  talents,  agrees  in  the  two  perfectly  inde- 
pendent accounts.  Too  much  stress  cannot  be 
laid  on  thia  aingiilar  fact,  ss  it  tends  lo  prove  tbs 
general  accuracy  of  the  historical  details  con- 
^Irted  in  the  Assyrian  inscriptions.  There  >•  a 
difference  of  600  talents,  as  it  will  be  obBerved,ia 
the  amount  of  silver.  It  is  probable  that  H«e- 
kiah  was  much  pressed  by  Sennacherib, and  cant- 
pelled  to  give  him  all  the  wealth  that  he  conU 
collect,  as  we  find  him  actually  taking  the  silver 
from  the  house  of  the  Lord,  as  well  as  from  his 
own  treasury,  and  cutting  off  the  gold  from  tbe 
dooiB  and  pillars  of  ihe  Temple,  to  satisfy  the 
demands  of  the  Assyrian  king.  The  Bible  may, 
therefore,  only  include  Ihe  actual  amount  of 
money  in  the  300  talents  of  silver,  whilst  the  As- 
syrian records  comprise  all   the  precious   metal 

taken  away It  ia  natural  lo  suppose  that 

Sennacherib  would  not  perpetoale  the  memory  of 
bis  own  overthrow ;  and  that,  having  been  unsuc- 
cessful in  sn  attempt  upon  Jerusalem,  his  army 
being  viaiied  by  the  plague  described  in  Bcriptare, 
he  sbould  eloga  over  his  defeat  by  describing  lbs 
tribute  he  had  previously  received  from  Hpxekiah 
as  the  general  result  of  his  campaign.  Tliere  is 
no  reason  to  believe,  from  the  Biblical  account, 
that  Sennacherib  waa  slain  by  his  sons  iwmeUr 
o«/y  after  his  return  to  Nineveh  ;  on  the  ctmlrary, 
the  expression  '  he  returned  and  dwelt  at  Nineven,' 
infers  that  he  cominiied  In  reign  for  some  tloM 
over  Assyria.  We  have  accordingly  his  further 
annals  on  the  monuments  he  erected." — pp.  143 
—145. 

There  are  many  curious  facts  illastrated  or 
brought  to  light  by  these  records.  Thus  we 
have  the  flight  of  tbe  king  of  Sidon  lo  "  Ya- 
van,  in  tbe  middle  of  the  sea;"  we  have  a 
campaign  against  the  Babylonians,  with  the 
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conquest  of  that  country,  and  its  asugnment 
as  a  government  satrapy  or  pashalic  to  Asur- 
naddin,  the  son  of  Sennacherib ;  we  have  also 
the  conquest  of  a  people  on  the  shores  of  the 
Persian  Gulf,  whose  cities  were  at  the  mouth 
of  the  Shat-el-Arab.  To  accomplish  this, 
Tyriansy  Sidonians,  and  Greeks,  or  lonians, 
were  brought  to  the  banks  of  the  Tigris, 
where  they  built  and  manned  vessels  of  war 
for  the  invader. 

We  proceed,  however,  to  transcribe  a 
passage,  which  is  of  still  greater  interest. 
it  was  during  the  latter  part  of  Mr.  Layard's 
residence  at  Mosul,  that  a  chamber  was  dis- 
covered containing  sculptures  in  better  pre- 
servation than  any  which  had  yet  been  found 
at  Kouyunjik.  Some  of  the  slabs,  indeed, 
were  almost  entire,  though  cracked  and 
otherwise  injured  by  fire;  and  the  epigraph, 
which  explained  the  event  portrayed,  was 
fortunately  complete.  That  event  was  the 
siege  of  Lachish  : — 

**  These  bas-reliefs  represented  the  siege  and 
capture  by  the  Assyriana  of  a  city  evidently  of 
grent  extent  and  importance.     It  appears  to  have 
Seen  defended  by  double  walls,  with  battlements 
and    towers,  and   by  fortified    outworks.     The 
country  around  it  was  hilly  and  wooded,  produc- 
ing the  fig  and  the  vine.    The  whole  power  of 
the  great  king  seems  to  have  been  called  forth  to 
take  this  stronghold.    In  no  other  sculptures  were 
BO  many  armed  warriors  drawn  up  in  array  before 
a  besieged  city.    In  the  fir^t  rank  were  the  kneel- 
ing archers,  those  in  the  second  were  bending 
forward,  whilst  those  in  the  third  discharged  their 
arrows  standing  upright,  and  were  mingled  with 
spearmen    and   slingers ;   the   whole  forming  a 
compact  and  organized   phalanx.    The  reserve 
consisted  of  large  bodies  of  horsemen  and  chari- 
oteers.  Against  the  fortifications  had  been  thrown 
up  as  many  as  ten  banks  or  mounts,  compactly 
built  of  stones,  bricks,  earth,  and  branches  of  trees, 
and  seven  battering-rams  had  already  been  rolled 
up  to  the  walls.    The  besieged  defended  them- 
selves   with     great    determination.      Spearmen, 
archers,  and  slingers  thronged  the  battlements 
and  towers,  showering  arrows,  javelins,  stones, 
and  blazing  torches  upon  the  assailants.     On  the 
battering-rams  were  bowmen  discharging  their 
arrowM,  and  men  with  large  ladles  pouring  water 
^'  upon  the  flaming   brands,  which,  hurled  from 
above,  threatened  to  destroy  the  engines.     Lad- 
ders, u^ed  probably  for  escalade,  were  falling  from 
the  walls  upon  the  soldiers  who  mounted  the  in- 
clined ways  to  the  assault.     Part  of  the  city  had, 
however,  been  taken.    Beneath  its  walls  were 
seen  Assyrian  warriors  impaling  their  prisoners, 
and  from  the  gateway  of  an  advanced  tower,  or 
fort,  issued  a  procession  of  captives,  reaching  to 
the  presence  of  the  king,  who,  gorgeously  arrayed, 
received  them  seated  on  bis  throne.    Amongst 
the  spoil  were  furniture,  arms,  shields,  chariots, 
yaaes  of  metal  of  various  forms,  camels,  carts 
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dra#n  by  oxen,  and  laden  with  women  and  chil" 
dren,  and  many  objects  the  nature  of  which  can- 
not be  determined.  The  vanquished  people  were 
distinguished  from  the  conquerors  by  their  dress, 
those  who  defended  the  battlements  wore  a  pointed 
helmet,  differing  from  that  of  the  Assyrian  war- 
riors in  having  -a  fringed  lappet  fallincr  over  the 
ears.  Some  of  the  captives  had  a  kind  of  turban, 
with  one  end  hanging  down  to  the  shoulder,  not 
unlike  that  worn  by  the  modern  Arabs  of  the 
Hedjaz.  Others  had  no  head-dress,  and  short  hair 
and  beards.  Their  garments  consisted  either  of  a 
robe  reaching  to  the  ankles,  or  of  a  tunic  scarcely 
falling  lower  than  the  thigh,  and  confined  at  the 
waist  by  a  girdle.  The  latter  appeared  to  be  the 
dress  of  the  fighting-men.  The  women  wore 
long  shirts,  with  an  outer  cloak,  thrown,  like  the 
veil  of  modern  Eastern  ladies,  over  the  back  of 
the  head,  and  falling  to  the  feet. 

*•  Several  prisoners  were  already  in  the  hands 
of  the  torturers.  Two  were  stretched  naked  on 
the  ground  to  be  flayed  alive,  others  were  being 
stain  by  the  sword  before  the  throne  of  the  king. 
The  haughty  monarch  was  receiving  the  chiefs  of 
the  conquered  nation,  who  crouched  and  knelt 
humbly  before  him.  They  were  brought  into  the 
royal  presence  by  the  Tartan  of  the  Assyrian 
forces,  probably  the  Rabdhakeh  himself,  followed 
by  his  principal  officers.  The  general  was  cloth- 
ed in  embroidered  robes,  and  wore  on  his  head  a 
lillet  adorned  with  rosettes  and  long  tasseled 
bands. 

"  The  throne  of  the  king  stood  upon  an  eleva- 
ted platform,  probably  an  artificial  mound  in  the 
hill  country.  Its  arms  and  sides  were  supported 
by  three  rows  of  figures  one  above  the  other.  The 
wood  was  richly  carved,  or  encased  in  embossed 
metal,  and  the  legs  ended  in  pear-shaped  orna- 
ments, probably  of  bronze.  The  throne,  indeed, 
appears  to  have  resembled,  in  every  respect,  one 
discovered  in  the  north-west  palace  at  Nimroud, 
which  I  shall  hereafter  describe.  Over  the  high 
back  was  thrown  an  embroidered  cloth,  doubtless 
of  some  rare  and  beautiful  material. 

"  The  royal  feet  rested  upon  a  high  footstool  of 
elegant  form,  fashioned  like  the  throne, and  cased 
with  embossed  metal ;  the  legs  endiner  in  lion's 
paws.  Behind  the  king  were  two  attendant  eu- 
nuchs raising  fans  above  his  head,  and  holding 
the  embroidered  napkins. 

"  Thf^  monarch  himself  was  attired  in  long  loose 
robe«  richly  ornamented,  and  edged  with  tassels 
and  fringes.  In  his  right  hand  he  raised  two  ar- 
rows, and  his  left  rested  upon  a  bow ;  an  attitude 
probibly  denoting  triumph  over  his  enemies,  and 
in  which  he  is  usually  portrayed  when  receiving 
prisoners  afler  a  victory. 

**  Behind  the  king  was  the  royal  tent  or  pavil- 
ion ;  and  beneath  him  were  his  led  horses,  and  an 
attendant  on  foot  carrying  the  parasol,  the  emblem 
of  royalty.  His  two  chariots,  with  their  chari- 
oteers, were  waiting  for  him.  One  had  a  pecu- 
liar semicircular  ornament  of  considerable  size, 
rising  from  the  pole  between  the  horses,  and 
spreading  over  their  heads.  It  may  originally 
have  contained  the  figure  of  a  deity,  or  some 
mythic  symbol.    It  was  attached  to  the  chariot 
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by  that  singular  contrivance  joined  to  the^oke 
and  represented  in  the  early  sculptures  of  Nim- 
roud,the  use  and  nature  of  which  I  am  still  una- 
ble  to  explain.  This  part  of  the  chariot  was 
richly  adorned  with  figures  and  ornamental  de- 
signs, and  appeared  to  be  supported  by  a  prop 
resting  on  the  pole.  The  trappings  of  the  horses 
were  handsomely  decorated,  and  an  embroidered 
cloth,  hung  with  tassels,  fell  on  their  chests.  Two 
quivers  holding  a  bow,  a  hatchet,  and  arrows, 
were  fixed  to  the  side  of  the  chariot 

"  This  fine  series  of  bas-reliefs,  occupying  thir- 
teen slabs,  was  finished  by  the  grouna-plan  of  a 
castle,  or  of  a  fortified  camp  containing  tents  and 
houses.  Within  the  walls  were  also  seen  a  fire- 
altar  with  two  beardless  priests,  wearing  high  coni- 
cal caps,  standing  before  it.  In  front  uf  the  altar, 
on  which  burned  the  sacred  fiame,  was  a  table 
bearing  various  sacrificial  objects,  and  beyond  it 
two  sacred  chariots,  such  as  accompanied  the 
Persian  kings  in  their  wars.  The  horses  had  been 
taken  out,  and  the  yokes  rested  upon  stands. 
Each  chariot  curried  a  lofly  pole  surmounted  by 
a  globe,  and  long  tassels  or  streamers ;  similar 
standards  were  introduced  into  scenes  represent- 
ing sacrifices  in  the  sculptures  of  Khorsabad. 

**  Above  the  head  of  the  king  was  the  following 
inscription  ....  which  may  be  translated, 
*  Sennacherib,  the  mighty  king,  king  of  the  coun- 
try of  AsHyria,  silting  on  the  throne  of  judgment, 
before  (or  at  the  entrance  of)  the  city  of  Lachish 
(Lakhisha).  I  give  permission  for  its  slaughter.' " 
—pp.  149—152. 

This  evidence  is  in  itself  pretty  conclusive. 
But  further  testimony  has  come  to  light,  by 
which  the  date  of  this  monarch,  and  conse- 
quently his  personal  identity,  has  been  es- 
tablished. In  an  apartment  at  the  south- 
west comer  of  the  palace,  which  seems  to 
have  been  a  sort  of  slate-paper  oflBce,  were 
discovered  many  pieces  of  fine  clay  bearing 
the  impression  of  seals,  which,  there  is  no 
doubt,  had  been  affixed,  like  modern  official 
seals  of  wax,  to  documents  written  on  leather, 
papyrus,  or  parchment.  Documents  of  the 
kind,  with  seals  of  clay  attached  to  them, 
have  already  been  discovered  in  Eri^ypt,  spe- 
cimens of  which  arc  to  be  seen  in  the  British 
Museum.  In  the  case  of  the  Assyrian  docu- 
ments, the  writings  no  longer  exist,  having 
been  consumed  by  the  fire  which  destroyed 
the  building,  or  having  decayed  in  the  lapse 
of  ages.  In  the  stamped  clay,  however, 
which  still  survives,  may  yet  be  seen  the 
holes  for  the  string  or  strip  of  skin  by  which 
the  seal  was  fastened.  Nay,  in  some  instan- 
ces, the  ashes  of  the  string  remain  with  the 
marks  of  the  fingers  and  thumb.  The  greater 
part  of  these  seals  are  Assyrian,  being  appa- 
rently impressions  of  the  royal  signet :  but 
amongst  them  are  some  few  of  foreign  ori- 
gin, belonging  to  Egypt,  Phoenicia,  and  oth- 
er countries.     Of  these  the  most  remarkable 


are  two  Egyptian  seals,  the  impressions  of  a 
royal  signet,  which,  though  imperfect,  retain 
the  cartouche  with  the  name  of  the  king  so 
as  to  be  perfectly  legible.  It  is  one  well 
known  as  that  of  the  second  Sabaco  the 
JSthiopian,  of  the  25th  dynasty.  On  the 
very  same  piece  of  clay  is  the  impression  of 
an  Assyrian  seal,  evidently  the  royal  signet. 
Not  the  slightest  doubt  exists  as  to  the  iden- 
tity of  the  Egyptian  cartouche.  Hence  the 
clearness  of  the  proof. 

**  Sabaco  reigned  in  Egypt  at  the  end  of  the 
seventh  century  before  Christ,  the  exact  time  at 
which  Sennacherib  came  to  the  throne.  He  ia 
probably  the  So  mentioned  in  the  second  book  of 
Kings  (xvii.  4)  as  bavins  received  ambassadors 
from  Ilushea,  the  king  of  Israel,  who,  bv  entering 
into  a  league  with  the  Egyptians,  called  down  the 
vengeance  of  Shalmaneser,  whose  tributary  he 
was,  which  led  to  the  first  great  captivity  of  the 
people  of  Samaria.  Shalmaneser  we  know  to  have 
been  an  immediate  predecessor  of  Sennacherib, 
and  Tirakha.  the  Egyptian  king,  who  was  defeated 
by  the  Assyrians  near  Lachish,  was  the  immediate 
predecessor  of  Sabaco  II. 

**  It  would  seem  that,  a  peace  having  been  con- 
cluded between  the  Egyptians  and  one  of  the 
Aifsyrian  monarchs,  probably  Sennacherib,  the 
royal  signets  of  tbeiwo  kings  thus  found  toge- 
ther were  attached  to  the  treaty  which  was  depo- 
sited among  the  archives  of  the  kingdom.  Whilst 
the  document  itself,  written  upon  parchment  or 
papyrus,  has  completely  perished,  this  singular 
proof  of  the  alliance,  if  not  actual  meeting  of  the 
two  monarchs,  is  still  preserved  amongst  the  siatB 
papers  of  the  Assyrian  empire." — p.  159. 

Whilst  occupied  in  the  excavations  which 
led  to  these  valuable  results,  Mr.  Layard 
was  suddenly  called  upon  to  resist  an  attack 
made  upon  bis  workpeople  and  their  dwel- 
lings by  an  Arab  tribe  entitled  the  Tai.  His 
conduct  in  reference  to  ttiis  incident  showed 
how,  when  we  are  disposed  to  do  good,  we 
can  find  the  means  of  doing  it.  Having,  by 
his  courage  and  temper,  staid  the  atfray 
which  had  already  begun,  he  made  the 
acquaintance  and  obtained  the  good  will  of 
the  marauders,  paid  them  a  vibit  in  their  own 
encampment,  heard  their  grievances,  entered 
into  their  troubles,  and  finally  succeeded  id 
bringing  about  a  reconciliation  between  the* 
hereditary  chief  and  a  disloyal  kinsman, 
whom  the  Turkish  government  had  set  up  as 
his  rival  in  the  headship  of  the  tribe. 

Here,  too,  we  may  mention  that,  in  carry- 
ing out  and  enforcing  the  measures  for  the 
relief  of  the  Yezidis,  he  actually  succeeded, 
with  the  aid  of  the  vice  consul,  in  liberuiing 
a  girl  of  that  tribe,  and  restoring  her  to  her 
family,  although  she  had  been  placed  in  the 
harem  of  the  chief  Cadi  of  Mosul. 
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If  oar  fellow-countrymen  would  generally 
employ  themselves,  when  wandering  amongst 
the  heathen  and  the  infidel,  in  such  works  as 
these,  the  children  of  those  benighted  lands 
would  surely  see  their  good  works,  and  glo- 
rify their  Father  which  is  in  heaven ;  and  be 
led,  by  experiencing  the  goodness  of  the 
ffospet,  to  acknowledge  its  power  and  receive 
it8  truth. 

It  is  impossible  to  convey,  by  extract  or 
abridgment,  one  tithe  of  the  information  or 
amusement  contained  in  these  volumes.  It 
is  easy  enough,  for  those  experienced  in  the 
practice,  to  skim  milk;  but  it  is  beyond  the 
skill  of  the  most  veteran  dairyman  to  per* 
form  the  same  operation  upon  cream. 

Amount  other  noticeable  facts  we  would 
remark,  however,  that  Mr.  Lavard  discovered 
amongst  the  ruins,  arched  drains ;  caldrons 
and  t^lls  of  bronze,  the  latter  having  iron 
tongues ;  bronze  cups  and  dishes,  studs  and 
buttons  in  mother-of-pearl  and  ivorj,  with 
many  small  rosettes  in  metal.  He  also  met 
with  various  weapons  and  pieces  of  armor 
agreeing  with  the  sculptures  ;  some  iron  tools 
and  other  instruments;  carved  articles  in 
ivory ;  glass  bowls,  the  oldest  specimens  of 
transparent  glass  yet  discovered;  some  bronze 
cubes  beautifully  inlaid  with  gold,  the  earliest 
examples  of  this  curious  art ;  and  lastly,  a 
royal  throne,  apparently  that  of  Sargon. 

•*  With  the  exception  of  the  Ipgfs,  which  appear 
to  have  been  partly  of  ivory,  it  was  of  wood  cased 
or  overlaid  with  bronze.  ....  The  metal 
was  most  elaborately  enfi^raved  and  embossed  with 
symbolical  figures  and  ornaments,  like  thoee  em- 
broidered on  the  robes  of  the  early  Nimroud  king : 
such  as  winged  deities  struggling  with  griffins, 
mythic  animals,  men  before  the  sacred  tree,  and 
the  winged  lion  and  bull.  As  the  wood-work  over 
which  the  bronze  was  fastened  by  means  of  small 
nails  of  the  same  materia]  had  rotted  away,  the 
throne  fell  to  pieces,  but  tbe  metal  casing  was 
partly  preserved.  Numerous  fragments  of  it  are 
DOW  in  the  British  Museum,  including  the  joints 
of  the  arms  and  legs;  the  rams'  or  bulls'  heads 
which  adorned  the  ends  of  the  arms,  .  .  and 
tbe  ornamental  scroll-work  of  the  cross  bars  in 
tbe  form  of  an  Ionic  volute.  The  legs  were 
adorned  with  lions*  paws  resting  on  a  pine-shaped 
ornament,  like  the  thrones  of  the  later  Assyrian 
sculptures,  and  stood  on  a  bronze  base." — p.  199. 

Amongst  the  objects  which  were  to  be 
conveyed  to  England  was  a  pair  of  colossal 
winged  lions.  Mr.  Layard*8  last  visit  to  them 
by  night,  and  the  firing  of  the  bituminous 
spring  which  followed,  are  too  graphically 
described  to  be  omitted. 

'*  We  rode,  one  calm  cloudless  night,  to  the 
mound,  to  look  on  them  for  the  last  time  before 


they  were  taken  from  their  old  resting-places.  The 
moon  was  at  her  full,  and  as  we  drew  nigh  to  the 
edge  of  the  deep  wall  of  earth  rising  around  them, 
her  soft  light  was  creeping  over  the  stem  features 
of  the  human  heads,  and  driving  before  it  the  darlt 
shadows  which  still  clothed  tbe  lion  forms.  One 
by  one,  the  limbs  of  the  gigantic  sphinxes  emerg- 
ed from  the  gloom,  until  the  monsters  were  un- 
veiled before  us.  I  shall  never  forget  that  night, 
or  the  emotions  which  those  venerable  figures 
caused  within  me.  A  few  hours  more,  anathey 
were  to  stand  no  longer  where  they  had  stood  un- 
scathed amid  the  wreck  of  man  and  his  works  for 
ages.  It  seemed  almost  sacrilege  to  tear  them 
from  tlieir  old  haunts,  to  make  them  a  mere 
wonder-stock  to  the  busy  crowd  of  a  new  world. 
They  were  better  suited  to  the  desolation  around 
them ;  for  they  had  guarded  the  palace  iaits  glory, 
and  it  was  for  them  to  watch  over  it  in  its  ruin. 
Sheikh  Abd-ur-Rahman,  who  had  ridden  with  us 
to  the  mound,  was  troubled  with  no  such  reflec- 
tions. He  gazed  listlessly  at  the  grim  images, 
wondered  at  the  folly  of  the  Franks,  thought  the 
night  cold,  and  turned  his  mare  towards  his  tents. 
We  scarcely  heeded  his  going,  but  stood  speech- 
less in  the  clescrted  portal,  until  the  shadows  again 
began  to  creep  over  its  hoary  guardians. 

**  Beyond  the  ruined  palaces,  a  scene  scarcely 
lesR  solemn  awaited  us.  I  had  sent  a  party  of 
Jebours  to  the  bitumen  springs  outside  the  walls, 
to  the  east  of  the  enclosure.  The  Arabs  having 
lighted  a  small  fire  with  brushwood,  awaited  our 
coming  to  tlirow  the  burning  sticks  upon  the 
pitchy  pools.  A  thick  heavy  smoke,  such  as  rose 
from  the  jar  on  the  sea-shore  when  the  fisherman 
had  broken  the  seal  of  Solomon,  rolled  upward  in 
curling  volumes,  hiding  the  light.of  the  moon,  and 
spreading  wide  over  the  sky.  Tongues  of  flame 
and  jets  of  gas,  driven  from  the  burning  pit,  shot 
through  the  murky  canopy.  As  the  fire  bright- 
ened, a  thousand  fantastic  forms  of  light  played 
amidst  the  smoke.  To  break  the  cindered  crust, 
and  to  bring  fresh  slime  to  the  surface,  the  Arabs 
threw  large  stones  into  the  springs ;  a  new  volume 
of  fire  then  burst  forth,  throwing  a  deep  red  glare 
upon  the  figures  and  upon  the  landscape.  The 
Jebours  danced  round  the  burning  pools,  like  de- 
mons in  some  midnight  orgie,  shouting  their  war^ 
cry  and  brandishing  their  glittering  arms.  In  an 
hour  the  bitumen  was  exhausted  for  the  time,  the 
dense  smoke  gradually  died  away,  and  the  pale 
light  of  the  moon  again  shone  over  the  black 
blime  pits."— pp.  201,  202. 

It  is  a  singular  coincidence,  that  the  lions 
appear  to  have  departed  from  their  long  rest- 
ing-place to  the  Tigris  in  almost  the  same 
manner  as  that  in  which  they  had,  many  ages 
ago,  performed  the  same  route  in  an  opposite 
direction — with  this  striking  and  commend- 
able diflference,  however,  that  whereas  the 
Assyrian  tyrant  had  compelled  bands  of 
wretched  and  unwilling  captives  to  toil  for 
the  destroyer  of  their  homes,  the  beneficent 
and  enlightened  Englishmen  drew  the  mul- 
titude forward  la  tbevc  NiQitk.V|  >Xi^  ^v^^x^^i^^ 
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and  more  enduring  Ues  of  gratitude  and  in- 
terest. Owing  to  the  floods  which  had  de- 
luged the  country  and  saturated  the  soil, 
the  enterprise  of  dragging  the  huge  mon- 
sters over  the  interval  between  the  mound 
and  the  place  of  embarkation  was  attended 
with  great  difficulty,  and  required  additional 
eiertions  on  the  part  of  the  workmen.  But 
here,  as  elsewhere,  Mr.  Layard  surmounted 
every  obstacle  by  his  exceeding  tact  and 
firmness. 

"It  was  necessary  to  humor  and  excite  the 
Arabs  to  induce  them  to  persevere  in  the  arduous 
work  of  dragging  the  cart  through  the  deep  soft 
soil  into  which  it  continually  sank.     At  one  time, 
after  many  vain  efforts  to  move  the  buried  wheels, 
it  was  unanimously  declared  that  Mr.  Cooper,  the 
artist,  brought  ill   luck,  and  no  one  would  work 
until  he  retired.    The  cumbrous  machine  crept 
onwards  for  a  few  more  yards,  but  again  all  exer- 
tions were  fruitless.   Then  tbe  FranK  lady  would 
bring  sood  fortune  if  she  sat  on  the  sculpture. 
The  wheels  rolled  heavily  along,  but  were  soon 
clogged  once  more  in  the  yielding  soil.     An  evil 
eye  surely  lurked  among  the  workmen  or  the  by- 
standers.   Search  was  quickly  made,  and  one 
having  been  detected  upon  whom  this  curse  had 
alighted,  he  was  ignominiously  driven  away  with 
shouts  and  execrations.    This  impediment  having 
been  removed,  tlie  cart  drew  nearer  to  the  village, 
but  soon  again  came  to  a  stand-still.     All  the 
Sheikhs  were  now  summarily  degraded  from  their 
rank  and  honors,  and  a  weak  ragged  boy  having 
been  dressed  up  in  tawdry  kerchiefs,  and  invested 
with  a  cloak,  was  pronounced  by  Hormuzd  to  be 
the  only  fit  chief  for  such  puny  men.    The  cart 
moved  forwards  until  the  ropes  gave  way,  under 
the  new  excitement  caused  by  this  reflection  upon 
the  character  of  the  Arabs.     When  that  had  sub- 
sided, and  the  presence  of  the  youthful  Sheikh  no 
longer  encouraged  his  subjects,  he  was  as  sum- 
marily deposed  as  he  had  been  elected,  and  a  gray 
beard  of  ninety  was  raised  to  the  dignity  in  his 
stead.   He  had  his  turn  ;  then  the  most  unpopular 
of  the  Sheikhs  were  compelled  tp  lie  down  on  the 
ground,  that  the  groaning  wheels  might  pass  over 
them,  like  tbe  car  of  Juggernaut  over  its  votaries. 
With  yells,  shrieks,  ana  wild  antics  the  cart  was 
drawn  within  a  few  inches  of  the  prostrate  men. 
As  a  last  resource  1  seized  a  rope  myself,  and  with 
shouts  of  defiance  between  the  different  tribes,  who 
were  divided  into   separate  parties  and   pulled 
against   each  other,  and  amidst   the  deafening 
tahlel  of  the  wonoen,  the  lion  was  at  length  fairly 
brought  to  the  water's  edge."— pp.  203,  204. 

Well,  the  Lions  have  left  Nineveh,  and  so 
must  we,  although  we  would  willingly  linger 
amongst  the  ruins  of  that  mighty  city.  After 
this  achievement  our  author  made  a  tour  in 
the  mountains,  attended  a  marriage  festival 
of  the  Yezidis,  visited  Baazani,  one  of  their 
especial  districts/  and  inspected  the  rock 
sculptures  of  Bavian.  They  are  well  worthy 
attentive  consideration^  and  in  comnion  with 


those  at  the  month  of  the  Nahr-el-Kelb,  near 
Bey  rout,  and  many  other  monuments  scatterr 
ed  in  various  directions,  belong  to  the  reign 
and  attest  the  triumphs  of  the  great  Senna- 
cherib. 

After  returning  to  Mosul  our  traveller  paid 
another  visit  to  the  Tai,  who  had  lately  sus- 
tained a  severe  defeat  at  the  hands  of  the 
Bhammar,  aggravated  by  the  loss  of  forty 
valuable  mares.  Tbe  following  incident  is 
curiously  characteristic  of  Arab  life. 

"  We  found  the  Howar,**  says  our  author, 
**  much  cast  down  and  vexed  by  his  recent  misfor- 
tunes. The  chiefs  of  the  tribe  were  with  him  io 
gloomy  consultation  over  their  losys.  A  Bedouin 
wrapped  in  his  ragged  cloak  was  seated  listlessly 
in  the  tent.  He  had  been  mv  guest  the  previous 
evening  at  Nimroud,  and  had  announced  himself 
on  a  mission  from  the  Shammar  to  the  Tai  to 
learn  the  breed  of  tbe  mares  which  had  been  taken 
in  tbe  late  conflict.  His  message  might  appear 
to  those  ignorant  of  tbe  customs  of  the  Arabs  one 
of  insult  and  defiance.  But  he  was  on  a  common 
errand ;  and  although  there  was  blood  between 
the  tribes,  his  person  was  as  sacred  as  that  of  an 
ambassador  in  any  civilized  community. 

"  Whenever,"  adds  Mr.  Layard,  "  a  horse  falls 
into  the  hands  of  an  Arab,  his  first  thought  is  how 
to  ascertain  its  descent.  If  the  owner  be  dis- 
mounted in  battle,  or  if  he  be  about  to  receive 
hitf  death-blow  from  the  spear  of  his  enemy,  be 
will  frequently  exclaim  *  O  Fellan !  (such  a  one) 
the  mare  that  fate  has  given  to  you  is  of  noble 
blood.  She  is  of  the  breed  of  Saklawiyah,  and 
her  dam  is  ridden  by  Awath,  a  Sheikh  of  the 
Fedhan '  (or  as  the  case  may  be).  Nor  will  a  lie 
come  from  the  month  of  a  Bedouin  as  to  the  race 
of  his  mare.  He  is  proud  of  her  noble  qualities, 
and  will  testify  to  them  as  he  dies.  After  a  battle 
or  a  foray,  the  tribes  who  have  taken  horses  from 
the  enemy  will  send  an  envoy  to  ask  their  breed, 
and  a  person  so  chosen  passes  from  tent  to  tent 
unharmed,  hearing  from  each  man  as  he  eats  his 
bread,  the  descent  and  qualities  of  the  animal  be 
may  have  lost. 

'^  Among  men,"  proceeds  our  author,  *'  who 
attach  the  highest  value  to  the  pure  blood  of  their 
horses,  and  who  have  no  written  pedigree  (for 
amongst  the  Bedouins  documents  of  this  kind  do 
not  exist),  such  customs  are  necessary.  The  de- 
scent of  a  horse  is  preserved  by  tradition,  and  tbe 
birth  of  a  colt  is  an  event  known  to  the  whole 
tribe.  If  a  townsman  or  a  stranger  buy  a  horse, 
and  is  desirous  of  written  evidence  of  its  race,  tbe 
seller  with  his  friends  will  come  to  the  nearest 
town  to  testify  before  a  person  specially  qualified 
to  take  the  evidence,  called  *  the  cadi  of  the 
horses,*  who  makes  out  a  written  pedigree,  accom- 
panied by  various  prayers  and  formularies  from 
the  Koran  used  on  such  occasions,  and  then 
affixes  to  it  his  seal.  It  would  be  considered  dis- 
graceful to  the  character  of  a  true  Bedouin  to 
give  false  testimony  on  such  an  occasion,  and  his 
word  is  usually  received  with  implicit  confidence.** 
1  —pp.  221, 222. 
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BeMdes  mnoh  thst  h  ioterea^ng  xnd  amna- 
iDg  with  regard  to  these  noble  animalfl,  and 
the  high  regard  in  which  thej  are  held  bj 
their  Arah  masters,  we  have  also  many  facta 
and  anecdotes  concerning  hawks.  The  art  of 
falconrvi  once  in  such  general  practice  and 
anch  high  esteem  amongst  ourselrea,  is  slill 
«xereised  in  the  East  with  a  skill  and  spirit 
DOthing  inferior  to  the  beat  days  of  that  sport 
lo  Europe.  Amongst  many  details  on  the 
•abject  we  are  told  on  one  occasion  with  re- 
ference to  a  Sheikh,  by  name  Buttum,  who 
had  lost  his  falcon : — 

"  Snttom  was  ioconsolable  at  his  loss.  He 
wept  when  be  returned  without  his  falcon  on  his 
wrist,  and  for  days  he  would  suddenly  exclaim 
<0  Bej!  Hattab  was  not  a  bird,  be  was  roy  bro- 
ther."'—p.  299. 

On  returning  to  the  excavations  once  more, 
Ur.  Layard  found  that  many  interesting  dia- 
coveriea  had  been  made,  amongat  them  was 
a  set  of  scuipturea  which,  from  their  illustra- 
tion of  s  celebrated  pasaage  of  Scripture, 
arrest  our  peculiar  attention. 

"  The  boB-reliefs  represented  the  siejre  and  rack 
of  one  of  the  many  cities  taken  by  the  Great  Kinft, 
■nd  the  tranafer  of  itn  captives  to  some  distant  pro- 
vince of  AsByriu.  The  prisoners  were  drest-ed  in 
garmenis  falling  lo  the  calves  of  their  legp,  and 
the  women  wure  a  kind  of  (urban.  Although  the 
country  was  monntai  nous,  its  inhaUrants  used  the 
camel  as  a  beast  of  burden,  and  in  the  sculptures 
it  was  represented  lad^  with  the  spoil.  The 
Assyrians,  as  was  Iheir  custom,  carried  away 
in  trinrnph  the  Imsges  of  the  gods  of  the  con- 
qnered  nation,  which  were  placed  on  poles,  and. 
borne  in  procession  on  men's  shoulders,  '  Hath 
any  god  of  the  nations  delivered  his  land  out 
of  the  hand  of  the  king  of  Assyria  ?'  exclaimed 
the  Assyrian  general  to  the  Jews.  '  Where  are 
the  gods  of  Hsmaih  and  Arpbad  1  Where  are 
the  gods  of  Sepharvaim  1'  They  had  been  car- 
ried away  with  the  captives,  and  the  very  idols 
that  were  represented  in  this  bas-relief  may  be 
amongst  those  to  which  Kabshakeh  made  this 
boasting  allusion.  The  captured  gods  were  diree, 
a  human  figure  with  oatstretched  arms,  a  lion- 
headed  man  carrying  a  long  staff  in  one  hand, 
and  an  image  enclosed  by  a  square  frame.  Wllh- 
JD  a  fortified  camp,  defended  by  towers  and  battle- 
ments, the  priests  were  offering  up  the  sacrifices 
naual  upon  a  victory  i  the  pontiff  wasdistinguiBhed 
by  a  high  conical  cap,and,ssiB  always  the  case 
in  the  Assyrian  sculpturen,  was  beardless.  By  his 
side  stood  an  BBBiHiaiii.  Before  the  altar,  on  which 
were  aome  Bacrificial  utensils,  was  the  sacred  cha- 
riot with  its  elaborate  yoke.  On  a  raised  bench 
acrosfl  the  centre  of  the  castle  was  inscribed  the 
name  and  titles  of  Sennacherib."— pp. 328, 329. 

Tbe  trAvellers  now  started  on  an  expedi- 
tioD  to  explore  the  valley  of  tbe  Kbabour, 
the  Chebar  of  Scripture,  a  very  beaulifnl 
ooiutry,  uttereslJDg  alike  to  the  lorer  of  na> 
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tare  and  the  atndent  of  history.  Here,  as 
nsnal,  they  saw  much,  iieard  much,  and  met 
with  numberless  adventures.  We  must,  how- 
ever, confine  ourselves  to  one  modem  inci- 
dent, and  one  ancient  site. 

We  have  already  introduced  oar  readen 
to  a  certain  Sheikh,  Suttum,  the  owner  of  ■ 
noble  falcon,  towards  whom  he  entertained 
a  brotherly  affection,  and  over  whose  loss  be 
wept  fraternal  tears.  This  Arab  was  linked 
in  the  bonds  of  wedlock  with  a  lady  of  high 
birth  and  proportionably  high  spirit.  She 
had  been  very  handsome  in  ner  youth,  and 
still  retained  much  of  her  original  beauty. 
He  had  married  her,  however,  principally 
from  motives  of  policy,  and  did  not  always 
bear  patiently  the  yoke  which  she  laid  upon 
him.  In  the  present  instance  she  had  in- 
sisted on  accompanying  him,  from  the  fear, 
apparently,  timt  he  might  fall  in  with  a  pre- 
vious wife  of  his,  whom,  in  the  very  bloom 
of  her  beauty,  she  had  coitipelled  him  to  send 
home  to  her  friends.  On  one  evening  after  he 
had  been  out  sporting,  Suttum  came  to  Mr. 
Layard  somewhat  downcast  in  look,  as  if  a 
heavy  weight  were  on  his  mind. 

"At  length,  siter  various  circumlocutions, he  said 
that  hix  wife  would  not  sleep  under  the  white  tent 
which  I  had  lent  her,  such  luxuries  being,  she  de- 
clared, only  worthy  of  city  ladies,  and  ihoeeiher 
unbecoming  the  wife  and  daughter  of  a  Bedouin, 
'  So  determined  is  she,'  said  Suttum,  '  in  the  mat- 
ter, that,  Billah !  she  deserted  my  bed  last  night  and 
slept  on  the  grass  in  the  open  air;  and  now  she 
Bwears  slie  will  leave  me,  and  return  on  foot  lo 
her  kindred,  unless  1  save  her  from  the  indignity 
of  sleeping  under  a  while  lent.'  It  was  inconve- 
nient to  humor  the  fancies  of  the  Arab  laJy,  but, 
as  she  was  inexorable,  I  gave  her  a  black  Arab 
tent  used  by  ilie  servants  for  a  kitchen.  Under 
this  sheet  of  goat-hair  canvas,  open  un  all  sides 
to  the  air,  she  said  she  could  breathe  freely,  and 
feel  again  that  she  was  a  Bedouin." — pp.267, 
26B. 

The  encient  site  to  which  we  would  direct 
the  reader's  attention  for  a  few  seconds  is 
that  of  Arhan.  The  first  objects  of  interest 
found  here  were  a  pair  of  winged  human- 
headed  bulls,  the  fore-parts  of  which  had 
been  disclosed  by  the  river  during  the  recent 
floods  already  alluded  to.  These  monsters 
were  found  to  be  of  a  coarse  limestone,  their 
height  about  five  feet  six  inches,  their  length 
about  fonr  feet  sir  inches.  They  resembled 
in  general  design  the  well-known  winged  bulla 
of  Nineveh,  but  in  the  style  of  art  they  dif- 
fered considerably  from  them. 

"  The  outline  and  treatment  were  bold  and 
angular,  with  an  archaic  feeling  conveying  the 
impreasion  of  great  antiquity.  They  oore  the 
same  idatioo  to  the  more  delicately  miisbed  and 
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highly  ornamented  scalptnres  of  Nimroud,  as  the 
earliest  remaine  of  Greek  art  do  to  the  exquisite 
monuments  of  Phidias  and  Praxiteles.  The  hu- 
man features  were  unfortunately  much  injured, 
but  such  parts  as  remained  were  sufficient  to 
show  that  the  countenance  had  a  peculiar  charac- 
ter differingr  from  the  Assyrian  type.  The  sockets 
of  the  eyes  were  deeply  sunk,  probably  to  receive 
the  white  and  the  ball  of  the  eye,  in  ivory  or  glass. 
The  nose  was  flat  and  large,  and  the  lips  thick  and 
overhanging  like  those  of  a  negro.  Human  ears 
were  attached  to  the  head,  and  bulls'  ears  to  the 
horned  cap,  which  was  low  and  square  at  the  top, 
not  high  and  ornamented  like  tho&e  of  Khorsabad 
and  Kouyunjik,  nor  rounded  like  those  of  Nim- 
roud. The  hair  was  elaborately  curled  as  in  the 
pore  Assyrian  sculptures,  though  more  rudely 
carved.  The  wings  were  small  in  proportion  to 
the  size  of  the  Irady,  and  had  not  the  majestic 
spread  of  those  of  the  bulls  that  adorned  the  pa- 
laces of  Nineveh." — p.  276. 

Above  this  figure  were  purely  Assyrian 
characters,  from  which  it  would  appear  that 
the  sculptures  here  discovered  belonged  to 
the  reign  of  a  king  whose  name  has  not  been 
discovered  on  any  other  monument.  The 
individual  thus  indicated,  however,  may  have 
been  some  satrap,  general,  or  other  distin- 
guished subject  or  powerful  feudatory  of  the 
Great  King. 

Behind  these  bulls  were  found  various  re- 
lics of  an  early  date :  amongst  them  was  a 
copper  bell  like  those  from  Nimroud ;  there 
were  also  fragments  of  bricks  bearing  arrow- 
headed  characters  painted  yellow,  with  white 
outlines  upon  a  pale  green  ground. 

In  another  part  of  the  mound  was  discov- 
ered a  lion  with  extended  jaws  sculptured 
in  the  same  stone  and  the  same  style  as  the 
bulls.  It  had  five  legs,  and  the  tail  had  a 
claw  at  the  end  as  in  the  bas-reliefs  of  Ni- 
neveh. In  height  it  was  much  the  same  as 
the  bulls. 

In  another  spot  half  of  a  human  figure 
was  discovered  ;  the  face  in  full,  one  band 
grasping  a  sword  or  dagger,  the  other  hold- 
ing some  object  to  the  breast,  the  hair  and 
beard  long  and  flowing,  and  ornamented  with 
a  profusion  of  curls  as  in  the  Assyrian  bas- 
reliefs.  The  features  and  countenance  are 
eminently  Caucasian ;  the  head-dress  appears 
to  consist  of  a  circular  helmet  encfing  in  a 
sharp  point.  The  treatment  and  style  prove 
this  figure  to  be  contemporaneous  with  the 
bulls  and  the  lion. 

The  interest  of  these  objects  is  enhanced, 
and  their  character  elucidated,  by  spirited 
woodcuts  let  into  the  text. 

Besides  these  sculptures  various  small  ar- 
ticles of  considerable  importance  were  dis- 
eovered  ia  the  iDOUDd  of  Arban.     Amongst 


them  were  aereral  Egyptian  Scarabaei  be- 
longing to  the  eighteenth  dynasty  of  kings 
and  the  fifteenth  century  before  the  Christian 
era. 

The  conjectures  suggested,  the  trains  of 
thought  aroused,  by  these  dbcoveries,  we  can 
do  no  more  than  faintly  indicate. 

The  archaic  character  of  the  sculptures 
appears  to  claim  for  them  a  remote  anti- 
quity, anterior  to  the  more  perfect  specimens 
of  art  discovered  at  Nineveh  itself.  For, 
though  we  believe  civilization  and  science  to 
have  been  coeval  with  the  human  race, — ^the 
one  being  the  natural  state  of  man,  and  the 
other  derived  from  the  teaching  of  God, — 
there  is  no  reason  to  suppose  that  the  prac- 
tice of  the  imitative  arts  would  obtain  or 
reach  its  perfection  in  the  earlier  ages  of  the 
primitive  world.  Indeed,  it  is  clear  that  such 
would  not  be  possible  until  the  increase  of 
population  enabled  some  persons  to  with- 
draw their  energies  from  the  occupations 
necessary  to  life  or  conducive  to  comfort, 
and  devote  them  to  merely  ornamental  em- 
ployments. And  though  it  is  probable  thai 
a  considerable  degree  of  perfection  had  al- 
ready been  reached  in  these  matters  by  the 
time  of  Noah,  still  the  destruction  of  the 
human  race  by  the  Deluge  would  once  more 
reduce  men  to  necessary  employments,  and 
the  dispersion  of  Babel  and  sanguinary  am- 
bition of  Nimrod  would  probably  tend  to 
retard  them  in  their  return  to  the  standard  of 
antediluvian  art. 

Again  the  physiognomy  of  the  monsters, 
joined  with  the  existence  of  the  Scarabaei, 
denote  a  large  admixture  of  Egyptian  or 
Ethiopic  infiuence  at  the  period  when  the 
sculptures  were  erected. 

Another  cause  of  peculiar  interest  in  these 
remains  arises  from  the  fact  that  the  fifteenth 
century  before  Christ, — the  age  to  which 
they  appear  to  belong,  or  with  which  they  are 
closely  connected, — includes  the  periods  of 
the  Exode  of  Israel  under  Moses,  and  the 
conquest  of  Canaan  by  Joshua,  and  verges 
upon  the  era  of  Chushan-Risbathaim,  the 
Mesopotamian  monarch,  who  oppressed  the 
Israelites  for  eight  years,  till  they  were  de- 
livered by  Othniel. 

Were  the  valleys  of  the  Tigris  and  Eu- 
phrates in  a  state  of  intimate  and  friendly  in- 
tercourse with  that  of  the  Nile  at  the  time  of 
the  erection  of  these  sculptures?  Are  they 
vestiges  of  an  Egyptian  domination,  or  proofe 
of  an  Assyrian  triumph  ?  These  and  num- 
berless other  questions  arise.  But  they  can- 
not yet  be  answered.  Let  us  hope  that  future 
excavations  (for  we  earnestly  trust  that  snch 
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will  be  undertaken  and  carried  ont  without 
stint  of  time,  troable,  or  money),  and  further 
researches,  will  enable  us  to  solve  these  and 
many  other  deeply-interesting  questions — 
such  as  that  of  the  character  of  the  relation 
eridently  existing  between  the  civilization, 
arts,  and  religion  of  Assyria  and  Etruria, — 
a  connection  which,  long  since  ably  ur^ed  by 
the  talented  authoress  of  the  "  Sepulchres  of 
Etruria,"  is  now  further  corroborated  by  the 
discovery  of  Assyrian  remains,  which  we 
may  not  stay  to  describe. 

On  leaving  Arban,  Mr.  Layard  made  a  tour 
through  the  native  tribes  and  ancient  remains 
of  the  neighboring  districts  before  returning 
to  Mosul.  From  the  many  curious  customs 
mentioned  in  the  course  of  this  journey,  we 
select  the  following  as  possessing  a  peculiar 
interest : — 

**  One  of  the  most  remarkable  laws  in  force 
amongst  the  wandering  Arabs,  and  one  probably 
of  the  hii|[hest  antiquity,  is  the  law  of  blood,  call- 
ed the  Thar^  preFcribing  the  dej^rees  of  consan- 
guinity within  which  it  is  lawful  to  revenge  a 
noroicide.  Altliough  a  law,  rendering  a  man  re- 
sponsible for  blood  shed  by  any  one  related  to  him 
within  the  fifth  degree,  may  appear  to  members 
of  a  civilized  community  one  of  extraordinary  ri- 
gor, and  involving  almost  manifest  injustice,  it 
must  nevertheless  be  admitted,  that  no  power  vest- 
ed in  any  one  individual,  and  no  punishment, 
however  severe,  could  tend  more  to  the  mainte- 
nance of  order,  and  the  prevention  of  bloodshed 
amongst  the  wild  tribes  of  the  Desert.  As  Bnrck- 
bardtnas  justly  remarked,  'this  salutary  institu- 
tion has  contributed  in  a  greater  degree  than  any 
other  circumstance  to  prevent  the  warlike  tribes 
of  Arabia  from  exterminating  one  another.' 

'Mf  a  man  commit  a  homicide,  the  Cadi  endea- 
Tors  to  prevail  upon  tlie  family  of  the  victim  to 
accept  a  compensation  for  the  blood  in  money,  or 
in  kind,  the  amount  being  regulated  according  to 
custom  in  different  tribes.  Should  the  offer  of 
Mood-money  be  refused,  the  *  Thar*  comes  into 
operation ;  and  any  person  within  the  *  Khomiej* 
or  fifth  degree  of  blood  of  the  homicide,  may  be 
legally  killed  by  any  one  within  the  same  degree 
of  consanguinity  to  the  victim.*' — p.  306. 

From  this  law  arises  the  great  unwilling- 
ness shown  by  Arabs  to  disclose  their  own 
name  or  that  of  their  father  to  a  stranger, 
lest  by  so  doing  they  should  expose  them- 
selves to  the  operation  of  the  Thar. 

**In  most  encampments  are  found  refugees, 
sometimes  whole  families,  who  have  left  their 
tribe  on  account  of  a  homicide  for  which  they  are 
amenable.  In  case  after  a  murder,  persons  with- 
in the  '  Thar'  take  to  flight,  three  days  and  four 
hours  are  by  immemorial  custom  allowed  to  the 
fugitives  before  they  can  be  pursued.  Frequently 
they  never  return  to  their  friends,  but  remain  with 
those  who  give  them  protection,  and  become  in- 


corponted  into  the  tribe  by  which  tbey  are  adopt- 
ed. Thus  there  are  families  of  the  Harb,  Aneyza, 
Dhofyr,  and  other  great  clans,  who  for  this  cause 
have  joined  the  Shammar,  and  are  now  consider- 
ed part  of  them.  Frequently  the  homicide  will 
wander  from  tent  to  lent  over  the  Desert,  or  even 
rove  through  the  towns  and  villages  on  its  borders, 
with  a  chain  round  his  neck  anclinrags,  begging 
contributions  from  the  charitable  to  enable  him  to 
pay  the  apportioned  blood-money.*' — p.  307. 

Equally  curious  and  interesting  are  the 
laws  of  Dakheel,  or  those  which  regulate 
the  customs  and  principles  of  Arab  hospi- 
tality. Amongst  the  Shammar,  if  a  man  can 
seize  the  end  of  a  string  or  thread,  the  other 
end  of  which  is  held  by  his  enemy,  he  be- 
comes his  Dakheel  or  protector.  If  he  touch 
the  canvas  of  a  tent,  or  can  even  throw  his 
mace  towards  it,  he  comes  under  the  same 
category.  If  a  horseman  ride  into  a  tent, 
both  man  and  beast  receive  the  benefits  of 
Dakheel.  A  stranger  who  has  eaten  with  a 
Shammar*  can  give  Dakheel  to  his  enemy ; 
thus  Mr.  Layard  could  protect  an  Aneyza 
though  there  was  blood  between  his  tribe  and 
the  Shammar.  So  far,  indeed,  is  this  princi- 
ple carried  out,  that  a  woman  can  protect 
any  number  of  persons  or  tents.  A  striking 
illustration  of  this  came  under  our  author's 
observation.  He  thus  mentions  it  in  a 
note : — 

"  In  the  winter  of  the  year  of  my  residence  in 
Babylonia,  af^er  an  engagement  near  Baghdad, 
between  the  Boraij  and  the  Turkish  regular  troops, 
in  which  the  latter  were  defeated,  a  flying  soldier 
was  caught  within  sight  of  an  encampment.  His 
captors  were  going  to  put  him  to  death,  when  he 
stretched  his  hands  to  the  nearest  tent,  claiming 
the  Dakheel  of  its  owner,  who  chanced  to  be  Sahi- 
man  Mijwell's  eldest  brother.  The  Sheikh  was 
absent  from  home,  but  his  beautiful  wife  Noura 
answered  to  the  appeal,  and,  seizing  a  tent-pole, 
beat  off  his  pursuers  and  saved  his  life.  This 
conduct  was  much  applauded  by  the  Bedouins.'* 
—p.  318. 

And  it  will  be  applauded  by  all  who  reye« 
rence  courage,  generosity,  and  honor. 

In  obedience  to  these  regulations  the 
Shammar  will  never  attack  a  caravan  whilst 
it  remains  in  sight  of  their  own  encampment, 
considering  such  an  act  as  a  breach  of  the 
laws  of  hospitality.  Surely  it  is  not  at  all 
improbable  that  the  chivalry  of  the  later 
mediaeval  times  was  learnt  from  these  chil- 
dren of  the  Desert,  when  we  recollect  \he 
great  difference  on  such  points  observable  in 
the  conduct  of  Europeans  before  and  after 
their  collision  with  the  Arabs.  From  num- 
berless traits  occurring  in  these  pages  they 
seem  to  be,  despite  of  all  their  faults,  essen- 
tially and  par  excelletvct  ^<s^\\<ttDk«GL\«tti* 
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Daring  Mr.  Layard*8  tour  in  the  Desert, 
the  excavations  at  Eouyanjik  had  been  ac- 
tively carried  on  under  the  superintendence  of 
Toma  Shishman,  and  many  interesting  disco- 
veries awaited  his  return.  Amongst  the  most 
interesting  of  these  were,  1.  a  Banquet  Pro- 
cession ;  2.  Chambers  of  Records ;  3.  Fi- 
gures of  the  Fish-God  Dagon ;  and,  4.  a 
Kepresentation  of  Satan. 

The  Banquet  Procession  was  sculptured 
upon  slabs  of  six  feet  in  height,  and  extended 
about  ninety -six  feet  along  the  wall  of  a 
passage  or  gallery.  First  came  the  mace- 
bearers  ;  then  a  servant  bearing  a  pine-apple ; 
the  attendants  who  followed  carried  clusters 
of  ripe  dates,  flat  baskets  of  osier-work  filled 
with  pomegranates,  apples,  and  bunches  of 
grapes.  They  raised  in  one  hand  small  green 
boughs  to  drive  away  the  flies.  Then  came 
men  bearing  hares,  partridges,  and  dried 
animal -locusts  fastened  on  rods.  These  were 
followed  by  a  man  with  strings  'of  pome- 
granates ;  then  came,  two  by  two,  attendants 
carrying  on  their  shoulders  low  tables,  such 
as  are  still  used  in  the  East  at  feasts,  loaded 
with  baskets  of  cakes  and  fruits  of  various 
kinds.  The  procession  was  followed  by  a 
long  line  of  servants  bearing  vases  of  flowers. 
These  figures  were  dressed  in  a  short  tunic, 
confined  at  the  waist  by  a  shawl  or  girdle  ; 
they  wore  no  head-dress,  their  hair  falling  in 
curls  on  their  shoulders. 

With  regard  to  the  second  matter  on  our 
list  Mr.  Layard  says : — 

**  I  have  mentioned  elsewhere,  that  the  histori- 
cal records  and  public  docaments  of  the  Assyrians 
were  kept  on  tablets  and  cylinders  of  bakea  clay. 
Many  specimens  have  been  broaght  to  this  coun- 
try. On  a  large  hexagonal  cylinder, presented  by 
me  to  the  British  Museum,  are  the  chronicles  of 
Essarhaddon;  on  a  similar  cylinder,  discovered  in 
the  mount  of  Nebbi  Yunus,  opposite  Mosul,  and 
formerly  in  the  possession  of  the  late  Colonel 
Taylor,  are  eight  years  of  the  annals  of  Senna- 
cherib; and  on  a  barrel-shaped  cylinder,  long 
since  placed  in  the  British  Museum,  and  known 
as  Bel  lino's,  we 'have  part  of  the  records  of  the 
same  king.  The  importance  of  such  relics  will 
be  readily  understood.  They  present,  in  a  small 
compass,  an  abridgment  or  recapitulation  of  the 
inscriptions  on  the  great  monuments  and  palace 
walls,  giving,  in  a  chronological  series,  the  events 
of  each  monarch's  reign.  The  writing  if  so  mi- 
nute, and  the  letters  are  so  close  one  to  another, 
that  it  requires  considerable  experience  to  sepa- 
rate and  transcribe  them.  Fragments  of  other 
cylinders  have  also  been  discovered,  and  many 
inscribed  tablets,  from  three  to  six  inches  in 
length,  have  been  long  preserved  in  England  and 
in  various  European  collections. 

**  The  chambers  I  am  describing  appear  to  have 
been  a  depository  in  the  palace  of  Nineveh  for 


snch  documents.  To  the  height  of  a  foot  or  mon 
from  the  floor,  they  were  entirely  filled  with  them ; 
some  entit-e,  but  the  greater  part  broken  into  many 
fragments,  probably  by  the  falling  in  of  the  upper 
part  of  the  building.  They  were  of  difierent 
sizes ;  the  largest  tablets  were  flat,  and  measnred 
about  nine  inches  by  six  and  a  half  inches  ;  the 
smaller  were  slightly  convex,  and  some  were  not 
more  than  an  inch  long,  with  but  one  or  two  lines 
of  writing.  The  cuneiform  characters  on  most 
of  them  were  singularly  sharp  and  well-defined, 
but  so  minute  in  some  instances  as  to  be  almost 
illegible  without  a  magnifying-glass.  These 
documents  appear  to  be  of  various  kinds.  Many 
are  historical  records  of  wars,  and  distant  expedi- 
tions undertaken  by  the  Assyrians ;  some  seem 
to  be  royal  decrees,  and  are  stamped  with  the 
name  of  a  king,  the  son  of  Essarhaddon ;  otheit 
again,  divided  into  parallel  columns  by  horizontal 
lines,  contain  lists  of  the  gods,  and  probably  t 
register  of  oflerings  made  in  their  temples.  0* 
one,  Dr.  Hi  neks  has  detected  a  table  of  the  vale, 
of  certain  cuneiform  letters,  expressed  by  difierent 
alphabetical  signs,  according  to  various  modes  of 
usin^  them — a  most  important  discovery;  on 
another,  apparently  a  list  of  the  sacred  days  in 
each  month  ;  and  on  a  third,  what  seems  to  be  a 
calendar.  It  is  highly  probable  that  »>  record  of 
astronomical  observations  may  exist  amongst 
them,  for  we  know,  from  ancient  writers,  that  me 
Babylonians  inscribed  such  things  upon  bamt 
bricks.  As  we  find  from  the  Bavian  inscriptionsi 
that  the  Assyrians  kept  a  very  accurate  computa- 
tion  of  time,  we  may  reasonably  expect  to  obtain 
valuable  chronological  tables,  and  some  informal 
tion  as  to  their  methods  of  dividing  the  year  and 
even  the  day.  Many  are  sealed  with  seals,  and 
may  prove  to  be  legal  contracts  or  conveyances 
of  land.  Others  bear  rolled  impressions  of  those 
engrraved  cylinders  so  frequently  found  in  Baby* 
lonia  and  Assyria,  by  some  believed  to  be  amuletk 
The  characters  appear  to  have  been  formed  by  a 
very  delicate  instrument  before  the  clay  was 
hardened  by  fire,  and  the  process  of  accurately 
making  letters  so  minute  and  complicated  mo^ 
have  required  considerable  ingenuity  and  experi* 
ence  On  some  tablets  are  found  Phoenician,  or 
cursive  Assyrian  characters,  and  other  signs.**— 
pp.  344—346, 

On  the  north  side  of  another  chamber 
were  two  doorways  leading  into  separate 
apartments ;  each  entrance  was  formed  by 
two  colossal  bas-reliefs  of  Dagon.  His  image 
occurs  also  on  a  fine  agate  cylinder  in  Mr. 
Layard's  possession.  It  combined  the  human 
shape  with  that  of  the  fish.  The  head  of 
the  fish  formed  a  mitre  above  that  of  the 
man,  whilst  its  scaly  back  and  fanlike  tail  fell 
as  a  cloak  behind,  leaving  the  human  limbs 
and  feet  exposed.  The  figure  wore  a  fringed 
tunic,  and  bore  the  two  sacred  emblems,  the 
basket  and  the  cone. 

Our  author  is  of  opinion  that  the  gpro- 
tesque  form  adopted  by  the  European  ymgar 
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to  denote  the  Evil  One,  is  only  a  modifica- 
tion of  the  original  Assyrian  demon. 

^  A  monster,  whose  head,  of  fanciful  and  hide- 
ous form,  had  long  pointed  ears,  and  extended 
jaws  armed  with  huge  teeth.  Its  body  was  cover- 
ed with  feathers,  its  fore  feet  were  those  of  a  lion, 
its  hind  legs  ended  in  the  talons  of  an  eagle, 
and  it  had  spreading  wings  and  the  tail  of  a 
bird. 

**  Behind  this  strange  image  was  a  winged  man, 
whose  dress  consisted  of  an  upper  garment  with 
a  skirt  of  skin  or  fur,  and  an  under  robe  fringed 
with  tassels,  and  the  sacred  horned  hat.  A  long 
sword  was  suspended  from  his  shoulders  by  an 
embossed  belt;  sandals,  armlets,  and  bracelets 
completed  his  attire.  He  grasped  in  each  hand 
ao  object  in  the  form  of  a  double  trident,  resem- 
Uingthe  thunderbolt  of  the  Greek  Jove,  which  he 
was  in  the  attitude  of  hurling  against  the  monster 
who  turned  furiously  towards  him."— p.  348. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark,  that  the  Assyrians 
used  the  wood  of  the  cedar  in  their  royal  and 
sacred  edifices,  and  that  they  procured  it 
from  Lebanon.  During  this  visit  to  the  ruins, 
the  traveller  was  attracted  by  the  smell  of 
that  odoriferous  wood,  a  beam  of  which 
bad  been  used  for  fuel  by  the  Arab  work- 
men. 

Fain  would  we  linger  with  our  author 
amongst  the  monuments  of  Nineveh,  accom- 
pany him  on  his  tour  in  Armenia  and  Kur- 
distan, decipher  the,  inscriptions  on  the  cliffs 
by  Lake  Van,  examine  with  him  the  rock 
sculptures  of  Bavian,  and  enter  into  the 
trials  and  troubles  of  the  Nestorian  Chris- 
tians ;  but  our  consumption  of  paper  warns 
us  that  the  limits  allotted  to  this  article  have 
already  been  exceeded,  and  with  unwilling 
beart  we  must  draw  our  remarks  to  a  close. 

Since,  however,  the  title  of  the  work  be- 
fore us  includes  a  visit  to  Babylon,  we  must 
not  conclude  without  some  allusion  to  the  re- 
mains discovered  in  the  desolate  ruin  which 
occupies  the  site  once  crowned  by  the  lady 
of  nations,  the  excellency  of  the  Chaldees. 

Amongst  other  curious  relics  of  early 
times,  Mr.  Layard  discovered  certain  bowls 
which  were  used  as  charms.  The  bowls  were 
covered  internally  with  Hebrew  inscriptions. 
The  patient,  afflicted  with  sickness,  or  other- 
wise exposed  to  evil,  influences,  was  directed 
to  fill  the  bowl  with  liquid,  and  then  to  drain 
it  dry  ;  and  it  was  believed  that  by  so  doing 
be  appropriated  to  himself  the  benefits  of 
tbe  charm.  We  subjoin  one  of  these  singu- 
lar compositions,  advertising  the  reader  that 
its  authors  believed  ui  the  existence  of  sex. 


the  institution  of  marriage,  and  the  pro- 
duction of  offspring  amongst  the  evil  spi- 
rits. 

*«  This  is  a  bill  of  divorce  to  the  Devil,  and  to 
.  .  .  and  to  Satan,  and  to  Nerig,  and  to  Zachian,  and 
to  Abitur  of  the  mountain,  and  to  .  .  .  and  to  the 
night  monsters,  commanding  them  to  cease  from 
Batnaium,  and  from  the  country  of  the  north,  and 
from  all  who  are  tormented  by  them  therein.  Be- 
hold, I  make  the  counsels  of  these  devils  of  no 
effect,  and  annul  the  power  of  the  ruler  of  the 
night-monsters.  1  conjure  you  all,  monsters  .  . . 
both  male  and  female,  to  go  forth.  I  conjure  you 
and  ...  by  the  sceptre  of  the  powerful  one  who 
has  power  over  the  devils,  and  over  the  night- 
monsters,  to  quit  these  habitations.  Behold  I  now 
make  vou  cease  from  troubling  them,  and  make 
tbe  influence  of  your  presence  cease  in  Beheran 
of  Batnaium,  and  in  their  fields.  In  the  same 
manner  as  the  devils  write  bills  of  divorce  and 
give  them  to  their  wives,  and  return  not  to  them 
again,  receive  ye  your  bill  of  divorce,  and  take 
this  written  authority,  and  go  forth  and  leave 
quickly,  flee  and  depart  from  Beheran  in  Batna- 
ium, in  the  name  of  the  living  ...  by  the  seal 
of  the  powerful  one,  and  by  this  signet  of  authori- 
ty. Then  will  there  flow  rivers  of  water  in  that 
land,  and  there  the  parched  ground  will  be  wa- 
tered. Amen,  Amen,  Amen.  Selah.'* — pp.612, 
613. 

We  ought  not  to  omit  mentioning  that 
amongst  the  many  interesting  relics  of  an- 
tiquity discovered  by  our  author  after  his  re- 
turn from  Armenia,  were  sculptures  repre- 
senting the  tortures  inflicted  on  Israelitish 
captives  for  blaspheming  the  gods  of  Assy- 
ria. There  are  also  many  curious  facts  and 
careful  deductions  respecting  the  architec- 
ture, history,  and  religion  of  that  ancient 
empire,  in  the  latter  pages  of  this  volume, 
and  some  valuable  suggestions  regarding  the 
light  thrown  by  these  discoveries  on  the  arts 
and  arms,  the  customs  and  buildings  of  Israel 
and  Judah. 

Much,  however,  remains  still  to  be  discover- 
ed in  the  mounds  which  have  not  yet  been 
opened;  much  still  remains  in  those  which 
have  been  but  imperfectly  searched ;  and  we 
trust  that  the  money  will  be  soon  found  to 
carry  out  the  great  designs  conceived,  but,  for 
want  of  funds,  not  executed  by  the  author 
of  this  charming  volume.  Should  the  Sove- 
reign grant  him  armorial  bearings  to  reward 
his  great  achievements,  we  would  suggest, 
on  a  shield  sable  the  palace  of  Sennacherib 
argent ;  supporters,  a  winged  lion  and  a  wing- 
ed bull,  both  proper ;  motto,  Litoris  Assyrii 
Viator. 
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MADAME  D£  GENLIS  —  BABERE  — JOSEPHINE. 


A  CLBVERand  well  iDformed  contemporaiy, 
the  British  Quarterly  Review,  has  already 
anticipated  us  in  reference  to  the  older  French 
memoirs — the  Memoirs  of  the  Fronde,  and 
the  age  of  Louis  XIV.,  and  has  announced  a 
third  article  on  the  subject,  bringing  down 
his  criticism  to  the  period  of  1789.  The 
ground  being  thus  pre-occupied,  there  remains 
but  for  us  to  give  some  account  of  tho  more 
modern  French  memoirs,  particularly  those 
which  have  appeared  within  the  last  sixty  or 
seventy  years. 

There  is  no  name  in  modern  French 
literature  better  known  than  that  of  Madame 
de  Genlis ;  and  though  it  is  only  about  thirty 
years  since  her  memoirs  on  the  18ih  century 
— or  as  she  fixes  the  epoch  herself,  in  her 
title  page,  her  memoirs  from  1766  to  1825 — 
first  saw  the  light,  being  then  ushered  into 
the  world  by  Ladvocat,  the  bookseller  of  the 
Duke  of  Orleans,  afterwards  Louis  Philippe, 
yet,  as  in  this  publication  $he  speaks  of  many 
events  which  occurred  nearly  a  century  ago, 
we  shall  be  doing  no  violence  to  chronological 
order  in  commencing  our  notice  with  some 
account  of  the  lady  and  her  numerous  volumes, 
literary  and  autobiographical. 

Madame  de  Genlis  tells  us,  in  the  preface 
to  her  memoirs,  that  she  was  born  on  the  25th 
of  January,  1746,  on  the  estate  of  Champceri 
near  Autun  in  Burgundy.  With  that  egotism 
and  minute  particularity  which  distinguishes 
her  writings  in  everythmg  relating  to  herself, 
she  takes  care  to  announce  to  us,  that  the 
wet-nurse  to  whose  care  she  was  confided, 
was  already  four  months  advanced  in  preg- 
nancy, so  that  instead  of  being  suckled  as 
ordinary  children  are,  she  was  fed  with  wine 
and  water,  passed  through  a  tammy.  Father 
Perefixe,  in  his  life  of  Henry  IV.,  thinks  it 
incumbent  on  him  to  announce  that  the  Roi 
vaillant,  so  soon  as  he  made  his  first  appearance 
in  the  world,  was  given  by  his  nurse  a 
draught  of  wine  with  a  clove  of  garlic  in  it ; 
but  though  we  may  be  curious  to  know 
these  particulars  regarding  one  of  the  gteale&ti 


I  if  not  the  very  greatest  among  the  kings  of 
France,  we  are  not  concerned  to  be  informed 
of  such  trivialities  regarding  Madame  A.  or 
Monsieur  B.  As  little  does  it  concern  Madame 
de  Genlis's  readers  to  know  that  in  girlhood 
she  fell  into  a  pond  and  into  the  Ire,  and 
received  two  burns — that  she  put  on  whale- 
bone and  sat  in  an  iron  collar,  and  was  forced 
to  wear  spectacles  of  a  peculiar  constructioo 
to  prevent  her  from  squinting.  Yet  all  these 
things  she  tells  us  with  as  much  precisioo 
and  circumstantiality  as  though  they  were 
matters  really  important  to  the  reader  and 
to  the  world.  It  is  quite  in  character  for 
this  worthy  lady  to  announce  to  us  that  she 
inspired  with  a  grande  passion,  when  she  was 
eleven  and  three-quarters  of  a  year  old,  a 
young  man  of  eighteen,*but  who,  as  he  was 
merely  the  son  of  a  doctor  of  medicine,  and 
therefore,  point  gentilhomme.  Mademoiselle 
Ducrest  St.  Aubin,  the  daughter  of  a  noble, 
though  reduced  and  poor,  could  not  think  of 
marrying.  This  little  trait  reveals  not  merely 
character,  but  a  whole  social  system  which 
it  is  important  to  know  with  a  view  to  un- 
derstand the  mode  of  life  in  France  previous 
to  the  first  revolution. 

It  may  be  asked  who  was  the  father  and 
what  was  the  family  of  Madame  de  Genlis?  Her 
family  was  undoubtedly  noble  but  poor.  Her 
father  was  Seigneur  of  Bourbon  Lanoy,  and 
she  tells  us  that  in  virtue  of  her  birth  she 
was,  in  her  seventh  year,  received  a  member 
of  the  noble  Chapter  of  Alix,  and  created 
Countess  of  Lancy.  Her  father  returning 
from  St.  Domingo  (she  does  not  say  on  what 
errand),  was  captured  hj  the  English  and 
brought  into  Launceston,  in  Cornwall.  There 
he  first  saw  the  Count  de  Genlis,  who  in  re- 
turning from  Pondicherry,  where  he  had  for  six 
years  commanded  a  regiment,  was  also  taken 
prisoner.  M.  Ducrest  de  St.  Aubin  afters 
time  was  liberated,  and  returned  to  France. 
He  found  his  young  daughter  already  distin- 
guished as  a  musician.     As   a  harpist  and 

^  f  iauist)  all  the  salons  were  open  to  her,  nor 
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was  8he  less  distinguished  by  her  esprit  than 
by  her  musical  capabilities.  Indeed  it  was 
ber  wit  and  talent  that  gained  her  a  husband. 
M.  de  Genlis  having  seen  a  letter  written  by 
ber  to  one  of  his  friends,  when  she  was  only 
eighteen  years  of  age,  was  so  prepossessed  in 
favor  of  the  writer,  that  he  was  already  half 
in  love  with  her,  and  no  sooner  did  he  beconoe 
personally  acquainted  with  her,  than  he  was 
wholly  so.  When  Madame  de  Genlis  mar- 
ried, her  mother  and  family  were  far  from 
easy  in  circumstances;  they  had  originally 
lived  in  a  small  apartment  in  the  JRue  Tror 
versiere.  Afterwards  they  accepted  the  hos- 
pitality of  the  famous  Fermier  General,  La 
Popilniere,  at  Passy,  and  their  host  dying, 
were  received  by  a  reputedly  rich  judge.  The 
homme  de  robe  falling  into  difficulties,  they 
rented  a  small  house  in  the  Faubourg  St. 
Honor6,  and  there  it  was  that  Madame  de 
Oenlis  became  acquainted  with  many  of  the 
celebrated  literary  men  of  the  day.  Presented 
aft  court  after  her  marriage  by  the  Marchioness 
of  Puisieux,  she  was  admired  by  the  monarch 
as  pfetty ;  but  it  was  not,  nevertheless,  at 
eonrt  that  she  was  destined  to  make  her  way. 
She  was  the  niece  of  Madame  de  Montesson, 
first  the  mistress  and  subsequently  the  wife 
of  the  Duke  of  Orleans ;  and  although  she 
neither  liked  her  aunt,  nor  was  liked  by  her, 
abe  nevertheless  dined  at  her  house  three 
times  a  week,  and  there  became  acquainted 
with  some  of  the  most  celebrated  beaux  esprits 
and  men  of  letters  of  the  time.  At  the 
Duke  of  Orleans'  chateau  at  Villers-Cotterets, 
where  there  were  private  theatricals,  Ma- 
dame de  Genlis  exhibited  not  merely  a  talent 
for  the  stage,  but  for  the  composition  of 
theatrical  pieces.  While  this  secured  her 
the  favor  of  the  prince,  it  also  imposed  on 
ber  the  disagreeable  task  of  correcting  and 
amending  her  aunt's  pieces  de  theatre — for 
Madame  de  Montesson  had  the  mania  of 
writing  for  the  stage,  without  the  ability. 

The  old  Duke  of  Orleans  found  Madame 
de  Genlis  somewhat  of  an  original.  She  bad 
at  this  time  read  a  very  great  deal,  had  writ- 
ten Cecile,  had  studied  surgery  and  anatomy, 
and  passed  altogether  for  a  person  of  a  ra- 
ther masculine  turn  of  mind.  The  old  Duke, 
charmed  with  her  wit,  her  talents,  and  her 
pretty  face,  presented  her  to  his  son  the 
Duke  of  Chartres,  subsequently  Duke  of  Or- 
leans, better  known  as  Ega.liU,  father  of 
Louis  Philippe,  King  of  the  French.  The 
Duke  of  Chartres  confided  to  her  the  educa- 
tion of  his  children,  not  as  governess,  but 
under  the  title  of  governor.  While  engaged 
in  this  occupation,  she  published  the  Theatre 


of  Education,  Adele  and  Theodore,  the  Talee 
of  the  Castle,  the  Annals  of  Virtue,  <fec.  The 
Revolution  found  Madame  de  Genlis  engaged 
in  writing  books  and  treatises  as  well  as  giv- 
ing instruction  to  the  junior  branches  of  the 
house  of  Orleans.  Though  she  does  not 
avow  the  fact  in  her  Memoirs,  Madame  de 
Genlis  became  a  strenuous  partisan  of  the 
principles  of  the  Revolution.  She  was  par- 
ticularly intimate  with  Barere  and  Petion, 
and  often  accompanied  her  pupils  to  the  sit- 
tings of  the  Jacobins.  But  neither  the  posi- 
tion nor  the  opinions  of  Madame  de  Genlis, 
nor  the  extravagant  professions  of  liberalism, 
indeed  of  Jacobinism,  by  Egaliti,  rendered 
France  a  safe  sojourn  for  his  children.  Ma- 
dame de  Genlis  was  obliged  to  pass  into 
England  with  Mademoiselle  Adelaide  D'Or- 
leans.  The  governor,  as  she  was  called,  and 
her  pupil  were  recalled  after  a  little  while  by 
Egaliti,  but  after  a  sojourn  of  a  few  months 
in  France,  during  the  massacre  of  Septem- 
ber, Madame  de  Genlis  was  a  second  time 
obliged  to  take  her  departure  from  her  native 
soil.  It  was  in  this  exile,  whilst  at  Tuurnay, 
that  she  married  her  adoptive  daughter  Pa- 
mela to  Lord  E.  Fitzgerald.  When  Dumou- 
riez  retired  before  the  Austrian  army,  Ma- 
dame de  Genlis  left  Belgium  for  Switzerland, 
in  which  country  General  Montesquiou  pro- 
cured her  an  asylum  in  the  convent  of  Saint 
Claire.  Meanwhile.  Madeipoisello  Adelaide 
D'Orleans  obtained  a  refuge  with  her  aunt 
the  Princess  of  Conti,  who  lived  at  Fribourg. 
After  remaining  some  while  in  the  Swiss  con- 
vent, Madame  de  Genlis  proceeded  to  Ham- 
burgh and  Altona,  at  both  which  places  there 
were  numerous  French  refugees,  but  not  one 
of  them  would  consent  to  see  her,  too  well 
remembering  her  early  adhesion  to  the  prin- 
ciples of  the  Revolution.  During  this  period 
and  her  subsequent  sejour  at  Berlin,  Madame 
de  Genlis,  much  to  her  credit,  supported  her- 
self by  her  literary  labors.  After  the  18th 
Brumaire,  she  obtained  permission  from  the 
first  consul  to  return  to  Paris,  but  what  was 
of  still  more  importance  to  her,  a  pension  of 
6000  francs  and  a  lodging  in  the  Arsenal, 
with  the  privilege  oC  reading  in  her  own 
apartments  any  of  the  books  in  the  library  of 
that  establishment.  After  a  while,  through 
the  instrumentality  of  M.  de  Lavalette,  this 
busy  lady  managed  to  correspond,  as  she 
tells  us  herself,  with  the  emperor  on  public 
affairs,  and  no  doubt  afforded  him  some  valu- 
able suggestions.  But  no  sooner  did  the  cur- 
rent of  fortune  turn  against  Napoleon,  than 
she  directed  her  eyes  towards  Louis  XVIIL, 
who,  however,  refused  to  co\!l^\sv»a  V.'^x  v^^^ 
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rioD.  Albeit  the  restored  monarch  declined 
to  proyide  from  the  public  purse,  or  from  his 
civil  list,  for  this  versatile  lady,  yet  her  ex- 
pupil  the  Duke  of  Orleans,  afterwards  Louis 
Philippe,  the  First  King  of  the  French,  al- 
lowed her  a  handsome  pension. 

It  was  during  the  period  of  the  Restora- 
tion she  composed  her  voluminous  Memoirs, 
which  extend  in  the  original  editions  to  eight 
volumes.  Although  these  volumes  arc  no- 
thing very  wonderful  in  point  of  style,  yet 
they  contain  an  immense  amount  of  curious 
matter  on  men,  manners,  and  society ;  and 
as  Madame  de  Genlis  travelled  much,  saw 
much,  and  observed  much,  her  remarks  are 
often  piquantes,  and  may  not  seldom  be  con- 
sidered valuable  as  the  expression  of  the 
opinions  and  tone  of  thought  of  persons  of 
her  class  in  life.  The  vanity  of  the  lady  is 
egregious,  throughout  the  whole  eight  vo- 
lumes. Not  content  with  telling  us  that  she 
had  an  excellent  memory,  innate  religious 
sentiments,  a  beautiful  voice,  the  prettiest 
hands  and  feet  in  the  world — not  content 
with  announcing  to  us  that  an  old  Swiss  col- 
onel wished  to  marry  her — that  the  Baron 
D'Andlau  proposed  for  her  and  was  refused, 
when  he  afterwards  proposed  for  her  mother 
and  vHis  accepted — not  content  with  telling  us 
of  her  accouchements,  her  pregnancies,  her 
general  health,  her  illnesses,  and  her  colics 
from  gingerbread  given  her  by  the  Duke  of 
Orleans ;  her  readings,  her  recitations,  her 
manner  of  life,  and  daily  and  nightly  habi- 
tudes, she  gives  us  a  world  of  news,  and 
scandal,  and  small  talk  of  the  people  with 
whom  she  mixed  in  the  great  world.  The 
society  at  Siilery — the  chateau  life  of  France 
before  1789 — the  circles  of  the  Puisieux,  the 
Custines — of  the  Palais  Royal,  are  all  vivid- 
ly brought  before  us  in  her  stirring  pages. 
In  her  journeyings,  too,  the  reader  accom- 

ganies  her.  We  go  with  her  to  Brussels,  to 
pa,  to  Aix  la  Chapelle,  to  Lausanne,  to 
Ferney,  nay,  to  Italy,  Germany,  and  our  own 
dear  England,  metropolitan  and  provincial. 
If  we  had  not  gone  through  these  volumes, 
neither  we  nor  our  readers  would  ever  have 
known  that  Madame  de  Genlis  played  the 
harp  so  divinely  at  the  palace  of  the  Queen 
of  Naples,  that  her  Sicilian  majesty  kissed 
the  performer's  pretty  and  sound- promoting 
hand — we  should  never  have  known  that  Ma- 
dame de  Genlis  gave  over  rouge  at  thirty — 
that  her  family  was  musical — that  she  invent- 
ed a  new  method  of  fingering  the  harp — 
that  she  made  numerous  playthings  for  the 
0r)ean8  children,  and  discovered  what  not 
wonderful  thiogs  besides.    Wo  should  never 


have  known  that  an  Italian  master,  the  Abb6 
Marastini,  fell  at  her  feet  and  made  love  to 
her — that  M.  Mervys  was  also  desperately  in 
love  with  her — that  an  attempt  was  made  by 
a  good-looking  young  fellow  whom  she  met 
at  the  table  (Phdte  at  Altona,  to  entrap  her 
to  his  rooms  under  the  pretence  that  she 
should  there  mectoneof  herearliestand  oldest 
friends,  who  was  also,  he  represented,  his 
own  common  friend.  Before  the  period  ar- 
rived for  keeping  the  appointment,  however, 
Madame  de  Genlis  happily  had  learned 
enough  to  put  her  on  her  guard  and  did  not 
proceed  to  the  rendezvous.  Soon  after  she 
was  informed  that  the  friend  whose  name  he 
had  made  use  of  as  a  common  acquaintance, 
knew  nothing  whatever  of  the  adventurer, 
whoprobabfy  designed  to  rob  and  dishonor 
her.  We  need  scarcely  say,  the  fellow  ne- 
ver afterwards  appeared  at  the  table  d*hdti. 
Throughout  her  eight  volumes,  Madame 
de  Genlis  appears  as  a  great  religionist  and 
a  stanch  supporter  of  Mother  Church- 
meaning  thereby,  the  one  Holy  Roman  Ca- 
tholic and  Apostolical  Religion.  She  is  also, 
as  in  duty  bound,  a  fervent  hater  of  philoso- 
phy, and  of  everything  savoring  of  Voltaire- 
ism  ;  but  this  does  not  prevent  her  morality 
from  being  exceedingly  loose.  The  morality 
of  the  time  in  France  was,  that  a  woman  for 
one  aventure  eclatante  was  undone,  yet  she 
might  raise  herself  after  a  thousand  irregular- 
ities— after  mille  dereglemens,  Madame  de 
Genlis  defends  this  system  of  social  ethics, 
as  though  it  were  in  concurrence  with  the 
Gospel  and  the  moral  code  as  recognized  by 
men  and  women  of  pure  life.  With  all  her 
vanity,  egotism,  and  intense  selfishness,  how- 
ever, we  must  admit  that  Madame  de  Genlis 
admirably  performed  her  duty  of  governor 
and  governess  to  the  children  of  £galit6.  Not 
merely  did  she  teach  them  everything  useful 
in  literature  and  the  fine  arts,  but  she  gave 
them  instruction  in  physics  and  natural  phi- 
losophy, and  provided  that  the  young  men 
should  learn  two  or  three  trades  by  the  aid 
of  which  they  could  earn  their  bread.  Ma- 
dame Adelaide,  their  sister,  was  taught  em- 
broidery, painting,  and  the  finer  works ;  and 
all  were  made  proficients  in  modem  lan- 
guages, chiefly  by  the  method  adopted  in 
Russia,  that  is  to  say,  by  teaching  the  lan- 
guages de  vive  voix,  and  by  word  of  mouth, 
rather  than  by  means  of  written  rules.  Thus 
a  German  gardener,  a  German  valet  decham- 
6re,and  English  grooms  were  employed  about 
her  pupils,  who  at  dinner  were  forced  to 
speak  English,  and  at  supper  Italian.  When 
^  these  facts  are  remembered,  the  proficiency 
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of  the  late  King  of  the  French  id  langaages 
and  in  the  sciences  will  be  well  understood. 
He,  like  his  preceptress,  went  through  a  re- 
gular course  of  anatomy,  walked  the  hospi- 
tals, learned  to  bleed,  to  set  a  broken  joint, 
to  dress  wounds,  &c.  That  the  emigrants  at 
Hamburgh  neither  received  nor  consorted 
with  Madame  de  Genlis,  will  not  appear  sur- 
prising, when  the  reader  learns  that  the  lady 
accompanied  her  pupils  to  witness  the  demo- 
lition of  the  Bastille — that  she  attended  with 
them  the  sittings  of  the  Cordeliers  and  other 
clubs,  and  caused  the  young  Duke  of  Char- 
tres,  afterwards  Louis  Philippe,  King  of  the 
French,  to  be  received  a  member  of  the  phi- 
lantbropical  and  other  democratical  societies. 

That  portion  of  the  memoirs  of  Madame  de 
Oenlls  devoted  to  literary  criticii^m,  though 
occasionally  amusing,  is  of  little  intrinsic 
worth.  In  remarking  on  the  works  of  Mar- 
montel,  Bernardin  de  St.  Pierre,  and  above 
all,  on  the  productions  of  Madame  de  Stael, 
it  is  plain  to  the  most  super6cial  observer 
that  Madame  de  Genlis  is  guided  by  passion, 
by  prejudice,  where  not  actuated  by  envy 
and  malevolence.  In  finding  fault  with  the 
style  of  Madame  de  Stael,  which,  notwith- 
standing its  occasional  blemishes  and  Ger- 
manibms,  is  one  of  the  most  brilliant  in  the 
French  language,  Madame  de  Genlis  regrets 
that  the  gifted  author  of  Corinne,  and  of  the 
book  De  V Allemagne,  was  not  her  pupil ;  as 
though  the  teaching  of  such  a  woman,  how- 
ever excellent  with  persons  of  ordinary  facul- 
ties, could  have  at  all  influenced  the  career 
of  a  man  or  woman  of  genius.  None  of  the 
Orleans  family,  male  or  female,  though  they 
all  possessed  average  abilities,  were  men  or 
women  of  genius. 

From  all  we  have  read  and  heard,  how- 
ever, on  the  subject,  Madame  de  Genlis  was 
to  these  pupils  an  admirable  instructress,  or, 
if  we  must  consider  her  as  governor,  an  ad- 
mirable instructor.  She  did  everything  that 
in  her  lay  to  form  the  minds  and  hearts  of 
her  pupils,  and  spared  neither  toil  nor  pains 
to  render  the  young  princes  and  princesses 
what  they  ought  to  be.  At  a  certain  period 
of  the  pupilage,  M.  de  Genlis,  the  husband 
of  the  lady,  as  well  as  the  lady  herself,  be- 
came entitled  to  a  considerable  access  of 
fortune,  but  this  made  no  change  in  her  con- 
duct, or  induced  her  for  one  moment  to  in- 
termit her  attention  and  instruction. 

While  sUiying  at  Berlin,  in  emigration, 
Madame  de  Genlis  met  the  French  minister. 
General  Beurnonville,  at  the  house  of  Ma- 
dame Cohen,  where  she  was  in  the  habit  of 
playing  in  pieces  of  her  own  composition. 


The  diplomatist  interested  hiniseff  in  her 
fate,  and  promised  to  obtain  permission  for 
her  to  enter  France.  While  waiting  for  thiti 
permission,  M.  Lombard,  a  young  litterateur 
of  French  extraction,  the  descendant  of  one 
of  the  refugees  obliged  to  quit  France  on  the 
revocation  of  the  edict  of  Nantes,  fell,  if  we 
are  to  believe  the  lady,  desperately  in  love 
with  her,  and  proposed  marriage.  She  tells 
us  she  refused  what  she  calls  *'  le  ridicule 
mariage  que  lui propose  M,  Lombard** 

The  near  prospect  of  her  own  return  to 
France  did  not  induce  her  to  forget  her  dis- 
tinguished pupils.  She  addressed  to  the 
directoire  a  memoir,  with  a  view  to  obtain 
the  liberty  of  MM.  de  Beaujolais  and  Mont- 
pensier,  detained  in  prison  at  Marseilles. 
Soon  after  this  memoir  was  despatched, 
Madame  de  Genlis  obtained  permission  to 
return  to  her  country.  She  passed  by  way 
of  Hamburgh  and  Brussels  to  Paris,  where 
she  found,  as  might  be  expected,  everything 
changed  :  language,  manners,  dress,  habits, 
and  modes  of  life,  were  no  longer  what  they 
were  at  the  period  of  her  departure.  Soon 
after  her  return,  she. established  herself  at 
Versailles,  and  worked  away  with  great  zeal 
at  the  Bibliotkeque  dee  Romaim,  giving  it  in 
succession  le  Malencontreux^  lea  Ermites  dee 
Marais,  Pontius,  Mile,  de  Clermont,  etc. 
After  awhile  she  ceased  to  labor  for  this 
publication,  and  produced  the  romance  of 
Madame  La  Valliere.  It  was  at  this  season 
that  the  first  consul  offered  to  better  her 
position — an  offer  which  she  tells  us  she  de- 
clined at  the  moment.  Soon  after,  however, 
we  find  her  in  receipt  of  a  pension  of  6000 
francs  from  the  emperor,  and  engaged  in 
writing  the  history  of  Henri  le  Grand,  and 
editing  the  memoirs  of  Dangeau,  after  the 
MS.  preserved  in  the  Arsenal.  Within  a 
short  interval  of  obtaining  her  own  pension, 
this  stirring  and  active  woman  had  also  ob- 
tained a  pension  of  2000  francs  for  Monsigny, 
a  pension  of  4000  francs  for  M.  Radet,  and 
a  pension  of  3000  francs  for  her  own  brother. 
Notwithstanding  that  her  circumstances  were 
now  easier,  she  continued  to  labor  with  her 
prolific  pen  as  indefatigably  as  before,  pro- 
ducing La  Tendresse  matemelle,  ou  VEdu' 
cation  Sensitive,  Le  Siege  de  la  Rockelle, 
Belieaire,  Alphanee,  and  we  know  not  how 
many  others.  While  engaged  scribbling  thus 
all  day  long,  the  famous  Gall  discovered,  she 
tells  us,  that  she  had  the  bump  of  religion 
and  elevation  of  mind,  as  well  as  that  of 
perseverance.  That  Madame  de  Genlis  had 
the  bump  of  perseverance,  we  can  well  be- 
lieve ;  but  the  bump  of  religion  aad  eUn^Vk^^si^ 
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of  mind!  really,  really,  M.  Gall  (as  Lord 
Liverpool  said  to  Lord  Londonderry,  who 
had  asked  for  the  Russian  embassy),  this  is 
indeed  too  bad ! 

In  the  beginning  of  her  sixth  volume, 
Madame  de  Genlis  tells  us  she  was  named 
by  the  'emperor,*  a  dame  d* inspection.  Un- 
der this  title  she  was  bound  to  visit  all  the 
schools  in  her  district.  Having  accomplished 
this  task,  she  sent  to  the  emperor  (for  we 
are  now  arrived  at  the  period  of  the  empire) 
a  detailed  account  of  the  abuses  she  discov- 
ered. Napoleon,  however,  had  scarcely  the 
opportunity  of  remedying  anything  pointed 
out  to  him  as  erroneous,  for  the  Allies  were 
at  this  time  marching  fast  on  Paris. 

Madame  de  Genlis  was  a  witness  to  the 
entry  of  Monseigneur,  afterwards  Charles 
X.,  whose  bearini^,  she  tells  us,  was  that  of 
a  chivalrous  gentleman  and  par/ait  cavalier. 
She  informs  us  she  went  once  to  the  Court 
of  Louis  XVI IL ;  but  this,  though  the  truth, 
is  not  the  whole  truth.  She  went,  we  know 
from  other  and  very  credible  sources,  to  so- 
licit the  continusnce  of  her  pension  of  6000 
francs,  which  Louis  le  D^Mre  point  blank 
refused.  Nor  was  this  her  only  misfortune. 
Shortly  after  this  period  she  had  a  severe 
fall,  which  spoiled — she  confidentially  an- 
nounces— the  shape  of  her  pretty  turn-up 
nose,  and  knocked  out  two  of  her  pearly 
feeth.  This  must  have  been  a  sad  disaster 
to  a  woman  of  so  much  personal  vanity,  yet 
the  brave  old  lady  goes  on  and  on,  sempi- 
ternally  writing,  as  for  thirty  years  previous- 
ly, and  refuting  the  tales  which  Lady  Mor- 
gan told  of  her  in  that  far  too  imaginative 
work  called  France.  The  diminution  in  her 
income  induced  Madame  de  Genlis  to  leave 
Paris  for  Ecouen.  In  this  latter  abode  she 
projected  to  write  a  life  of  Madame  Reca- 
mier,  and  actually  produced  her  Die (ionnaire 
des  Etiquettes  and  her  Voyages  Pottiques. 
She  commenced  a  journal  called  Ulntrepide, 
an  encyclopaedia,  and  a  herbal,  painted  by 
herself,  which  Louis  XVIII.  purchased, 
though  he  refused  the  lady  a  pension.  In 
truth,  if  we  were  to  go  over  all  this  notable 
woman  did,  and  said,  and  wrote,  and  medi- 
tated, and  dreamt  of, — the  speeches  she 
composed  for  M.  Valence,  to  be  delivered  at 
the  Chamber  of  Peers — the  works  she  fin- 
ished, and  commenced,  and  left  unfinished, 
we  should  not  have  done,  even  though  we 
were  to  write  to  the  end  of  the  year.  Her 
dinners  with  the  Duke  of  Mecklenburg, 
Lacepede,  Lord  Bristol,  Canning,  the  Duke 
of  Gloucester,  and  Lord  Sidney  Smith  {sic 


in  Memoirs),  are  but  a  small  portion  of  her 
feastings  and  junketings. 

As  the  dear  old  lady  grew  older,  the  fire 
of  her  devotion  increased.  In  her  seventh 
volume,  we  find  her  compiling  a  prayer-book, 
under  the  title  of  Heures  a  Vusage  des  Oens 
du  Monde^  et  des  Jeunes  Personnes,  and  also 
writing  a  defence  of  indulgences,  and  their 
efficacity,  and  further,  composing  poetical 
lives  of  the  saints — verses  on  Saint  Oenis, 
and  Sainte  PulchSrie,  and  six  religious  nov- 
els. At  the  time  she  was  thus  devoutly  oc- 
cupied, Madame  de  Genlis  set  on  foot  a  pro- 
ject for  the  conversion  of  the  Arabs, — medi- 
tated a  journey  to  the  Holy  Land,  wrote  a 
canticle  on  the  subject,  and  collected  all  the 
passages  of  the  Bible  relative  to  music  and 
the  harp — an  instrument  on  which,  if  we  are 
to  believe  her,  she  was,  as  a  performer,  with- 
out a  rival.  These  labors  were  diversified 
by  a  biography  of  Madame  de  ^onchamp— - 
by  readings  to  M.  de  Valence,  of  that  excel- 
lent book,  the  Imitation  of  Christ,  and  by 
theological  discussions  with  a  young  English- 
man named  Wright,  whom  Madame  de  Gen- 
lis induced  to  abjure  the  Protestant  religion. 
It  would,  however,  be  a  mistake  to  suppose 
that  Madame  de  Genlis  was  wholly  engrossed 
by  spiritual  duties.  M.  Merlaincourt  begged 
of  her  to  choose  him  a  wife,  in  the  midst  of 
all  these  heavenly  labors,  and  in  a  very  short 
time  she  married  the  good  man  to  one  of  her 
own  nieces. 

We  are  now  arrived  at  the  year  1825, 
when  Madame  de  Genlis  had  attained  her 
eightieth  year,  and  when  she  went  to  estab- 
lish herself  in  the  convent  of  the  Dames  d$ 
St.  Michel.  But  a  convent  was  not  the  plaee 
for  so  stirring,  so  bustling,  and  so  utterly 
mundane  a  woman ;  and  accordingly  we  soon 
discover  her  settled  in  the  Hue  Neuve  ds 
Berry,  where,  we  believe,  the  Revolution  of 
1830  found  her.  After  she  had  attained  the 
age  of  eighty,  she  still  labored  for  Ladvocat 
and  other  publishers,  but  as  she  had  no  here- 
ditary property  of  her  own,  and  as  her  hat- 
band, who  died  on  the  scaffold,  was  unable 
to  leave  her  any,  she  was  sorely  straitened 
in  her  latter  days ;  and  when  she  died,  on  the 
31st  December,  1830,  all  that  she  left  in  the 
way  of  property  after  her,  were  a  few  sooi 
in  copper  money  and  some  old  furniture. 
Madame  de  Moniesson,  her  aunt,  had  be- 
queathed her  a  legacy  of  2000  francs,  but 
she  handed  this  over  to  the  Marquis  Ducrest, 
her  brother. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  the  volumes  of 
memoirs  which  Madame  de  Genlis  composed 
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almost  iQ  her  eightieth  year  are  amosing,  and 
pofisibly  faithful,  to  a  certain  extent,  as  a  de- 
BcriptioD  of  manners ;  but  on  the  other  hand, 
we  rise  from  their  perusal  with  no  very  ex- 
alted opinion  of  the  character  of  the  woman. 
So  long  as  the  Revolution  and  the  Republic 
were  triumphant,  she  flattered  both ;  and 
when  Bonaparte  rose,  on  the  anarchy  of  the 
one  and  the  ruins  of-  the  other,  to  supreme 
power,  not  content  with  burning  incense  be- 
fore her  idol,  she  declared  war  against  all 
who  refused  to  bend  the  knee  to  the  conque- 
ror and  the  despot.  At  the  epoch  of  the 
Restoration,  Madame  de  Genlis  turned  round 
volte  face  to  the  elder  branch ;  but  all  her 
complaisance  to  Louis  XVIII.  failed  in  pro- 
curing her  a  renewal  of  the  pension  of  6000 
francs,  which  she  enjoyed  from  Napoleon. 

Of  the  literary  merits  of  her  own  sex, 
Madame  de  Genlis  was  exceedingly  envious. 
She  does  everything  in  her  poor  power  to 
depreciate  Madame  de  Stael  and  Madame 
Cottio.  Yet  she  had  neither  the  genius,  the 
elevation,  nor  the  vigor  of  the  one,  nor  the 
vigorous  conception  and  varied  power  of  de- 
lineation possessed  by  the  other.  There  is 
some  palliation,  if  not  excuse,  for  Madame 
de  Genlis'  envy.  From  the  period  of  the 
Reign  of  Terror,  she  was  thrown,  without 
pecuniary  resources,  on  a  society  and  a  world 
to  which  she  did  not  belong,  and  in  which 
ahe  was  reduced — such  was  the  state  of 
parties — to  the  pitiable  necessity  of  writing 
books,  in  which  there  was  fulsome  flattery 
or  evil  speaking.  Madame  de  Genlis  has, 
one  way  or  another,  written  about  eighty 
volumes;  but  of  these,  not  above  two  or 
three  will  live.  Among  the  still  surviving, 
we  may  place  in  the  foremost  rank  Mdlle 
Clermont  It  is  a  curious  and  significant 
fact,  that  neither  during  the  Restoration  nor 
after  the  Revolution  of  July,  1830,  was  Ma- 
dame de  Genlis  ever  received  at  the  Palais 
Royal  by  the  Duke  of  Orleans  as  prince,  or 
by  Louis  Philippe  as  king  of  the  French. 
For  this  there  must  have  been  some  reason 
with  which  the  public  are  not  acquainted ; 
for  certainly,  as  regarded  mere  tuition  and 
mental  and  moral  culture,  Madame  de  Gen- 
lis justified  the  confidence  that  was  placed  in 
her  by  Philippe  Egalit^.  By  the  early  edu- 
cation given  him  by  Madame  de  Genlis,  the 
late  Louis  Philippe  was  not  only  fitted  for 
the  station  in  which  he  was  born,  but  was 
fitted  and  fashioned  to  endure  either  unex- 
pected adversity  or  unexpected  good  fortune. 
*'  How  often,"  says  Madame  de  Genlis,  in 
allusion  to  the  trials  and  privations  to  which 
the  young  prince  was  exposed,  after  his  es- 
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cape  from  France — "how  often,  since  his 
misfortunes,  have  I  applauded  myself  for 
the  education  1  had  given  him — for  having 
taught  him  the  principal  modern  languaffes 
— for  having  accustomed  him  to  wait  on  him- 
self; to  despise  all  kinds  of  effieminacy;  to 
sleep  habitually  on  a  wooden  bed,  with  no 
covering  but  a  mat;  to  expose  himself  to 
heat,  cold,  and  rain ;  to  accustom  himself  to 
fatiffue  by  daily  and  violent  exercise ;  and  by 
walking  ten  or  fifteen  miles  with  leaden  soles 
to  his  shoes ;  and  finally,  for  having  given 
him  the  taste  and  habit  of  travelling.  He 
had  lost  all  that  he  inherited  from  birth  or 
fortune — nothing  remained  but  what  he  re- 
ceived from  nature  and  from  me." 

Madame  de  Genlis  left  one  son,  who  died 
young,  and  two  daughters,  one  married  to 
Count  Lawoestine,  whose  son  is  now  a  lieute- 
nant-general in  the  service  of  France,  and 
another  married  to  Lt.-gen.  the  Marquis  de 
Valence.  The  youngest  daughter  of  Madame 
de  Valence,  and  the  grandoaughter  of  Ma- 
dame de  Genlis,  became  the  wife  of  the  late 
Marshal  Gerard.  The  perusal  of  Madame 
de  Genlis'  memoirs  is  essential  to  every  one 
who  would  understand  France  from  1789  to 
1830. 

All  who  have  read  on  the  subject  of  the 
French  Revolution  have  encountered  the 
name  of  Bardre^ — in  newspapers,  in  pamph- 
lets, and  in  histories ;  and  many  men  of  mid- 
dle age  who  have  sojourned  at  Brussels  have 
seen  and  conversed  with  him.  In  1789,  at 
an  early  age,  he  was  a  member  of  the  States 
General ;  and  in  ]  790,  and  for  some  years 
afterwards,  he  played  a  leading  part  in  the 
debates  of  the  Convention,  and  founded  the 
first  political  journal  of  the  Revolution,  call- 
ed Le  Point  du  Jour,  Barere  was  born  at 
Tarbes,  in  the  Pyrenees,  in  the  year  1766, 
and  was  admitted  an  advocate  of  the  Bar  of 
Toulouse  before  1780.  After  practi&iug  for 
a  short  time  before  the  Parlement  of  Tou- 
louse, he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Coun- 
cil of  the  Higher  Pyrenees,  and  in  the  stormy 
times  preceding  the  Revolution,  became  no- 
torious as  a  man  imbued  with  the  democrati- 
cal  doctrines  then  prevailing.  Any  one  who 
goes  over  the  pages  of  the  Maniteur  will 
frequently  find  his  name  in  that  repertory  of 
much  that  is  curious,  much  that  is  mean, 
much  that  is  sanguinary,  and  a  great  deal 
that  is  flagitious.  In  these  ample  pages» 
presenting  such  abundant  materials  for  ro- 
mance and  history,  we  find  that  he  pro* 
nouMced  the  funeral  oration  of  Mirabeau; 
that  he  proposed  ^ '^^Xi^eivyci  Vyt  ^<^^\^^^  ^ 
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Rousseau ;  and  that  his  name  is  incorporated 
with  a  great  number  of  revolutionary  mea- 
sures. 

He  proposed  that  Paoli  should  be  declar- 
ed a  traitor  to  his  country  ;  he  proposed  the 
aceitation  of  Custine ;  the  expulsion  of  the 
Bourbons;  the  judgment  against  the  queen  ; 
the  destruction  of  the  tombs  of  the  kings  of 
France ;  and  he  contributed  to  the  passing  of 
a  decree,  that  the  English  and  Hanoverian 
prisoners  should  be  put  to  death.     Yet  this 
is  the  man  who  would  fain  have  us  believe, 
writing  in  his  old  age,  that  he  was  moderate 
and  merciful.     In  the  jargon  of  the  day,  he 
was  one  of  those  who  used  to  say,  that  Var- 
hre  de  la  liberti  ne  croit  qu*arro3S  par  le  sang 
des  tyrans ;    and  to  prove  his    theory,  he 
voted  for  the  death  of  a  king  who,  though 
weak  and  vacillating,  was  as  little  of  a  tyrant 
as  any  monarch  of  whom  mention  is  made 
in  bbtory.     Barere  tells  us,  in  his  Memoirs, 
tidi  being  charged  to  examine  Louis  XVIII. 
at  the  bar,  he  did  all  he  could  to  be  impar- 
tial ;  but  the  only  evidence  he  cites  of  his 
impartiality  is,  that,  unlike  some  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Convention,  he  abstained  from 
addressing  the  monarch  as  Louis  Capet — an 
appellation  which  the  unfortunate  sovereign 
particularly  disliked — and  simply  addressed 
him  as  Louis.    Barere  tells  us,  in  his  Memoirs, 
the  volumes  before  us,  that  he  endeavored 
to  be  mild,  as  well  as  impartial ;  but  neither 
his  mildness  nor  his  impartiality  prevented 
him  from  voting   for  death  "  sans  appel  et 
sans  sursis,^*     In  writing  thirty  years  after- 
wards, he  regrets  that  the  punishment  of 
death  was  not  expunged  from  the  code ;  but 
these  ex  post  facto  lamentations  are  in  a  great 
degree  valueless.     From  the  memoirs  of  the 
day,  as  well  as  from  his  own  revelations,  we 
learn  that  Barere  suspected  Robespierre,  but 
had  not  the  courage  to  attack  him,  and  he, 
like  many  others,  appears  to  have  been  cow- 
ed by  the  implacable  will  of  that  sanguinary 
monster*       While    admitting   the  gloomy, 
jealous,  and  suspicious  nature  of  Robespierre's 
disposition,  Barere,  however,  maintains  that 
he  was  a  fanatic  untainted  by  personal  vices 
or  corruption,  a  republican  from  principle 
and  ambition,  and  altogether  incorruptible  in 
matters  of  money^       Xeither    the  lengths 
which  Barere  went  in  political  opinions,  nor 
his  activity,<busy  zeal,  and  expertness  as  a 
penman,  speaker,  and  reporter,  saved  him 
from  proscription.     The  factions  which  suc- 
ceeded each  other  in  -the  first  French  Revo- 
lution, tyrannized  and    proscribed  in  turn, 
and  ia  this  wise  it  was,  that  a  man  who  had 
jnade  more  tbao  two  hundred  reporU,  "viho 


had  spoken  many  discourses,  and  who  was  ft 
zealous,  if  not  a  useful  member  of  the  Con- 
vention,  was  himself  exiled.     He  was  sent  to 
the  island  of  Oleron,  and  afterwards  to  the 
prison  of  Saintes,  in  which   he  spent  four 
months,  on  the  deliberation  of  a  committee 
of  twenty-one  appointed  to  inquire  into  the 
conduct  of    the    CamitS  de  ^alut  Puhlie, 
Barere  alleges,  in  the  second  volume  of  his 
memoirs,  that  Sidyes  was  the  chief  of  this 
inquisitorial   commission,   that  Salad  in   was 
the  reporter,  Sergent  one  of  the  secretaries, 
and  Cbenier  the  orator.     He  states  that  pre- 
viously to  the  appointment  of  this  inquisto- 
rial  commission,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  meet- 
ing Chenier  daily  at  dinner  at  Dupin's,  depu- 
ty of  the  Aisne,  and  that  on  these  occasions 
Chenier  appeared  to  be  attached  to  him — an 
attachment  founded,  he  remarks,  on  a  simili- 
tude of  interests,  dangers,  and  opinions ;  but 
that  having  expressed  an  opinion  not  very 
flattering  of  the  tragedy  of  Timoleon,  Che- 
nier, who  was  of  the  genus  irritahiU  vatum^ 
never  forgave  him,  turned  against  him,  and 
when  he  was  incriminated  and  unfortunate, 
placed  himself  in  the  rank  of  his  accusers, 
and  was  amongst  the  number  of  those  who 
demanded  his  death. 

When  such  are  the  opinions  these  French 
patriots  entertain  and  express  of  each  other, 
it  is  by  no  means  extraordinary  that  readers 
of  history  and  memoirs  give  heed  to  a  consi- 
derable portion  of  the  evil  deeds  and  ungrate- 
ful conduct  which  they  impute  to  each  other. 
After  having  been  formally  accused.  Collet, 
Billaut,  Vadier,  and  Barere  were  condemned 
to  deportation.     Barere,  however,  instead  of 
being  expatriated  to  Cayenne  or  Sinnamari, 
was  sent,  as  we  stated,  in  1795,  to  the  island 
of  Oleron.    He  and  his  companions  ran  some 
danger  of  being  assassinated  at  Orleans  and 
at  Tours.     At  almost  every  town   through 
which  they  passed,  mobs  followed  them  and 
threatened  them  with  vengeance.  In  writing 
more  than  a  quarter  of  a  century  afterwards  of 
these  events,  Barere  says,  not  without  some 
spice  of  truth,  that  such  is  the  indifference, 
recklessness,  and  levity  of  the  French  in  lis- 
tening to  the  calumnies  of  journalists  and 
pamphleteers,  that  in  the  course  of  six  months 
they  could  be  brought  to  ostracize  all  the 
great  men  of  Plutarch,  if  nature  were  so  pro- 
digal as  to  afford  them  such  characters.    Id 
March,  1796,  Barere  arrived  at  Oleron,  and 
in  his  third  volume  gives  an  interesting  ac- 
count of  his  captivity.     For  a  while  he  was 
allowed  to  walk  on  the  ramparts,  which  coa* 
manded  a  view  of  the  two  faipous  jE^er/M^'' 
\  passages,  of  Mannisson  and  Antiocb,  wbere 
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were  occasionally  seen  English  frigates  threat- 
ening the  island  ;  but  he  soon  was  deprived 
of  this  enjoyment  and  closely  confined  with- 
in his  room.  The  unfortunate  man  would 
have  been  reduced  to  the  prison  fare  oi  pain 
de  munition,  in  which  both  beans  and  straw 
were  plentifully  found,  with  only  water  to 
wash  it  down,  if  it  had  not  been  for  an  old 
boatman,  a  native  of  Auch,  who  supplied  him 
with  good  bread  and  biscuit. 

From  Oleron,  Barere  was  transferred  to  the 
prison  of  Saintes.  In  this  he  remained  for 
tour  months,  at  the  end  of  which  period, 
thanks  to  the  efforts  of  his  cousin  Hector 
Bardre,  an  Inspector  of  Marine,  a  young  mer- 
chant of  Bordeaux,  and  a  worthy  man  of  Van- 
derkaud,  (the  descendant  of  a  Dutchman,) 
he  escaped.  For  about  a  fortnight  he  lay 
concealed  in  a  Mteau  in  the  Charente  In/e- 
rieure,  but  at  the  end  of  that  period  the  gen- 
darmerie were  on  the  look-out  for  him,  and 
he  was  forced  to  leave  the  chateau  and  escape 
with  a  sailor  by  water  to  Bordeaux.  Arrived 
safely  at  Bordeaux,  he  was  received  by  a  mer- 
chant of  that  city,  one  Mr.  James  Fonade, 
who  lived  in  the  Rue  Sainte  Croix.  This 
worthy  man,  at  the  risk  of  his  own  safety,  of 
his  credit  as  a  merchant,  and  of  his  personal 
liberty,  if  not  of  his  life,  granted  Barere  an 
asylum  without  the  least  hope  of  a  better  fu- 
ture dawning  on  the  fugitive  or  on  their 
common  country.  For  five  years  he  afford- 
ed the  ex- member  of  the  Comiti  de  Salut 
J^uhlic  a  roof,  raiment,  food,  and  preserved 
his  secret  inviolable  from  his  relatives,  his 
clerks,  and  his  servants.  Traits  of  this  kind 
dignify  and  adorn  our  common  nature,  and 
induce  us  to  believe  that  even  in  the  very 
tempest  and  whirlwind  of  revolutions  men 
may  be  found  exhibiting  all  the  better  and 
more  benevolent  feelings  that  gild  and  bright- 
en humanity.  Between  five  and  six  years 
Barere  remained  under  the  roof  of  this  true 
friend,  and  chiefly  occupied  himself  in  read- 
ing and  composition.  After  the  18th  Dru- 
maire,  (9th  Nov.,  1799,)  he  was  advised  to 
proceed  to  Paris,  but  did  not  quit  his  retreat, 
and  remained  hidden  till  after  the  5th  Fri- 
maire,  (Christmas,  1799,)  when  the  Conseil 
Constitutiounel  restored  him  to  liberty. 

Of  the  Constitt/ition  Brumairienne,  Barere 
was  no  admirer.  He  admits  it  was  the  con- 
sequence of  the  directorial  despotism,  and  of 
the  weakness  of  the  legislative  councils — that 
under  it  the  liberty  of  the  press  and  a  great 
number  of  journals  disappeared,  as  well*  as 
the  publicity  of  debates;  and  that  it  paved 
the  way  to  a  military  dictature,  which  was  in 
the  spirit  of  the  army  as  well  as  the  natural 


indinsUon  of  the  young  and  adventurous  gen- 
eral who  had  placed  himself  at  its  head. 

Soon  after  his  arrival  in  Paris,  Barere  ad- 
dressed his  observations  on  the  new  constitu- 
tion, in  the  form  of  a  letter,  to  the  first  con- 
sul. Certain  portions  of  this  letter  were  in- 
serted as  written  in  the  Moniteur,  but  other 
passages  were  truncated  and  disfigured,  not 
merely  in  regard  to  mere  verbal  expressions, 
but  in  respect  also  to  principle  and  meaning. 
On  the  5th  Frimaire,  a  decree  appeared  in 
the  Moniteur,  liberating  Barere,  Carnot,  De 
Mailhe,  Boissy,  D*Anglas,  and  twenty  others 
proscribed  by  the  Convention  and  Directory. 
On  New  Year's  Day  Barere  went  to  thank 
Cambaccres,  the  second  consul,  requesting 
him  to  express  to  the  first  consul  his  gratitude 
for  the  restoration  of  his  liberty.  Two  days  af- 
ter this,  Cambac6res  intimated  to  him  that 
the  first  consul  would  receive  him  that  day  at 
one  o'clock,  at  the  Petit  Luxembourg.  He 
went  thither  in  the  carriage  of  Cambifftrea, 
escorted  by  four  horsemen,  traversing,  in  a 
consular  equipage,  that  Carrousel  which  he 
had  crossed  six  years  previously,  followed  by 
thousands  of  troops  and  National  Guards,  call- 
ing aloud  for  his  proscription.  On  this  he 
somewhat  truthfully  remarks,  *  (Teetqu^d,  Paris 
on  est  toujours  en  major  its  contre  les  failles, 
les  malkeureux,  les  accuses.* 

Arrived  at  the  Petit  Luxembourg,  Camba- 
ccres introduced  him  into  the  large  salon  ad- 
joining the  cabinet  of  the  first  consul.  Sev- 
eral generals  were  in  this  room.  In  a  few 
moments  the  first  consul  appeared,  conversed 
with  a  generi  1  for  five  or  six  minutes,  during 
which  time  he  attentively  observed  Barore, 
then,  addressing^Cambaceres,  he  said, '  Is  not 
that  the  citizen  Barere?'  to  which  Bard  re  repli- 
ed in  the  affirmative,  thanking  the  first  consul 
for  having  restored  him  to  liberty — a  liberty, 
he  repeated,  that  he  should  never  have  lost. 
'  Your  losing  it  was  the  inevitable  effect  of  revo- 
lutions,' drily  responded  Bonaparte.  After 
asking  him  his  age  and  some  other  particulars 
not  necessary  to  allude  to  here,  the  first  con- 
sul inquired  of  him  as  to  the  government  he 
deemed  most  suitable  to  France.  '  There  are  but 
two  means,  general,'  said  Barere,  '  of  govern- 
ing the  nation,  la  justice  et  le  caractere.  Of  the 
latter  we  have  had  too  much  during  the  Re- 
volution, but  of  the  former  we  have  not  had 
enough,  and  the  consequence  is,  that  liberty 
has  all  but  perished.'  Bardre  then  enlarged 
on  the  necessity  of  adhering  to  the  principles 
established  by  the  constitution  of  1791.  The 
reply  of  Bonaparte  was  remarkable.  'The 
French,'  said  he,  '  are  so  light  and  inconstant^ 
that  they  absolvit^l^  V\k.^  OoAxi^g^  ^\  ^^^x^- 
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ment  and  of  governors/  Eight  days  after 
this  conversation,  be  attended  another  audi- 
ence. Bonaparte  told  him  he  was  glad  to  see 
him,  and  that  he  had  given  directions  his 
surveillance  should  cease.  Almost  contempo- 
raneously with  this,  Fouch^,  the  old  col- 
league of  Bardre,  and  then  Minister  of  Police, 
invited  him  to  dinner,  and  in  the  course  of 
the  month  of  January  he  was  also  invited  to 
dinner  by  the  second  consul,  who  engaged 
the  eX' convert tionnel  to  write  an  answer  to  a 
speech  of  Lord  Granville  directed  against 
Bonaparte.  At  the  end  of  six  days  he  had 
finished  his  answer — an  answer  highly  approv- 
ed of,  as  is  clear  from  the  fact  of  the  Home 
Minister,  Lucien  Bonaparte,  having  ordered 
14,000  copies  to  be  printed.  So  thoroughly, 
indeed,  was  the  Anti-English  zeal  of  Barere 
relished  in  high  places,  that  in  the  month  of 
April,  Cambacores  announced  to  him  that  the 
first  consul  wished  to  give  him  a  prefecture, 
to  be  chosen  by  himself.  Though  Cam- 
bacores further  intimated  to  him,  that  in  three 
months  he  would  be  a  counsellor  of  state, 
Barere  persisted  in  his  refusal  of  a  prefecture, 
to  the  evident  surprise  and  dissatisfaction  of 
the  minister.  Within  a  short  time  of  this 
refusal,  Bonaparte  proposed  to  him  to  edit  a 
journal  for  the  army.  The  ex-conventionnel 
did  not  relish  this  proposal,  when  the  first 
consul  rejoined,  *  You  already  edited  a  journal 
for  the  army,  called  Le  Point  du  Jour,  when 
you  were  a  member  of  the  Constituante ;  and 
remember  that,  in  undertaking  the  conduct 
of  this  new  journal,  you  will  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  me  every  day,  and  thereby 
you  will  lose  nothing.*  But  Barere,  if  we 
are  to  believe  his  own  account,  did  not  wish 
to  be  a  mere  instrument,  and  he  escaped 
(unlike  the  La  Guerronieres  and  CassAgnacs) 
the  degradation  of  being  a  hireling  Napo- 
leonic journalist.  Notwithstanding  this  refusal, 
towards  the  first  days  of  Vendemnire,  an  IX., 
Bar^i  e  received  a  letter  from  the  first  consul, 
inviting  him  to  the  Tuileries.  This  time  he 
was  requested  to  read  a  pamphlet  of  Sir 
Francis  D'lvernois,  and  to  intimate  to  the 
consul  whether  it  was  worth  a  reply.  At 
the  end  of  three  days  he  produced  an  analy- 
sis of  the  work,  and  was  commissioned  to 
write  an  answer  to  it. 

Notwithstanding  these  services,  Barere 
was  suspected  by  some  of  the  officials  of  po- 
lice, and  we  believe  unjustly  suspected,  to  be 
implicated  in  the  conspiracy  of  Arena  Cerac- 
chi  and  Topino  Lebrun. 

During  the  peace  of  Amiens,  many  Eng- 
lish, as  our  readers  are  aware,  visited  Paris. 
With  several  of  these  Barere  was  intimate. 


He  frequently  saw  Erskine,  and  bis  son,  the 
present  lord  ;  also  a  friend  of  Erskine,  de- 
scribed as  Mr.  Mackensie  Coefhis,  a  name 
unpronounceable  as  unezisting  then  or  now. 
Sometimes,  also,  he  was  visited  by  Lord 
Greaten  (probably  the  late  Right  Hon.  Henry 
Grattan)  and  Mr.  Green,  M.P.  Baiere  states 
that  he  believes  the  majority  of  distinguished 
English  came  to  Paris  at  that  time  to  inquire 
into  the  projects,  views,  and  chara<5ter  of 
Bonaparte,  and  the  ex-conventionnel  endeav- 
ored to  throw  a  light  on  the  subject  of  their 
inquiries  by  describing  Bonaparte  as  the  most 
ambitious,  the  proudest,  the  most  imperious 
man,  and  the  greatest  enemy  to  liberty  that 
ever  existed. 

Bar6re  relates  to  us  a  singular  conversa- 
tion which  he  had  in  1803  with  John  Kem- 
ble,  in  the  rooms  of  Mr.  Green,  at  the  H6tel 
de  Tivoli,  Rue  St.  Lazar.  The  question  was 
the  liberty  of  the  press,  and  Barere  contended 
that  as  the  bile  of  the  emperor  was  every 
day  stirred  up  by  attacks  in  our  newspapers, 
it  would  be  better  that  our  ministers  should 
suppress  these  insulting  expressions,  and 
thereby  maintain  good  harmony  between  two 
great,  powerful,  industrious,  and  civilized 
nations.  No  sooner  had  the  ex-conventionnel 
uttered  these  words  than  John  Kemble  ve- 
hemently struck  the  table,  exclaiming,  "  Mon- 
sieur Barere,  if  there  were  a  minister  in 
England  who  should  dare  to  impose  on  the 
press  any  such  base  conditions  as  not  to 
speak  of  the  first  consul,  and  who  should 
thus  seek  to  extinguish  liberty  of  opinion,  I 
would,  even  though  that  minister  were  Mr. 
Pitt,  place  myself  at  the  head  of  a  mob  to 
demolish  his  house."  In  1803,  Baicre,  in 
the  confidence  of  friendship,  and  addressing 
Englishmen  so  well  known  as  Erskine  and 
Burdett,  spoke  of  the  Republic  as  a  form  of 
government  impossible  to  realize,  or  to  ren- 
der in  harmony  with  the  French  character. 

Occasionally  Barere  affords  most  valuable 
testimony  as  to  the  state  of  individual  and 
general  opinion  in  France.     Thus  he  tells  us, 
that  when  he  went,  in  1808,  to  the  waters  of 
Cauterets,  in  the  Pyrenees,  Marshal  Lannes, 
who    was    there,    never    ceased    to   declaim 
against  the  Spanish  war,  and  to  predict  that 
this  mad  ambition  of  Bonrvparte  would  dw»ci- 
mate  the  generals,  and  hasten  the  fall  of  the 
emperor.    The  shattered  and  worn  out  Murat, 
whom  Barere  encountered  soon  after  at  Ba- 
reges, attested  by  his  appearance  how  much 
he  suffered  by  carrying  into  effect  the  policy 
of  his  brother-in-law  at  Madrid.     Under  the 
head  of  1812,  Bai6re  tells  us  the  immense 
discontent  produced  by  the  continental  sys- 
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tern  of  Bonaparte.  One  does  not  wonder  at 
this  when,  by  an  imperial  decree,  the  penalty 
of  death,  with  the  confiscation  of  cargo  and 
ship,  was  imposed  on  every  captain  who 
brought  into  port  an  English  journal ! 

Arbitrary  suppressions    of  journals   and 
domiciliary  visits  made  at  the  houses  of  wri- 
ters were  as  common  in  1812  as  in  1851» 
*62,  and  '53.     Bar^re  gives  an  account  of 
how  the  Courier  de  VEurope^  in  which  be 
had  an  interest,  was  summarily  dealt  with 
by  Savary,  Minister  of  Police,  who  appeared 
to  him  more  of  a  gendarme  than  a  mmister. 
Over  the  years  1812  and  '13  Barere  very 
quickly  passes.     He  tells  us,  and  truly,  that 
700,000  French  were  destroyed  in  Russia, 
and  that  after  the  events  of  that  campaign 
even  the  idolaters  of  the  emperor  seemed  to 
have  lost  faith  in  his  star.    Arriving  at  1814, 
the  Anti-English  feelings  of  Barere — feelings 
which  he  had  exhibited  from  an  early  date 
— burst  forth  with  fresh  fury.     He  is   re- 
strained neither  by  probability  nor  by  truth, 
and  gives  vent  to  the  most  unbounded  ezag- 
fferations,  as  well  as  to  the  most  gratuitous 
falsehoods.     He  talks  of  Wellington  having 
employed  by  turns  violence  and  corruption, 
of  his  having   permitted   violence,   pillage, 
rape,  and  every  crime  and  horror  incident  to 
war.     It  were  needless  to  attempt  to  refute 
calumnies  such  as  these.    We  may,  however, 
state  generally,  that  when  speaking  of  the 
English   army  and   its  commander,  Barere 
seems  to  lose  all  sense  of  decency,  truth,  and 
discretion.     In  giving  an  account  of  his  exile 
at  Brussels,  after  the  hundred  days,  he  again 
returns  to  the  attack,  to  calumniate  Welling- 
ton, whom  he  charges  with  being  rigorous  to 
the  French  refugees.     He  calls   this  great 
man  (chiefly  distinguishable  for  a  frank  and 
tranquil  spirit)  **  esprit  tracassier  et   turbu- 
lenty"  •'  Frefet  de  Police  de  la  Sainte  Alli- 
ance,** and  **  agent  militaire  el  politique  de  la 
Sainte  Alliance  plutot  que  ginSral  Anglaie,** 
All  this  rhodomontade  is  beneath  contempt, 
but  it  shows  the  animus  of  the  ex  convention- 
nel.     Again  Barere  speaks  of  **  L^orgueil  dee 
Anglais  pour  celebrer  la  seule  victoire  a  la- 
quelle  Us  aient  assiste — Waterloo"     Trash 
of  this  kind  is  unworthy  of  reply.     The  man 
who  penned  it  must  have  full  well  known, 
that  from  the  days  of  Cressy  and  Agincourt 
down  to  Waterloo,  the  French  and  English 
never  crossed  bayonets  in  which  the  latter 
were  not  victorious.     We  have  no  desire  to 
depreciate  the  bravery  and  courage  of  our 
gallant  and  martial  neighbors,  but  we  cannot 
permit  history  to  be  falsified  even  by  a  di- 
reeteur  du  Comiti  de  Salut  Puhlique,  When 


Barere  aays  "  Le  Due  de  Wellington  a  pille 
la  victoire,**  and  speaks  of  Waterloo  as  "  vic- 
toire unique  dans  cette  guerre  de  vingt'cinq 
ans**  he  forgets  all  the  victories  of  Portugal 
and  Spain  down  to  Orthez  and  Toulouse. 

Barere  was  not  a  man  of  first  or  even  of 
second-rate  ability,  or  a  person  of  great 
learning  and  attainment,  but  for  a  few  years 
he  exercised  very  considerable  power.  He 
wa^  sensible  and  observant,  free  from  preju- 
dices, except  as  relates  to  England ;  and  as 
he  writes  in  a  pleasing,  simple,  and  unpre- 
tending style,  his  memoirs,  which  were  pub- 
lished in  four  volumes  by  Carnoi  and  David 
d 'Angers,  were,  and  are,  highly  popular. 
The  first  restoration  did  not  meddle  with 
Barere,  and  allowed  him  to  sojourn  tran- 
quilly at  Paris.  On  the  return  of  Napoleon 
from  Elba,  he  was  elected  a  member  of  the 
Chamber  of  Representatives,  and  labored  in 
that  capacity — to  his  credit,  be  it  spoken — 
to  give  the  country  a  constitution.  When 
foreign  armies  were  marching  up  to  the  gates 
of  Paris,  his  was  the  voice  that  cried  aloud 
to  place  the  national  representation  under  the 
safeguard  of  the  people.  On  the  return  of 
Louis  XVIII.,  Bar6re  came  under  the  law  of 
1816  with  respect  to  regicides,  and  sought  * 
an  asylum  in  Belgium.  He  remained  at 
Brussels  till  the  events  of  July,  1830,  ena- 
bled him  to  return  to  France.  He  passed 
but  a  few  days  in  Paris,  retiring  to  his  native 
town  of  Tarbes,  in  which  he  lived  till  the 
period  of  his  death — an  event  which  took' 
place  on  the  13th  of  January,  1841,  when 
he  had  attained  the  patriarchal  age  of  eighty- 
five  years.  The  memoirs  of  Barere  throw  a 
considerable  light  on  events  from  1789  to 
1816,  and  are  more  especially  valuable  in 
exhibiting  to  us  the  condition  of  France  from 
1790  to  1800. 

Two  or  three  long  articles  in  a  magazine  or 
review,  or  indeed  a  regular  series  of  articles 
extending  to  six  or  eight,  might  be  made 
out  of  memoirs  having  reference  to  Napo- 
leon alone,  not  to  speak  of  those  bearing  on 
the  imperial  family,  comprising  the  brothers 
and  sisters,  the  consorts,  and  mother  of  Na- 
poleon. Within  the  space  allotted  to  us  here 
it  is  not  our  intention,  in  the  present  paper, 
to  refer  to  more  than  one  of  these  memoirs, 
and  perhaps  no  more  agreeable  and  anecdo- 
ticnl  volumes  can  be  touched  upon  than  the 
Mernoires  Anecdotiques  sur  Vinterieur  du  Pa- 
lais, by  M.  de  Bausset.  M.  de  Bausset  was 
prefect  of  the  imperial  palace  from  1805  to 
1814.  He  was  nephew  of  the  Bishop  of 
Alais,  afterwards  peer  of  France,  and  cardi- 
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nal.     M.  Bausset  was  himself  in  early  life 
intended  for  the  priesthood,  but  th^  revolu- 
tion changed  his  destiny,  as  indeed  it  did 
that  of  hundreds  of  others.     While  yet  in 
the  flower  of  his  age  he  was  attached  to  the 
emperor  as  chamberlain,  and  two  months 
after  the  coronation — namely,  in  February, 
1805,  was  named  prefect  of  the  imperial 
palace.     His  functions  consisted  in  what  is 
called  a  service  (Thonneur  and  in  the  surveil- 
lance of  a  part  of  the  administration  of  the 
palace  under  the  orders  of  the  grand  mar- 
shal, Duroc,  afterwards  Duke  of  Frioul.     At 
a  period  when  imperial  etiquette  is  followed 
almost  to  the  letter  by  the  present  occupant 
of  the  Tuileries,  it  may  be  of  more  than  or- 
dinary interest  to  make  a  few  extracts  from 
the  work.     To  begin  with   the   beginning. 
Napoleon,  it  seems,  left  his  chamber  exactly 
at  nine  o'clock,  dressed  for  the  day.    The 
officers  on  service  were  the  first  admitted, 
and  to  them  the  emperor  gave  his  orders. 
Immediately  afterwards  the  yrandee  entrees, 
persons  of  the  highest  rank,  were  introduced. 
At  half- past  nine  breakfast  was  served.   The 
prefect  of  the  palace  announced  this  meal  to 
the  emperor,  preceded  him  to  the  room  in 
which  it  took  place,  and  remained  with  the 
first  maitre  d'hdUl,  who  served  his  imperial 
master.     Napoleon,   De   Bausset   tells    us, 
breakfasted   on   a    small   mahogany   table, 
covered  with  a  napkin.     The  prefect  of  the 
palace  held  his  hat  under  his  arm  (how  pre- 
cise and  circumstantial  is  M.  le  Prefet)  and 
remained   standing   near    this   small   table. 
Breakfast  generally  lasted  about  eight  min- 
utes, but  when  the  emperor  desired  de  fer- 
mer  son  cabinet,  as  he  phrased  it,  the  morn- 
ing meal  lasted  longer,  and  nothing,  on  these 
occasions,  could  exceed   the  ctiarm  of  the 
emperor's   converse.     The    conversation   of 
Napoleon,  on  these  occasions,  was  rapid  and 
picturesque,  and  such  moments,  De  Bausset 
says,  were  the  happiest  of  his  life.     Savants 
of  the  first  renown,  such  as  Motige,  Bertho- 
let,  Costaz,  Denon,  and  Corvisart,  were  ad- 
mitted at  this  meal.     Occasionally,  too,  the 
emperor  received  artists  and  men  of  talent, 
such  as  David,  Gerard,  Isabey,  Talma,  Fon- 
taine, &c. 

In  his  cabinet  Napoleon  received  the  min- 
isters, directors  general,  &c.,  and  these  la- 
bors generally  occupied  him  till  six  in  the 
evening. 

At  six  dinner  was  served.    At  the  Tuileries 

or  St.  Cloud  their  majesties  dined  alone,  ex- 

cept  on  Sunday,  when  the  imperial  family 

was  admitted  to  the  banquet.    There  was 

ODif  oae  course,  removed  by  dessert.    TV\e 


emperor  relished  the  simplest  fare.  He 
drank  Chambertin  only,  and  rarely  unmixed 
with  water.  The  family,  on  these  occasions, 
was  waited  on  by  the  pages,  the  valets  de 
chambre,  butlers,  and  carvers,  never  by  li?- 
ery  servants.  Dinner  lasted  from  fifteen  to 
twenty  minutes.  The  emperor  never  tasted 
liqueurs ;  his  custom  was  to  take  two  cups 
of  coffee  daily — one  in  the  morning,  after 
his  breakfast,  the  other  after  his  dinner. 
Such  as  are  curious  in  imperial  expenditure 
will  find  an  exact  account  of  the  cost  of 
washing,  lighting,  firing,  of  kitchen,  of  but- 
lerage,  of  cellarage,  of  silver,  of  linen,  of 
porcelain,  of  kitchen  range,  &c.,  in  M.  de 
Bausset's  first  volume. 

We  prefer  extracting  an  ordinary  dinner 
bill  of  fare.  These  dinners  consisted  of  two 
soups,  two  removes,  four  entries,  two  roasts, 
four  entremets,  and  two  dishes  of  vegetables^ 
and  were  as  follows  : — 

T\do  Soups, 

Pur^e  de  marrons. 
Macaroni. 

Two  Removes, 

Brocbet  ^  la  Chambord. 
Culotte  de  bceuf  garni. 

Four  Entries, 

Filets  de  perdreaux  k  la  Monglas. 
Filets  de  canards  saovages  au  famet  de  gibier. 
Fricassee  de  poulet  ^  la  chevali^re. 
Cotelettes  de  mouton  si  la  Soabise. 

Two  Roasts, 

Cliapon  au  cresson. 
Quartier  d^agneau,  etc. 

Many  breakfasts  and  dinners  passed  over, 
says  M.  de  Bausset,  without  a  single  word 
being  spoken,  so  pre-occupied  was  the  em- 
peror with  affairs  of  state. 

Within  a  month  or  six  weeks  after  these 
lines  shall  have  met  the  public  eye,  it  is  like- 
ly that  Pope  Pius  the  Ninth  will  have  started 
on  his  journey  to  Paris  to  crown  Louis  Na- 
poleon. Il  may,  under  these  circumstances, 
be  interesting  to  state  that  when  Pius  the 
Seventh  arrived  in  Paris,  for  the  purpose  of 
crowning  the  first  Emperor  Napoleon,  his 
habits  were  not  merely  simple,  but  those  of 
an  anchorite.  The  whole  year  was  one  con- 
tinual Lent  to  him.  He  ate  maigre  all  the 
year  round,  and  drank  nothing  but  water, 
as  when  he  was  in  his  convent.  Though  this 
was  the  undoubted  and  notorious  fact,  yet 
M.  de  Bausset  tells  us  that,  in  examining  the 
accounts  of  the  articles  furnished  for  the  ta- 
\\Aq  ol  xVi^V^A"^  W)ciL<^X)  0\ere  was  a  daily  de- 
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mand  of  five  bottles  of  Chambertin.  The 
edibles  of  the  suite  of  the  pope  were  of  the 
best  description,  and  given  in  great  abun- 
dance, yet  on  one  occasion  the  Count  de  B. 
discovered  a  Roman  ecclesiastic  attached  to 
bis  holiness's  household  engaged  in  devour- 
ing a  poularde  aux  truffes,  which  he  had  suc- 
ceeded in  surreptitiously  subtracting  from 
the  table  at  which  he  had  just  dined. 

With  many  superficial  readers  and  obser- 
▼ers  it  was,  and  is,  a  moot  point  whether 
Napoleon  ever  seriously  meant  an  invasion 
of  England.  Such  of  our  readers  as  have 
perused  two  or  three  arlicleb  which  appear- 
ed in  this  magazine  during  the  last  sixteen 
month?,  have  had  abundant  evidence  laid  be- 
fore them  that  the  plan  of  invasion  was 
seriously  and  deliberately  attended.  M.  de 
Bausset,  before  he  was  employed  in  the  em- 
peror's service,  like  many  others,  had  been 
no  believer  that  serious  operations  against 
our  country,  by  means  of  invasion,  were 
meditated  ;  but  as  soon  as  he  became  initia- 
ted into  the  emperor's  secrets,  he  changed 
his  opinion,  and  entertained  the  conviction 
that  a  serious  blow  was  meant  against  per- 
fide  Albion. 

Though  M.  de  Bausset  was  not  a  military 
man,  he  nevertheless  accompanied  his  master 
in  more  than  one  campaign,  and  from  his  be- 
ing charged  with  no  functions,  either  military 
or  diplomatic,  had  probably  more  leisure  to 
observe  the  emperor  than  those  more  active- 
ly engaged.  He  tells  us  that  in  camp  his 
manner  of  life  was  the  most  frugal,  that  he 
received  the  common  soldier  who  desired  to 
speak  to  him  with  uniform'  civility,  and  lived 
as  simply  as  any  one  of  the  army.  The 
commonest  aliments,  and  the  most  simply 
dressed,  obtained  his  preference.  There  was 
nothing  he  liked  better  than  oeu/s  au  mi- 
roir,  or  haricota  en  salade.  One  of  these 
dishes,  with  a  little  Parmesan  cheese,  gener- 
ftlly  composed  his  breakfast.  At  dinner  he 
ate  sparingly,  rarely  of  ragouts,  and  always 
of  wholesome  things.  I  have  often  heard 
him  say,  writes  De  Bausset,  that  however 
little  one  may  have  eaten  at  dinner,  one  al- 
ways ate  too  much. 

M.  de  Bausset  tells  us  much  of  the  private 
life  of  Josephine,  and  from  all  he  slates, 
we  arrive  at  the  conclusion  that  the  general 
opinion  entertained  as  to  the  grase,  kindness, 
and  excellence  of  heart  of  that  princess,  was 
fully  warranted  by  facts.  Many  supposed 
Josephine  merely  light  and  frivolous,  and 
without  deep  or  profound  feelings,  but  we 
know,  from  these  volumes,  that  when  the 
subject  of  divorce  was  first  opened  to  her  by 


Napoleon,  her  anguish  was  extreme.  De 
Bausset  describes  her  screams  and  lamenta- 
tions as  ^ost  painful  and  afilicting.  Nan, 
je  n'y  surviverai  point/  she  cried,  with 
piercing  agony,  and  fell  senseless  on  the  floor. 
It  was  on  this  occasion  that  De  Bausset,  who 
was  waiting  in  the  ante-chamber,  was  called 
in  by  the  emperor.  **  Entrez^  J?au««e/,"  said 
Napoleon,  "  etfermez  la  ported  It  was  with 
some  difficulty  even  that  the  prefect  of  the 
palace  and  his  imperial  master  were  enabled 
to  remove  Josephine  to  her  chamber,  where 
her  female  attendants  were  rung  for. 

The  abnegation  and  self-denial  of  the  em- 
press in  the  household  of  her  husband  were 
extreme.  It  frequently  happened,  when 
pressed  by  business,  that  the  emperor  alto- 
gether forgot  the  hour  of  dinner,  and  did  not 
leave  his  cabinet  de  travail  till  nine,  ten,  or 
eleven  o'clock  at  night.  The  weary  hours 
from  six  o'clock  were  spent  by  Josephine  in 
waiting  for  him,  when  his  remark  would  be, 
Maii  je  crois  qu\l  est  un  peu  tard—je  crO' 
yaia  avoir  dini. 

After  the  divorce,  De  Bausset  tells  us  that 
he  was  one  of  those  sent  on  the  part  of  the 
emperor  to  receive  Marie  Louise,  the  new 
bride,  on  the  frontiers  at  Branau.  The  French 
cortege  was  composed  of  the  Duchess  de 
Montebello,  lady  of  honor,  of  the  Countess 
of  Lucay,  dame  d'atours,  the  Duchess  de 
Bassano,  the  Countess  de  Montmorency,  de 
Mortemart,  and  de  Bouill^,  Jauffret,  Bishop 
of  Metz,  almoner,  the  Count  de  Beauharnais, 
Prince  Aldobrandini  Borghese,  premier  ecu- 
yer,  the  Counts  d'Aubusson  de  Beam,  d'An- 
gosse,  and  De  Barod,  chamberlains ;  the 
Count  de  Seyssel,  master  of  the  ceremonies, 
and  de  Bnusset,  prefect  of  the  palace,  and 
others.  So  anxious  were  the  French  party 
to  gain  a  view  of  the  future  empress  when 
she  should  arrive  on  the  neutral  territory, 
where  both  parties  were  to  meet,  that  De 
Bausset  states  he  obtained  a  gimlet  and  bored 
several  holes  in  the  partition  which  divided 
the  Austrian  from  the  French  cortege.  The 
French  ladies  of  course  were  the  most  anx- 
ious for  the  first  stolen  peep.  To  all  the 
party  the  empress  appeared  perfect,  at  least 
on  a  first  view.  Her  Bgure  was  perfect,  her 
hair  beautifully  blonde,  while  her  blue  eyes 
disclosed  candor  and  ingenuousness,  and  her 
countenance  and  expression  denoted  a  kindly 
feeling  and  freshness. 

We  do  not  go  over  the  journey  of  Marie 
Louise  through  Germany.  At  Munich,  at 
Stuttgart,  and  at  Carlsruhe,  she  received  let- 
ters from  the  emperor,  each  borne  to  her  by 
Frenchmen  of  dUtitiftVioia.    'S.Vi^  V^\^«t  ^xfe- 
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seated  to  her  imperial  majesty  at  Munich 
was  delivered  by  M.  St.  AignaD.  It  pain- 
fully affected  her,  for  it  obliged  he|  to  sepa- 
rate from  her  governess,  the  Countess  of 
Lasanski,  to  whom  she  was  much  attached. 
The  etiquette  of  courts,  however,  says  the 
inexorable  De  Bausset,  admits  of  no  con- 
sideration, and  counts  as  nothing  the  senti- 
ments and  affections  of  the  heart.  It  has 
often  happened  (and  here  the  prefect  of  the 
imperial  palace  speaks  truth)  that  princesses 
who  brought  with  them  strangers  to  the 
country  of  their  settlement  and  adoption, 
have  either  from  habit  or  facility  of  charac- 
ter, allowed  themselves  to  be  influenced.  It 
is,  therefore,  the  established  usage  that  a 
princess  about  to  be  married  to  a  sovereign 
prince  should  come  alone,  should  forget  her 
past,  and  commence,  as  it  were,  a  new  life. 

On  her  entering  the  French  territory  Marie 
Louise  was  received  with  acclamations.  At 
Strasburgh  she  was  met  by  the  first  page  of 
the  emperor,  who  delivered  a  letter  from 
Napoleon,  presented  her  majesty  with  the 
rarest  flowers,  and  pheasants  shot  by  the 
emperor  himself. 

De  Bausset,  in  his  second  volume,  speaks 
a  good  deal  of  the  King  of  Holland,  the 
putative  father  of  the  present  Emperor  of 
the  French.  We  find  him  repeating  the  old, 
and  we  believe  the  true,  story  of  the  <icci- 
dente  funeste,  which  happened  to  Louis  at 
Verona,  in  1806.  This  story  he  gives  in  the 
very  words  of  the  emperor  himself,  which 
we  here  transcribe.  Ce  pauvre  Louis,  (mean- 
ing the  father  of  Louis  Napoleon)  c'est  id, 
dans  cette  mime  ville,  et  dans  les  campagnes 
d*Italie,  qu'il  Sprouva  r accident  le  plus  fu- 
neste.  A  une  heure  de  nuit  une  femme  quHl 
eonnaissait  a  peine,  viola  son  domicile  ;  de- 
puis  ce  temps  il  est  litre  6,  des  agitations  ner- 
veuses  variables,  selon  Vatmosphere,  et  dont  il 
n*a  jamais  pu  se  guhir. 

De  Bausset  enters  at  length  into  a  history 
of  the  travail  of  Marie  Louise,  and  the  birth 
of  the  King  of  Rome.  It  appears  that,  on 
this  memorable  occasion,  there  were  three 
and  twenty  persons  in  the  bed-room  of  the 
young  mother.  Among  these  were  Mes- 
dames  de  Montesquiou,  de  Montibello,  and 
de  Lucay ;  Messieurs  Corvisart,  Dubois,  and 
Bourdier,  physicians  of  the  emperor ;  Bour- 
dois  and  Antin,  m^ecins  des  enfans  de 
France,  together  with  nurses,  <fec. 

We  have  heard  much  talk,  during  the  last 

two  months,  of  the  pope  and  the  respect  which 

Napoleon  entertained  for  the  holy  father,  but 

we  Bad  no  trace  of  these  feelings  in  M.  de 

Bausaet's  book.    On  the  contrary,  an  iU-d\s- 


I  guised  contempt  for  the  papacy,  which 
Bonaparte  used  as  a  mere  instrument,  every- 
where appears.  In  an  after-dinner  conver- 
sation with  Kellerman,  Bonaparte  related  to 
the  marshal  that  Pius  YIL,  after  havingr 
signed  the  concordat  of  his  own  free  will, 
wished  a  week  afterwards  to  slip  out  of  the 
contract  solemnly  entered  into.  But  I  an- 
swered him,  said  Napoleon,  that  what  he 
asked  was  contrary  to  the  interests  of  France, 
and  that  being  moreover  infallible,  he  could 
not  be  in  error.  At  this  the  marshal  laughed 
immoderately.  Napoleon,  regardless  of  the 
effect  which  his  words  produced,  went  on  to 
speak  of  the  papacy  as  a  vicious  government. 
He  called  the  conclave  ce  serail politique. 

M.  de  Bausset  was  one  of  those  who  ac- 
companied the  empress  and  the  King  of 
Rome  to  Blois,  and  who  was  charged  by  that 
princess  with  a  letter  for  her  father,  the  Em- 
peror of  Austria,  and  for  her  husband  Napo- 
leon, when  Joseph  and  Jerome  Bonaparte 
and  Cambac^rds  were  desirous  of  forcing 
her  to  quit  the  capital  of  Loir  et  Cher.  In 
delivering,  or  rather  in  the  effort  to  deliver, 
these  letters,  the  prefect  of  the  palace  %ame 
into  contact  with  Metternich  ana  Talleyrand 
— the  house  of  the  latter  being  le  point  eeu" 
tral  oil  toutes  les  ambitions — toutes  les  pre- 
tensions venaient  abouHr.  Perceivfng  the 
number  of  persons,  assiduous  courtiers  of 
Napoleon  who  were  at  that  moment  of  the 
turning  point  of  his  fortunes  hanging  about 
the  antechamber  of  the  new  government 
about  to  be  installed,  M.  de  Bausset  sorrow- 
fully remarks,  "  I  noticed  that  the  individu- 
als whose  devotion  and  enthusiasm  in  the 
imperial  government  had  much  struck  me 
were  precisely  those  who  had  placed  the 
largest  white  cockades  in  their  hats."  So, 
in  truth,  it  has  been  in  France.  Within  a 
little  month  after  the  period,  De  Bausset  and 
the  whole  world  saw,  with  amazement,  most 
of  the  men  who  had  gained  rank,  wealth,  and 
fame  from  Bonaparte,  turn  to  the  Bourbons 
with  shameless  and  surprising  servility. 

The  Bourbons  and  the  elder  Bonaparte 
have  now  passed,  and  another  Bonaparte, 
without  either  the  blood  or  the  genius  of  the 
first  emperor,  occupies  his  place.  But  how 
long  he  may  occupy  it  is  not  given  unto  liv- 
ing man  to  tell.  Bourienne,  in  concluding 
his  work  regarding  the  wonders  and  miracles 
he  had  seen,  says  that  in  writing  of  the 
events  in  which  he  had  been  a  spectator, 
and  in  many  of  which  he  had  been  an  actor, 
he  almost  thinks  he  had  been  recording  a 
fairy  tale,  so  suddenly  did  so  much  splendor 
aud  glory  vanish.     If  he  had  lived  till  1852-3, 
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wbmt  must  have  been  his  reflections  ?  If  so 
maoh  dazzling  splendor  and  glory  passed 
away  in  1815  like  a  sick  man's  dream,  what 
must  be  the  end  of  the  dominion  of  the  feet 
of  clay  without  the  head  of  gold  ?    The  end 


must  be  even  more  unsubstantial  and  ephe- 
meral, more  of  smoke  and  empty  air  than 
the  stuflf  that  dreams  are  made  of.  The  no- 
tice of  other  royalist  and  Napoleonic  memoirs 
must  be  deferred. 


1 1  ^  1 1 


From  Sharpe't  Magasine. 


THE  LAST  HOURS  OF  NAPOLEON. 


BT  BfBfl.  MAJOR  WARD. 


Ov  the  night  of  the  fifth  of  May,  1821,  a 
young  ensign  of  the  66th  regiment,  quartered 
at  St.  Helena,  was  wending  his  solitary  way 
riong  the  path  leading  from  the  plain  of  Dead- 
wood  to  his  barracks,  situated  on  a  patch  of 
table-land  called  Francis  Plain.  Tne  road 
w^  dreary,  for  to  the  left  yawned  a  vast 
ehaam,  the  remains  of  a  crater,  and  known  to 
the  wlanders  as  the  "Devil's  Punchbowl;'* 
although  the  weather  had  been  perfectly 
e^lm,  puf!is  of  wind  occasionally  issued  from 
the  neighboring  valleys  ;  and  at  last,  one  of 
these  puflfs  having  got  into  a  gully,  had  so 
much  ado  to  get  out  of  it,  that  it  shrieked,  and 
moaned,  and  gibbered,  till  it  burst  its  bonds 
with  a  roar  like  thunder — and  dragged  up  in 
ita  wrath,  on  its  passage  to  the  sea,  a  few 
shrubs  and  one  of  those  fair  willows,  beneath 
which  Napoleon,  first  Emperor  of  France,  had 
passed  many  a  peaceful,  if  not  a  happy  hour 
of  repose,  surrounded  by  his  faithful  friends 
in  exile. 

This  occurrence,  not  uncommon  at  St. 
Helena,  has  given  rise  to  an  idea,  adopted 
even  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  that  the  soul  of 
Napoleon  had  passed  to  another  destiny  on  the 
wings  of  the  storm  spirit ;  but,  so  far  from 
there  being  any  tumult  among  the  elements 
on  that  eventful  night,  the  gust  of  wind  I  have 
alluded  to  was  only  heard  by  the  few  whose 
cottages  dotted  the  green  slopes  of  the  neigh- 
boring mountains.  But  as  that  fair  tree 
dropped,  a  whisper  fell  among  the  islanders 
that  Napoleon  was  dead  !  No  need  to  dwell 
upon  what  abler  pens  than  mine  have  re- 
corded ;  the  eagle  s  wings  were  folded,  the 
dauntless  eyes  were  closed,  the  last  words, 
"  Tite  arme,**  had  passed  the  faded  lips,  the 
proud  heart  had  ceased  to  beat ....  I 

They  arrayed  the  illustrious  corpse  in  the 


attire  identified  with  Napoleon  even  at  the 
present  day  ;  and  among  the  jewelled  honors 
of  earth  so  profusely  scattered  upon  the  breast, 
rested  the  symbol  of  the  faith  he  had  pro- 
fessed. They  shaded  the  magnificent  brow 
with  the  unsightly  cocked  hat,*  and  stretched 
down  the  beautiful  hands  in  ungraceful 
fashion ;  every  one,  in  fact,  is  familiar  with 
the  attitude  I  describe,  as  well  as  with  a 
death -like  cast  of  the  imperial  head,  from 
which  a  fine  engraving  has  been  taken.  The 
cast  is  true  enough  to  nature,  but  the  char- 
acter of  the  engraving  is  spoiled  by  the  addi- 
tion of  a  laurel  wreath  on  the  lofty  but  in- 
sensate brow. 

Now  about  this  cast  there  is  a  histariette 
with  which  it  is  quite  time  the  public  should 
become  more  intimately  acquainted ;  it  caused 
a  subject  of  litigation,  the  particulars  of 
which  are  detailed  in  the  Times  newspaper 
of  1821,  but  to  which  I  have  no  opportunity 
of  referring  just  now.  Evidence,  however, 
was  unfortunately  wanting  at  the  necessary 
moment,  and  the  complainant's  case  fell  to 
the  ground.    The  facts  are  these : — 

The  day  after  Napoleon's  decease,  the 
young  officer  I  have  alluded  to,  instigated  by 
emotions  which  drew  vast  numbers  to  Long- 
wood -house,  found  himself  within  the  very 
death-chamber  of  Napoleon.  After  the  first 
thrill  of  awe  had  subsided,  he  sat  down,  and 
on  the  fly-leaf  torn  from  a  book,  and  given 
him  by  General  Bertrand,  he  took  a  rapid  but 
faithful  sketch  of  the  deceased  emperor. 
Earlier  in  the  day,  the  officer  had  accompanied 
his  friend  Dr.  Burton,  of  the  66th  regiment, 

*  The  coffin  being  too  short  to  admit  this  array 
in  the  order  proposed,  the  hat  waa  ^Wft&  t&(»  ^^ 
feet  betoie  Vutotmviit, 
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through  certain  paths  in  the  island,  in  order 
to  collect  material  for  making  a  composition 
resembling  plaster  of  Paris,  for  the  purpose 
of  taking  the  cast  with  as  little  delay  after 
death  as  possible.  Dr.  Burton,  having  prepared 
the  composition,  set  to  work  and  completed  the 
task  satisfactorily.  The  cast  being  moist  was 
not  easy  to  remove,  and,  at  Dr.  Burton's 
request,  a  tray  was  brought  from  Madame 
Bertrand's  apartments,  madame  herself  hold- 
ing it  to  receive  the  precious  deposit.     Mr. 

,  the  ensign  above  alluded  to,  impressed 

with  the  value  of  such  a  memento,  offered  to 
take  charge  of  it  at  his  quarters  till  it  was  dry 
enough  to  be  removed  to  Dr.  Burton's ; 
Madame  Bertrand,  however,  pleaded  so  hard 
to  have  the  care  of  it,  that  the  two  gentlemen, 
both  Irishmen  and  soldiers,  yielded  to  her 
entreaties,  and  she  withdrew  with  the  treas- 
ure, which  she  never  afterwards  would  re- 
sign. 

There  can  scarcely,  therefore,  be  a  question 
that  the  casts  and  engravings  of  Napoleon, 
now  sold  as  emanating  from  the  skill  and 
reverence  of  Automarchi,  are  from  the  original 
taken  by  Dr.  Burton.  We  can  only  rest  on 
circumstantial  evidence,  which  the  reader  will 
allow  is  most  conclusive.  It  is  to  be  regretted 
that  Dr.  Burton's  cast  and  that  supposed  to 
have  been  taken  by  Automarchi  were  not  both 
demanded  in  evidence  at  the  trial  in  1821. 

The  engraving  I  have  spoken  of  has  been 
Italianized  by  Automarchi,  the  name  inscribed 
beneath  being  Napoleone, 

So  completely  was  the  daily  history  of 
Napoleon's  life  at  St.  Helena  a  sealed  record, 
that  on  the  arrival  of  papers  from  England, 
the  first  question  asked  by  the  islanders  and 
the  officers  of  the  garrison,  was,  "  What  news 
of  Bonaparte  ?"  Under  such  circumstances  it 
was  natural  that  an  intense  curiosity  should 
be  felt  concerning  every  movement  of  the 
mysterious  and  ill-starred  exile.  Our  young 
soldier  one  night  fairly  risked  his  commission 
for  the  chance  of  a  glimpse  behind  the  cur- 
tains of  the  Longwood  windows ;  and,  after 
all,  saw  nothing  but  the  imperial  form,  from 
the  knees  downwards.  Every  night,  at  sun- 
set, a  cordon  of  sentries  was  drawn  round  the 
Longwood  plantations.  Slipping  between  the 
sentinels,  the  venturesome  youth  crept,  under 
cover  of  trees,  to  a  lighted  window  of  the 
mansion.  The  curtains  were  not  drawn,  but 
the  blind  was  lowered.  Between  the  latter, 
however,  and  the  window- frame  were  two  or 
three  inches  of  space ;   so  down  knelt  Mr. 

!     Some  one  was  walking  up  and  down 

the  apartment,  which  was  brilliantly  illumin- 


ated.*   The  footsteps  drew  nearer,  and  Mr. 

saw  the  diamond  buckles  of  a  pair  of 

thin  shoes ;  then  two  well-formed  lower  limbs, 
encased  in  silk  stockings ;  and,  lastly,  the 
edge  of  a  coat,  lined  with  white  silk.  On  a 
sofa,  at  a  little  distance,  was  seated  Madame 
Bertrand,  with  her  boy  leaning  on  her  knee ; 
and  some  one  was  probably  writing  under 
Napoleon's  dictation,  for  the  Emperor  was 

speaking  slowly  and  distinctly.      Mr. 

slipped  back  to  his  guard-house,  satisfied  with 
having  heard  the  voice  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte, 

Mr. had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  the 

great  captive  at  a  distance  on  the  very  last 
occasion  that  Bonaparte  breathed  the  outer 
air.  It  was  a  bright  morning  when  the  ser- 
geant  of  the  guard  at  Longwood-gate  in- 
formed our  ensign  that  "  General  Bonaparte" 
was  in  the  garden  on  which  the  guard-room 

looked.     Mr. seized  his  spy- glass,  and 

took  a  breathless  survey  of  Napoleon,  who 
was  standing  in  front  of  his  house  with  one 
of  his  generals.  Something  on  the  ground 
attracted  his  notice ;  he  stooped  to  examine 
— probably  a  colony  of  ants,  whose  move- 
ments  he  watched  with  interest — when  the 
music  of  a  band  at  a  distance  stirred  the  air 
on  Dead  wood  plain,  and  he  who  once  had 
led  multitudes  forth  at  his  slightest  word, 
now  wended  his  melancholy  way  through 
the  grounds  of  Longwood,  to  catch  a  distant 
glimpse  of  a  British  regiment  under  inspec- 
tion. 

We  have  in  our  possession  a  small  signal- 
book,  which  was  used  at  St.  Helena  during 
the  period  of  Napoleon's  exile.  The  follow- 
ing passages  will  give  some  idea  of  the  sys- 
tem of  vigilance  which  it  was  thought  ne- 
cessary to  exercise  lest  the  world  should 
again  be  suddenly  uproused  by  the  appear- 
ance of  the  French  emperor  on  the  battle- 
plains  of  Europe.  It  is  not  for  me  to  offer 
any  opinion  on  such  a  system,  but  I  take 
leave  to  say,  that  I  never  yet  heard  any 
British  officer  acknowledge  that  he  would 
have  accepted  the  authority  of  governor  un- 
der the  burden  of  the  duties  it  entailed.  In 
a  word,  although  every  one  admits  the  dif- 
ficulties and  responsibilities  of  Sir  Hudson 
Lowe's  position,  all  deprecate  the  system  to 
which  he  considered  himself  obliged  to  bend. 

But  the  signal-book  1  Here  are  some  of 
the  passages  which  passed  from  hill  to  val- 

*  Napoleon's  dining-room  lamp,  from  Longwood, 
is,  I  believe,  still  in  the  possession  of  the  9lit 
Regiment,  it  having  been  purchased  by  the  offioen 
at  St  Helena  m  1886. 
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ley,  while  Napoleon  took  his  daily  ride  with- 
in the  boundary  prescribed : 

General  Bonaparte  has  left  Longwood.*' 
General     Bonaparte     has    passed    the 
guards." 

"  Genera]  Bonaparte  is  at  Hutt's-gate."* 

''  General  Bonaparte  is  missing." 

The  latter  paragraph  resulted  from  Gene- 
ral Bonaparte  having,  in  the  course  of  his 
ride,  turned  an  angle  of  a  hill,  or  descended 
some  valley  beyond  the  ken,  for  a  few  min- 
utes, of  the  men  working  the  telegraphs  on 
the  hills  ! 

It  was  not  permitted  that  the  once  Empe- 
ror of  France  should  be  designated  by  any 
other  title  than  General  Bonaparte ;  and, 
alas  1  innumerable  were  the  squabbles  that 
arose  between  the  governor  and  his  captive, 
because  the  British  ministry  had  made  this 
puerile  order  peremptory.  I  have  now  no 
hesitation  in  making  known  the  great  duke's 
opinion  on  this  subject,  which  was  transmit- 
ted to  me  two  years  ago,  by  one  who  for 
some  months  every  year  held  daily  inter- 
course with  his  grace,  but  who  could  not, 
'while  the  duke  was  living,  permit  me  to 
publish  what  had  been  expressed  in  private 
conversation. 

*'  I  would  have  taken  care  that  he  did  not 
escape  from  St.  Helena,"  said  Wellington ; 
"but  he  might  have  been  addressed  by  any 
name  he  pleased." 

I  cannot  close  this  paper  without  saying  a 
word  or  two  on  the  condition  of  the  buildings 
once  occupied  by  the  most  illustrious  and 
most  unfortunate  of  exiles. 

It  is  well  known  that  Napoleon  never 
would  inhabit  the  house  which  was  latterly 
erected  at  Longwood  for  his  reception ;  that 
he  said  ^^  it  would  serve  for  his  tomb ;"  and 
that  the  slabs  from  the  kitchen  did  actually 
form  part  of  the  vault  in  which  he  was 
placed,  in  his  favorite  valley  beneath  the 
willows,  and  near  the  fountain  whose  crystal 
waters  had  so  often  refreshed  him.  This 
abode,  therefore,  is  not  invested  with  the 
same  interest  as  his  real  residence,  well- 
named  the  "  Old  House  at  Longwood  ;"  for 
a  more  crazy,  wretched,  filthy  barn,  it  would 
scarcely  be  possible  to  meet  with ;  and  many 
painful  emotions  have  filled  my  heart  during 
nearly  a  four  years*  sojourn  on  "  the  rock  ;  * 
as  I  have  seen  French  soldiers  and  sailors 
march  gravely  and  decorously  to  the  spot, 
hallowed,  in  their  eyes,  of  course,  by  its  as- 
sociations with  their  invisible,  but  unforgot- 

*  At  one  time  the  abode  of  the  Bertrands ;  it 
overlooks  the  valley  containing  the  tomb. 


ten  idol,  and  degraded,  it  must  be  admitted, 
by  the  change  it  has  undergone.  Indeed, 
few  French  persons  can  be  brought  to  be- 
lieve that  it  ever  was  a  decent  abode;  and 
no  one  can  deny  that  it  must  outrage  the 
feelings  of  a  people  like  the  French,  so  es- 
pecially affected  by  associations,  to  see  the 
bed-chamber  of  their  former  emperor  a  dirty 
stable,  and  the  room  in  which  he  breathed 
his  last  sigh,  appropriated  to  the  purposes 
of  winnowing  and  threshing  wheat !  In  the 
last-named  room  are  two  pathetic  memen- 
toes of  affection.  When  Napoleon's  remains 
were  exhumed,  in  1846,  Counts  Bertrand 
and  Las  Cases  carried  off  with  them,  the 
former  a  piece  of  the  boarded  floor  on  which 
the  emperor's  bed  had  rested,  the  latter  a 
stone  from  the  wall  pressed  by  the  pillow  of 
his  dying  chief. 

Would  that  I  had  the  influence  to  recom- 
mend to  the  British  government,  that  these 
ruined,  and  I  must  add,  desecrated  buildings 
should  be  razed  to  the  ground  ;  and  that  on 
their  site  should  be  erected  a  convalescent 
hospital  for  the  sick  of  all  ranks,  of  both 
services,  and  of  both  nations.  Were  the 
British  and  French  governments  to  unite  in 
this  plan,  how  grand  a  sight  would  it  be  to 
behold  the  two  nations  shaking  hands,  so  to 
speak,  over  the  grave  of  Napoleon  ! 

On  offering  this  suggestion,  when  in  Paris 
lately,  to  one  of  the  nephews  of  the  first  Em- 
peror Napoleon,  the  prince  replied  that  "  the 
idea  was  nobly  philanthropic,  but  that  Eng- 
land would  never  listen  to  it."  I  must  add 
that  his  highness  said  this  "  rather  in  sorrow 
than  in  anger;"  then  addressing  Count 
L ,  one  ot  the  faithful  followers  of  Napo- 
leon in  exile,  and  asking  him  which  mauso- 
leum he  preferred — the  one  in  which  we  then 
stood,  the  dome  of  the  Invalides,  or  the  rock 
of  St.  Helena — he  answered,  to  mj  surprise, 
"  St.  Helena ;  for  no  grander  monument  than 
that  can  ever  be  raised  to  the  emperor !" 

Circumstances  have  made  one  little  incident 
connected  with  this,  our  visit  to  the  Invalides, 
most  deeply  interesting.  Comte  d'Orsay  was 
of  the  party ;  indeed  it  was  in  his  elegant 
atelier  we  had  all  assembled,  ere  starting,  to 
survey  the  mausoleum  being  prepared  for  the 
ashes  of  Napoleon.  Suffering  and  debilitated 
as  Comte  D'Orsay  was,  precious,  as  critiques 
on  art,  were  the  words  that  fell  from  his  lips 
during  our  progress  through  the  work-rooms, 
as  we  stopped  before  the  sculptures  intended 
to  adorn  the  vault  wherein  the  sarcophagus 
is  to  rest.  Ere  leaving  the  works,  the  direc- 
tor, in  exhibiting  the  solidity  of  the  ^c«n\<i^ 
wbicli  is  &na\\^  Xo  ^tL^^aai^  ^v^^^^^^^s:^^ 
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firewithnmalletfrom  the  magnificent  block;  I  peror."    I  cannot  remember  the  flzactwordB, 
— "See,"' said  Comte  D'Oreay, " thoogh  the  |  but  such  was  their  import;  Comt«  D'Ortaj 
dome  of  the  Invaiidu  may  fall,  Prance  msy  I  died  a  (ew  weeks  after  this. 
yet  light  a  torch  at  the  tomb  of  her  em-  ] 
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Goethe  has  told  ns  how  much  easier  it  is 
to  wear  a  laurel  crown  than  to  find  the  bead 
worthy  to  be  crowned : 

"  Ein  Eranz  ist  gar  viel  leichter  binden 
Ala  ibm  ein  wvknlig  Haopt  zu  fioden" — 
but,  little  BccuBtomed  ss  critics  are  to  weave 
crowns  for  poets  now  a  days,  Olssgow  has 
this  year  shown  us  the  head  of  a  young  poet 
who  will,  we  believe,  ere  long  make  good  his 
claira  to  the  honor.  Considering  the  mass 
of  m:itured  mediocrity  and  polished  inca- 
pacity which  is  every  year  thrust  upon  a 
supremely  inattentive  public  in  the  guise  of 
poetry,  one  cannot  conceive  a  more  unat- 
tractive title  than  that  of  the  volume  we 
have  uodfrlaken  to  introduce  to  the  reader's 
notice.  Poems,  and  by  Alexander  Smith  I 
who  could  be  expected  to  look  at  them,  un- 
less previously  assured  that  these  poems 
were  veritable  poems — the  blossomieg  of  a 
young  pknt  growing  high  up  on  the  sides  of 
the  double-peaked  Pitrnassus  1  Yet  we  ven- 
ture to  assure  the  reader  that  no  competent 
person  can  glance  at  these  pages  without  At 
once  discovering  that  they  belong  to  a  cate- 
gory in  every  way  removed  from  that  of  the 
''poetry"  which  each  quarter  produces  in 
abundance.  Alexander  Smith  is  a  born 
singer ;  a  man  of  genius  ;  not  a  musical  echo 
of  other  singers.  He  has  faults  enough  to 
occupy  an  academy  of  critics,  and  these  we 
shall  presently  indicate,  but  the  faults  are 
mainly  those  of  youth — he  is,  we  bear,  only 
twenty-one.  No  such  first  publication  can 
we  remember;  what  he  will  hereafter  pro- 
duce, if  bis  intellectual  progress  be  propor- 
tionate, will,  we  cannot  doubt,  place  him 
among  the  foremost  of  English  poets.  But, 
to  achieve  this,  to  grow  into  the  stature  pro- 
phesied by  his  youth,  he  must  deepen  and 
extend  his  experience,  enlarge  the  compass 
ofliu  diapaaoo,  and  pmoe  the  OTer-luaTiKot 


I  imagery  which  clusters  about  bis  thought! 
thick  as  the  blossoms  in  spring. 

Leaving  the  future  to  the  future,  let  us 
glance  at  what  he  has  already  achieved. 
This  volume  contains  a  long  dialogue,  mn- 
named  a  drama,  setting  forth  the  stmgglH 
of  a  young  poet.  Besides  this  Lifk-Dnmm, 
as  it  13  ambitiously  entitled,  there  are  three 
short  poems,  and  eight  sonnets.  Meet  of 
tbese  have  appeared  in  the  Critic  and  the 
Ltadtr,  from  which  they  are  re-printed  whh 
slight  alterations.  The  most  striking  charac- 
teristic of  these  poems  is,  their  abundant 
imagery.  And,  by  imagery,  we  do  not  mean 
what  young  gentlemen  having  "  the  accom- 
plishment of  verse"  fatigue  us  with;  but 
fresh,  vivid,  concrete  images  actually  present 
to  tl»e  poet's  mind,  and  thrown  out  with  a 
distinctiveness  and  a  delicacy  only  poets  can 
achieve.  Nature  is  written  over  with  varied 
symbols,  and  the  poet  rends  them  into  intel- 
ligible meanings.  Our  extracts  will  make 
this  sufficiently  apparent.  But  while  we 
note  that — to  use  his  own  simile- — 
"  his  chief  joy 

Is  to  draw  ima^s  from  every  ihing ; 

And  images  lay  thick  upon  our  laft 

Aa  shells  on  ocean  sanoa" — 

we  must  also  note  the  youthful  prodigality 
which,  as  in  Keais,  renders  the  verse  cloying 
from  its  sweetness.  He  would  seem  richer 
were  he  not  so  rich.  Something  of  this  over- 
luxuriance  is  due  to  youth,  and  something  to 
the  extremely  sensuous  nature  of  his  style. 
And  tiiia  leads  us  to  the  second  characier- 
istic — sensuousnesB.  Because  he  is  youug, 
and  has  not  yet  learned  wisdom,  chastened 
by  suffering — (utirt(t.a.<ra,  «aaii(*ara — his  eager 
senses  have  embraced  the  world,  and  only 
sensuous  offspring  issue  from  his  muse.  Ths 
heights  and  depths  of  our  nature  have  been 
wea\i-j  \iv[&  aa  ^«t  only  in  swift  anticipativa 
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glimpses,  not  in  full  and  steady  oontempla- 
tion.  That  grave  burden  of  impenous 
thought,  and  sad  delicious  suffering,  quick- 
ening the  spirit  to  higher  impulses  and  to 
profounder  utterances — that  region  of  specu- 
lation and  of  sorrow  which  ^reat  poets  have 
always  traversed,  and  which  impregnates 
their  music  as  the  bed  of  violets  impregnates 
the  south  wind  passing  over  it — has  hitherto 
been  no  more  than  suspected  by  him.  So 
that,  on  rising  from  his  poems,  we  do  not 
feel  bettered;  we  do  not  feel  that  a  great 
apirit  has  spoken  from  its  depths  to  ours ; 
we  feel  that  a  young  and  eager  spirit  has 
been  singing  in  exultant  life  of  all  the  glories 
and  intoxications  of  beauty,  joy,  ambition, 
and  wild  hopes.  Love,  love,  love!  is  the 
eternal  hymn  ;  and  that,  too,  love  of  a  brief 
ftnd  passionate  kind,  transient  as  the  glowing 
colors  of  a  sunset,  eager  as  youth,  impetuous 
and  careless  of  the  morrow ;  the  love,  in 
abort,  of  youthful  dreams,  and  not  the  grave 
devotion  of  a  life. 

With  the  sensuousness  of  imagery,  and 
directness  of  fervid  expression,  there  is  ne- 
eettsrily  connected  a  certain  voluptuousness, 
which  has  excited  the  too  hasty  condemna- 
tion of  some  readers  more  refined  than 
healthy.  We  cannot  accept  the  objection. 
It  is  quite  true  that  his  muse  ia  passionate, 
and  sincere  in  the  language  of  passion.  If 
it  seem  too  voluptuous,  the  reason  is,  that, 
from  the  causes  before  alluded  to,  it  is  too 
exclusively  sensuous.  But  the  language  of 
passion,  when  sincere  and  reverent,  is  the 
language  a  poet  is  bound  to  use  ;  one  of  the 
poet's  functions  is  that  of  beautifying  and 
ennobling  such  feelings  ;  and  he  only  merits 
reprobaiion,  when,  by  cynicism,  irreverence, 
insinuation,  or  conscious  lubricity,  he  disgra- 
ces his  office.  No  one  can  for  an  instant  say 
that  Alexander  Smith  incurs  any  such  charge. 
He  is  pure,  and  reverent,  earnest  and  sincere. 
With  a  strong  sense  of  enjoyment,  he  min- 
gles the  most  refined  perceptions  of  what  is 
beautiful  and  tender.  There  are,  indeed, 
many  who  object  to  any  expression  whatever 
of  these  innperishable  and  holy  instincts  ; 
but  the  objection  sprin&rs  from  a  perverted 
and  unhealthy  conception  of  literature.  It 
belongs  to  that  mistaken  view  of  Art  which 
has  idealized  disease  :  which  has  created  the 
type  of  sickly  heroines  and  impossible  re- 
finements. We  have  deserted  Nature  for  the 
Hospital,  and  our  most  poetic  flowers  are 
immortelles. 

We  do  not,  theVefore,  bid  Alexander 
Smith  to  tame  the  impassioned  fervor  of  his 
language,   we  only   want  him  to    deepen 


and  extend  the  natve  of  hia  passion, 
making  it  the  flaming  utterance  of  his 
whole  being,  sensuous,  mora],  and  intellec- 
tual, and  then  no  one  will  have  a  fault  to 
find.  This,  we  have  no  doubt,  will  come  to 
him  in  time,  for  he  is  essentially  a  young 
poet,  one  whose  experience  is  of  the  varied 
aspects  of  earth  and  sky,  and  of  his  own 
fitful  desires,  not  of  the  complexities  and 
perplexities  of  life.  What  he  has  experi- 
enced he  sings ;  and  as  Jean  Paul  notes  of 
young  poets,  in  his  curious  "  Vorschule  der 
Aestbetik,"  the  novelty  of  their  feelings 
seems  to  them  a  novelty  of  subjects,  and 
that  is  the  reason  why  they  always  either 
throw  themselves  into  the  Unknown  and  Un- 
named, in  foreign  lands  and  epochs,  without 
any  individuality,  or  else  throw  themselves 
into  the  Lyrical — for  in  this  last,  there  is  no 
other  nature  to  imitate  than  that  which  is 
within  them — oder  vorzUglich  auf  das  Ly- 
rische  ;  denn  in  diesen  ist  heiner  Naiur  naeh- 
zuahmen  als  die  mitgebraekt.  Lyrical,  in- 
deed, Alexander  Smith  is  above  all  th.ngs, 
and  his  poems  are  but  the  outpouring  of 
this  Lyrical  feeling,  excited  by  Nature,  by 
Ambition,  and  by  Love. 

In  the  extracts  we  are  about  to  quote, 
every  one  will  recognize  the  magnificence  of 
imagery,  the  rare  felicity  of  expression,  the 
intensely  musical  feeling,  and  the  origrinality 
with  which  old  materials  are  used.  Much 
of  the  imagery  reminds  us  of  Shakspeare 
and  his  contemporaries,  but  the  poet  most 
constantly  recalled  is  Keats.  The  Life- 
Drama  is  but  of  slender  substance — a  can- 
vas whereon  is  woven  tapestry  of  varied  and 
exquisite  pictures.  Walter,  a  young  poet,  is 
followed, 

**  By  strong  ambition  to  outroil  a  lay, 
Whose  melody  will  haunt  the  world  for  aye, 
Charming  it  onward  on  its  golden  way." 

But  this  hope  is  frustrated ;  he  cannot  be 
what  he  desires,  the  laurel-crowned  victor : — 

"  Oh,  that  my  heart  was  quiet  as  a  grave 

Asleep  in  moonlight ! 

For,  as  a  torrid  sunset  boils  with  gold 

Up  to  the  zenith,  fierce  within  my  soul 

A  passion  burns  from  basement  to  the  cope. 

Poesy  !  Poesy !  I'd  give  to  thee, 

As  passionately,  my  rich-laden  years, 

My  bubble  pleasures,  and  my  awful  joys. 

As  Hero  gave  her  trembling  sighs  to  find 

Delicious  death  on  wet  Leander*8  lip. 

Bare,  bald,  and  tawdry,  as  a  fingered  moth, 

Is  my  poor  life,  but  with  one  smile  thou  canst 

Clothe  me  with  kingdoms.    Wilt  thou  smile  on 

me? 
Wilt  bid  me  die  for  thee  7    O  fair  and  cold  ! 
As  well  may  some  wild  maiden  waste  her  love 
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Upon  the  calm  front  tfyLfuMe  Jove. 

I  cannot  draw  re^rd  of  4liy  great  eyes. 

I  love  thee,  Poesy !    Thou  art  a  rock, 

I,  a  weak  wave,  would  break  on  thee  and  die. 

There  is  a  deadlier  pang  than  that  which  beads 

With  chilly  death- drops  the  o'er-tortured  brow, 

When  one  has  a  big  heart  and  feeble  hands, — 

A  heart  to  hew  his  name  out  upon  time 

As  on  a  rock,  then  in  immortalness 

To  stand  on  time  as  on  a  pedestal ; 

When  hearts  beat  to  this  tune,  and  hands  are 

weak, 
We  find  our  aspirations  quenched  in  tears, 
The  tears  of  impotence,  and  self-contempt. 
That  loathsome  weed,  up-springing  in  the  heart. 
Like  nightshade  'mong  the  ruins  of  a  shrine ; 
I  am  so  cursed,  and  wear  within  my  soul 
A  pang  as  fierce  as  Dives,  drowsed  with  wine, 
Lipping  his  leman  in  luxurious  dreams; 

Wakeclby  a  fiend  in  hell ! 

'Tis  not  for  me,  ye  Heavens !  'tis  not  for  me 
Tojlins  a  Poem  like  a  comeU  out, 
Far-spUndoring  the  sleepy  realms  of  night, 
I  cannot  give  men  glimpses  so  divine. 
As  when,  upon  a  racking  night,  the  wind 
Draws  the  pale  curtains  of  the  vapory  clouds, 
And  shows  those  wonderful,  mysterious  voids, 
Throbbing  with  stars  like  pulses. — Naught  for  me 
But  to  creep  quietly  into  my  grave." — pp.  2 — 4. 

And  he  has  the  right  sense  of  the  poet's 
ofl&ce : — 

'*  *  My  Friend  !  a  Poet  must  ere  long  arise. 

And  with  a  regal  song  sun-crown  this  age. 

As  a  saint's  head  is  with  a  halo  crown'cT; — 

One,  who  shall  hallow  Poetry  to  God 

And  to  its  own  high  use,  for  Poetry  is 

The    grandest    chariot    wherein    king-thoughts 

ride ; — 
One,  who  shall  fervent  grasp  the  sword  of  song 
As  a  stern  swordsman  grasps  his  keenest  blade. 
To  find  the  quickest  passage  to  the  heart. 
A  mighty  Puel  whom  this  age  shall  choose 
To  be  its  spokesman  to  all  coming  times. 
In  the  ripe  full-blown  season  of  his  soul. 
He  shall  go  forward  in  his  spirit*s  strength. 
And  grapple  with  the  questions  of  all  time. 
And  wring  from  them  their  meanings.    As  King 

Saul 
Called  up  the  buried  prophet  from  his  grave 
To  speak  his  doom,  so  shall  this  Poet-king 
Call  up  ttie  dead  Past  from  its  awful  grave 
To  tell  him  of  our  future.'  "—pp.  26,  26- 

Let  Alexander  Smith  meditate  on  this  his 
own  conception,  for  hitherto  he  has  shown 
little  tendency  to  '^  grapple  with  the  ques- 
tions of  his  time."  To  resume :  after  having 
loved,  and  struggled,  been  unhappy  and  dis- 
appointed, Walter  rises  to  a  clearer  apprecia- 
tion of  his  destiny,  learns  to  care  less  for 
fame,  and  more  for  actual  deed  :  indeed  the 
**  moral"  of  the  poem  may  be  found  in  this 
passage: — 

"  My  life  was  a  long  dream ;  when  I  awoke, 
Ihi/y  stood  like  an  angel  in  my  path, 


And  seemed  so  terrible^  leovld  have  turned 

Into  my  yesterdays,  and  wandered  back 

To  distant  childhood,  and  gone  out  to  God 

By  the  gate  of  birth,  not  death.    Lift,  lift  me  up 

By  thy  sweet  inspiration,  as  the  tide 

Lifts  up  a  stranded  boat  upon  the  beach. 

I  will  go  forth  'mong  men,  not  mailed  in  scorn. 

But  in  the  armor  of  a  pure  intent. 

Great  duties  are  before  me  and  great  songs. 

And  whether  crowned  or  crownless,  when  I  fall 

It  matters  not,  so  as  God's  work  is  done. 

Fve  learned  to  prize  the  ouiet  lightning-deed^ 

Not  the  applaudimr  thunder  at  its  heels 

Which  men  call  Fame.    Our  night  is  past ; 

We  stand  in  precious  sunrise,  and  beyond 

A  lnn*g  day  stretches  to  the  very  end. 

Look  out,  my  beautiful,  upon  the  sky ! 

Even  puts  on  her  jewels,     liook  !  she  sets, 

Venus  upon  her  brow.    I  never  gaze 

Upon  the  evening  but  a  tide  of  awe, 

And  love,  and  wonder,  from  the  Infinite, 

Swells  up  within  me,  as  the  running  brine 

From  the  smooth-glistening,  wide-heaving  sea. 

Grows  in  the  creeks  and  channels  of  a  stream 

Until  it  threats  its  banks.     It  is  not  joy, 

'Tis  sadness  more  divine." — pp.  200,  201. 

It  will  be  seen  that  this  Life-Drama  is  a 
poem  of  episodes  through  which  a  passion 
runs — 

**  Like  honeysuckle  through  a  hedge  of  Jane." 

Here  is  one  in  a  different  style  from  anj- 
thing  we  have  quoted : — 

**  Within  a  city  One  was  bom  to  toil,    . 

Whose  heart  could  not  mate  with  the  common 

doom. 
To  fall  like  a  spent  arrow  in  the  grave. 
'Mid  the  eternal  hum,  the  boy  clomb  up 
Into  a  shy  and  solitary  youth. 
With  strange  joys  and  strange  sorrows,  oft  to 

tears 
He  was  moved,  he  knew  not  why,  when  he  has 

stood 
Among  the  lengthened  shadows  of  the  eve. 
Such  fueling  overflowed  him  from  the  sky. 
Alone  he  dwelt,  solitary  as  a  star 
Unsphered  and  exiM,  yet  he  knew  no  scorn. 
Once  did  he  say,  *  For  me,  I'd  rather  live 
With  this  weak  human  heart  and  yearning  blood, 
Lonely  as  God,  than  mate  with  barren  souls  ; 
More  brave,  more  beautiful,  than  myself  must  be 
The  man  whom  truly  I  can  call  my  Friend ; 
He  must  be  an  Inspirer,  who  can  draw 
To  higher  heights  of  Being,  and  ever  stand 
O'er  me  in  unreached  beauty,  like  the  moon ; 
Soon  as  he  fail  in  this,  the  crest  and  crown 
Of  noble  friendship,  he  is  naught  to  me. 
What  so  unguessed  as  Death  7    Yet  to  the  dead 
It  lies  as  plain  as  yesterday  to  u^. 
Let  me  go  forward  to  my  grave  alone. 
What  need  have  I  to  linger  by  dry  wells?' 
Books  were  his  chiefest  friends.     In  them  he 

read 
Of  those  great  spirits  who  went  down  like  sans. 
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And  left  apon  the  monntain-tops  of  Death 
A  lififht  that  made  them  lovely.    His  own  heart 
Ma£  him  a  Poet.    Yedterdaj  to  him 
Was  richer  far  than  fifty  years  to  come. 
Alchymist  Memory  turned  his  past  to  gold. 
When  morn  awakes  against  the  dark  wet  earth, 
Back  to  the  morn  she  laughs  with  dewy  sides, 
Up  goes  her  voice  of  larks !     With  like  effect 
Imagination  opened  on  his  life, 
Jl  lay  all  lovely  in  that  rarer  light 

He  was  with  Nature  on  the  sabbath-days. 
Far  from  the  dressed  throngs  and  the  city  bells, 
He  gave  his  hot  brows  to  the  kissing  wind, 
While  restless   thoughts  were  stirring  in   his 

heart. 
*  These  worldly  men  will  kill  me  with   their 

scorns. 
But  Nature  never  mocks  or  jeers  at  me  ; 
Her  dewy  soothings  of  the  earth  and  air 
Do  wean  me  from  the  thoughts  that  mad  my 

brain* 
Onr  interviews  are  stolen.    I  can  look, 
Nature  !  in  thy  serene  and  ffriefless  eyes 
But  at  long  intervals ;  ^et.  Nature !  yet. 
Thy  silence  and  the  fairness  of  thy  face 
Are  present  with  me  in  the  booming  streets. 
Yon  quarry  shattered  by  the  bursting  fire. 
And  disembowelled  by  the  biting  pick, 
Kind  Nature  !  thou  hast  taken  to  thyself; 
Thy  weeping  Aprils  and  soft-blowing  Mays, 
Thy  blossom- buried  Junes,  have  smoothed  its 

scars, 
And  hid  its  wounds  and  trenches  deep  in  flowers. 
So  take  my  worn  and  passion-wasted  heart, 
Maternal  Nature !    Take  it  to  thyself. 
Efface  the  scars  of  scorn,  the  rents  of  hate, 
The  wounds  of  alien  eyes,  visit  my  brain 
With  thy  deep  peace,  fill  with  thy  calm  my 

heart. 
And  the  quick  courses  of  my  human  blood.' 
Thus  would  he  muse  and  wander,  till  the  sun 
Reached  the  red  west,  where  all  the  waiting 

clouds, 
Attired  before  in  homely  dun  and  gray, 
Like  Parasites  that  dress  themselves  in  smiles 
To  feed  a  ffreat  man's  eye,  in  haste  put  on 
Their  purple  mantles  rimmed  with  rasfged  gold. 
And  congregating  in  a  shining  crowd. 
Flattered  the  sinking  orb  with  faces  bright. 
As  slow  he  journeyed  home,  the  wanderer  saw 
The  laboring  fires  come  out  against  the  dark. 
For  with  the  night  the  country  seemed  on  flame ; 
Innumerable  furnaces  and  pits, 
And  gloomy  holds,  in  which  that  bright  slave, 

Fire, 
Doth  pant  and  toil  all  day  and  night  for  man, 
Threw  large  and  angry  lustres  on  the  sky, 
And  shifting  lights  across  the  long  black  roads. 


Dungeoned  in  poverty,  he  saw  afar 

The  shining  peaks  of  fame  that  wore  the  sun. 

Most  heavenly  bright,  they  mocked  him  through 

his  bars. 
A  lost  man  wildered  on  the  dreary  sea. 
When  loneliness  hath  somewhat   touched  his 

brain, 


Doth  shrink  and  ahifMlt  beneath  the  watching 

sky. 
Which  hour  by  hour  more  plainly  doth  express 
The  features  of  a  deadly  enemy, 
Drinking  his  woes  with  a  most  hungry  eye. 
K*en  so,  by  constant  staring  on  his  ills, 
They  grew  worse-featured;  till,  in   his  great 

rage, 
His  spirit,  like  a  roused  sea,  white  with  wrath. 
Struck  at  the  stars.    *  Hold  fast !  Hold  fast !  my 

brain  ! 
Had  I  a  curse  to  kill  with,  by  yon  Heaven  ! 
I'd  feast  the  worms  to-night.'   Dreadfuller  words, 
Whose  Very  terror  blanched  his  conscious  lips, 
He  uttered  in  his  hour  of  agony. 
With  quick  and  subtle  poison  in  his  veins, 
With  madness  burning  in  his  heart  and  brain. 
Wild  words,  like  lightnings,  round  his  pallid  lips, 
He  rushed  to  die  in  the  very  eyes  of  God. 
'Twas  late,  for  as  he  reached  the  open  roads, 
Where  night  was  reddened  by  the  drudging  fires. 
The  drowsy  steeples  tolUd  the  hour  of  One, 
The  city  now  was  lefl  long  miles  behind, 
A  large  black  hill  was  looming  'gainst  the  stars. 
He  reached  its  summit.     Far  above  his  head. 
Up  there  upon  the  stilt  and  mighty  night j 
Gods  name  teas  writ  in  worlds.     Awhile  he 

stood, 
Silent  and  throffbing  like  a  midnight  star. 
He  raised  his  hands.    Alas  !   'twas  not  in  pray- 
er— 
He  long  had  ceased  to  pray.     *  Father,'  he  said, 
*  I  wished  to  loose  some  music  o'er  Thy  world. 
To  strike  from  its  firm  seat  some  hoary  wrong. 
And  then  to  die  in  autumn  with  the  flowers. 
And  leaves,  and  sunshine  I  have  loved  so  well. 
Thou  mightst  have  smoothed  my  way  to  some 

great  end — 
But  wherefore  speak?    Thou  art  the  mighty 

God. 
This  gleaming  wilderness  of  suns  and  worlds 
Is  an  eternal  and  triumphant  hymn. 
Chanted  by  Thee  unto  Thine  own  great  self ! 
Wrapt  in  Thy  skies,  what  were  my  prayers  to 

Thee  ? 
My  pangs  ?    My  tears  of  blood  ?    They  could 

not  move 
Thee  from  the  depths  of  Thine  immortal  dream. 
Thou  hast  forgotten  me,  God  !     Here,  therefore 

here. 
To-night  upon  this  bleak  and  cold  hi II- side. 
Like  a  forsaken  watch-fire  mil  Idie, 
And  as  my  pale  corse  fronts  the  $r|iitering  night, 
It  shall  reproach  Thee  before  all  Thy  worlds.' 
His  death  did  not  disturb  that  ancient  Night. 
Scornfullest  Night !    Over  the  dead  there  hun^ 
Great  gulfs  of  silence,  blue,  and  strewn  with 

stars — 
No  sound — no  motion — in  the  eternal  depths.. 

KDWARD. 

Now,  what  a  sullen-blooded  fool  was  this, 
At  sulks  with  earth  and  Heaven  !     Could  he  not 
Out'iceep  his  passion  tike  a  blustering  day, 
And  be  clear-skied  thereafter  ?    He,  poor  wretch, 
Must  needs  be  famous.    Lord !  how  Poets  geek 
At  Fame,  their  idol.    Call 't  a  wonJbklftvavVwV^^^ 
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Colder  than  lanar  raiobovs,  chaogefaller 
Than  sleeked  purples  on  8  pigevrCs  neek. 
More  transitory  than  a  woman*8  loves, 
The  babbles  of  her  heart — and  yet  each  mocker 
Would  sladly  sell  his  soul  for  one  sweet  crumb 
To  roll  beneath  his  tongue. 

WALTER. 

Alas !  the  youth, 
Eaiuert  aa  flame,  could  not  so  tame  his  heart 
As  to  live  quiet  days  ?     When  the  heart-sick 

Earth 
Turns  her  broad  back  upon  the  gaudy  sun, 
And  sloops  her  weary  frn-ehead  to  the  night. 
To  struggle  with  iter  sorrow  all  alone. 
The  moon,  that  patient  sufferer,  pale  with  pain, 
Presses  her  cold  lips  on  her  sister's  brow, 
Till  she  is  calm.     But  in  his  sorrow's  night 
He  found  no  comforter.     A  man  can  bear 
A  world's  contempt  when  he  has  that  within 
Which  says  he's  worthy — when  he  contemns 

himself, 
There  burns  the  hell.    So  this  wild  youth  was 

foiled 
In  a  great  purpose — in  an  agony. 
In  which  he  learned  to  hate  and  scorn  himself, 
He  foamed  at  God,  and  died." — pp.  131-^. 

There  is  not  a  page  of  this  volume  on 
which  we  cannot  find  some  novel  image, 
some  Shnkspearian  felicity  of  expression,  or 
some  striking  simile.  Our  long  extracts 
have  shown  the  crowded  wealth  of  imagery 
carried  by  his  verse :  we  will  now  select 
some  shorter  passages — every  one  a  gem  : — 

UNREST. 

**  Unrest !  unrest !     The  passion-panting  sea 
Watches  the  unveiled  beauty  of  the  stars 
Like  a  great  hungry  soul.    The  unquiet  c  ouds 
Break  and  dissolve,  then  gather  in  a  mass. 
And  float  like  mighty  icebergs  through  the  blue. 
Summers,  like  blushes,  sweep  the  face  of  earth ; 
Heaven  yearns  in  stars.    Down  comes  the  fran- 
tic rain ; 
We  hear  the  wail  of  the  remorseful  winds 
In  their  strange  penance.     And  this  wretched 

orb 
Knows  not  the  taste' of  rest ;  a  maniac  world, 
Homeless  and  sobbing    through  the  deep  she 
goes." — p.  85. 

▲   CHILD. 

**  Nearer  I  seem  to  God  when  looking  on  thee. 
*Tis  ages  since  he  made  his  youngest  star. 
His  hand  was  on  thee  as  'twere  yesterday. 
Thou  later  Revelation  !     Silver  Stream, 
Breaking  with  laughter  from  the  Jake  divine 
Whence  all  things  flow  /"—pp.  86,  86. 

LISTLESSNESS. 

"  31y  drooping  sails 
Flap  idly  Against  the  mast  of  my  intent, 
I  rot  upon  the  waters  when  my  prow 
Should grale  the  golden  isles.  — p.  104. 


•CSITDDB. 

**  'Twas  here  I  spent  my  youth,  as  far  removed 
From  the  great  heavings,  hopes,  and  fears  of  man, 
Aa  unknown  isle  asleep  in  unknown  seaB."-*p.  178. 

RESOLUTION. 

**  I  will  throw  off  this  dead  and  uf^eleas  past. 
As  a  strong  runner,  straining  for  his  life. 
Unclasps  a  mantle  to  the  hungry  winds. 
A  mighty  purpose  rises  large  and  slow 
From  out  the  fluctuations  of  my  soul. 
As,  gbost-like,/rom  the  dim  avid  tumbling  sea 
Starts  the  completed  moon. " — ift . 

H0PELES8N£S8. 

^  I  see  the  future  stretch 
All  dark  and  barren  as  a  rainy  sea." — p.  83. 

Here  is  a  string  of  pearls : — 

"  The  lark  is  singing  in  the  blinding  sky. 
Hedges  are  white  with  May.    The  brideCToom 
Is  tffying  with  the  shore,  his  wedded  bride. 
And,  in  the  fulness  of  his  marriage  joy. 
He  decorates  her  tawny  brow  with  shells. 
Retires  a  space,  to  see  how  fair  she  looks. 
Then  proud,  runs  up  to  kiss  her.     All  is  fai 
All  glad,  from  grass  to  sun !     Yet  more  I  love 
Than  this,  the  shrinking  day,  that  sometimes  comes 
In  Winter's  front,  so  fair  'monc;  its  dark  peers. 
It  seems  a  straggler  from  the  files  of  June, 
Which  in  its  wanderings  had  lost  its  wits. 
And  half  its  beauty ;  and,  when  it  returned. 
Finding  its  old  companions  gone  away. 
It  joined  November's  troop,  then  marching  past ; 
And  so  the  frail  thing  comes,  and  greets  the  world 
With  a  thin  crazy  smile,  then  bursts  in  tears. 
And  all  the  while  it  holds  within  its  hand 
A  few  half-withered  flowers." — pp.  Ill,  112. 

Bettina  says,  that  Goethe  is  always  great 
upon  the  stars,  as  Homer  is  upon  the  sea. 
Alexander  Smith  seems  to  love  both  with  an 
insatiable  passion,  and  perfectly  marvellous 
it  is  to  see  how  incessantly  they  furnish  him 
with  images  always  new,  always  varied. 
Compare  the  passage  just  quoted,  about  the 
bridegroom  sea,  with  this : — 

"  Better  for  man, 
Were  he  and  Nature  more  familiar  friends  ? 
His  part  is  worst  that  touches  this  base  world. 
Although  the  ocean's  inmost  heart  be  pure. 
Yet  the  salt  fringe  that  daily  licks  the  share 
Is  gross  with  sand." — p.  8. 

Or  this : 

"  If  ye  are  fair, 
Mankind  will  crowd  around  you,  thick  as  when 
The  full-faced  moon  sits  silver  on  the  sea,  ^        * 
The  eager  waves  lift  up  their  gleaming  heads. 
Each  shouldering  for  her  smile." — p.  7. 

Equally  fresh  and  manifold  are  the  images 
with  which  he  invests  those  primeval  themei 
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— Banset  and  moonlight.  By  the  way,  we 
commend  this  ezhaustless  noTelty  on  old 
subjects  to  the  consideration  of  all  who  have 
little  faith  in  the  latent  resources  of  the  hu- 
man mind,  and  who  suspect  that  it  has  done 
its  best  and  greatest  in  literature  and  art. 
Here  are  some  passages  in  which  the  sym- 
bolic descriptions  are  of  startling  aptness 
and  beauty : — 

'         "  One  dreary  morn 
Your  Book  came  to  roe,  and  I  fondled  it, 
As  though  it  were  a  pigeon  Bent  from  thee 
With  love  beneath  its  wing.    I  read  and  read 
Until  the  sun  lifted  his  cloudy  lids 
And  shot  wild  light  along  the  leaffing  deep. 
Then  closed  his  eyes  in  deatli.    I  shed  no  tear, 
1  laid  it  down  in  silence,  and  went  forth 
Burdened  with  its  sad  thoughts :  slowly  I  went; 
And,  as  I  wandered  through  the  deepening  gloom, 
I  saw  the  pale  and  penitential  moon 
Rise  from  dark  waves  that  plucked  at  her,  and  go 
Sorrowful  up  the  sky.'* — p.  196. 

"I  walked  with  him  upon  a  windy  night; 
We  saw  the  streaming  moon  flee  through  the  sky 
Pursued  by  all  the  dark  and  hungry  clouds." — 
p.  186. 

**  Oar  troubled  age  shall  pass,  as  doth  a  day 
That  leaves  the  west  all  crimson  with  the  promise 
Of  the  diviner  morrow,  which  even  then 
Ms  hurrying  up  the  toorWs  great  side  with  light.** 
—p.  105. 

**  The  moon  hides  with  a  cloak  of  tender  light 
A  scarr'd  heart  fed  upon  by  hungry  fires." — p.  89. 

The  imagery  is  sometimes  brief  and  preg- 
nant in  expression,  as  when  he  says : — 

**  And  laughter  fluttered  thro'  their  after  talk 
As  darts  a  bright  bird  in  and  out  the  leaves." 

Or  in  the  Shakspearian  wealth  of  imprisoned 
thought  here : — 

"  I  am  drunk  with  joy. 
This  is  a  royal  hour — the  top  of  life. 
Henceforth   my  path   Hlopes  downward   to  the 
grave." 

In  Currer  Bell's  novel,  "  Shirley,"  there  b 
a  beautiful  passage  describing  an  April  day, 
when  "  a  sunbeam  kissed  the  hill  tops,  mak- 
ing them  smile  in  clear  green  light,  or  when 
a  shower  wept  over  them,  hiding  their  crests 
with  the  low -hanging  dishevelled  tresses  of  a 
cloud  ;"  it  is  probable  that  Alexander  Smith 
may  have  seen  this  passage,  and  that  it  was 
murmuring  indistinctly  in  his  ear  when  he 
wrote  the  following,  for  plagiarism  ia  the  last 
charge  to  be  preferred  against  one  so  opu- 
lent. 

WALTEa. 

**  Poor  child,  poor  child ! 
We  sat  in  dreadful  silence  with  our  sin, 
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Looking  each  other  wildly  in  the  eyes : 
Methought  I  heard  the  gates  of  heaven  close. 
She  Hung  herself  against  me,  burst  in  tears. 
As  a  wave  bursts  in  spray.     She  covered  me 
With  her  wild  sorrow,  as  an  April  cloud 
With  dim  dishevelled  tresses  hiaes  the  hill 
On  which  its  heart  is  breaking.    She  clung  to  roe 
With  piteous  arms,  and  shook  me  with  her  sobs. 
For  she  had  lost  her  world,  her  heaven,  her  God, 
And  now  had  naught  but  me  and  her  great  wrong. 
She  did  not  kill  me  with  a  bingle  word. 
But  once  she  lifted  her  tear^dabbledface — 
Had  hell  gaped  at  my  feet  1  would  nave  leapt 
Into  its  burning  throat,  from  that  pale  look. 
Still  it  pursues  me  like  a  haunting  fiend  : 
It  drives  me  out  to  the  black  moors  at  night, 
Where  I  am  smitten  by  the  hissing  rain. 
And  ruffian  winds,  dii*]odging  from  their  troops, 
Hustle  me  shrieking,  then  with  sudden  turn 
Go  laughing  to  their  fellows.     Merciful  God ! 
It  comes — that  face  again,  that  white^  white  face^ 
Set  in  a  night  of  hair ;  repit>achful  eyes. 
That  make  me  mad.  Oh,  save  me  from  those  eyes ! 
They  will  torment  me  even  in  the  grave. 
And  bum  on  me  in  Tophet. 

GiaL. 
Where  are  you  going  7 

WALTER. 

My  heart's  on  fire,  by  hell,  and  on  I  drive 
To  outer  blackness  like  a  blazing  ship. 

iHe  rushes  away.** 

To  youth  must  be  put  down  a  certain 
carelessness  of  style,  and  occasionally  of 
grammar,  surprising  in  one  so  keenly  alive 
to  the  felicities  of  expression;  there  are 
Scotticisms  and  common-places  no  good 
reader  of  the  proofs  should  have  passed ; 
and  we  were  amazed  to  find  him  on  the  first 
page  using  this  threadbare  image : — 

*'  As  Moses'  serpent  the  Egyptians'  swallowed 
One  passion  eats  the  rest' 

Nevertheless,  the  extracts  we  have  given 
must  have  made  manifest  the  fact,  that  here 
is  a  man  possessing  in  an  unusual  degree  the 
"  vision  and  the  faculty  divine,*'  which,  when 
moved  by  the  momentum  of  ^richer  experi- 
ence, will  create  great  poems.  As  Johnson 
was  wont  to  say,  "  Sir,  a  man  can  onlv  coin 

fuineas  in  proportion  to  his  gold,'^ — the 
nest  faculty  will  be  little  more  than  sterile^ 
unless  it  be  employed  on  the  right  materiaL 
If  a  Phidias  carve  an  image  out  of  clay,  it 
will  perish  like  clay  ;  the  finest  marble  must 
be  under  the  sculptor's  hands,  or  all  hia 
genius  will  be  wasted.  That  Alexander 
Smith  has  the  creative  faculty,  we  cannot 
doubt:  it  remains  for  the  future  to  show 
whether  that  faculty  will  he  exercised  on 
common-place  clay,  or  on  rare  and  priceleaa 
marble. 
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Enoush  literature  is  poor  in  biography. 
It  is  true  we  have  maDj  "  Lives/'  but  not 
many  of  them  are  very  life-like.  Biography- 
writing  is  an  art  little  studied.  The  author 
oftener  thinks  of  himself  than  of  his  subject. 
If  he  be  rhetorically  inclined,  he  does  not  so 
much  desire  to  convey  to  the  reader  an  accu- 
rate picture  of  the  Life  delineated,  as  to  as- 
tonish by  fine  writing  and  beautifully-round- 
ed periods.  These  rhetorical  lives  are  not 
worth  much.  They  may  dazzle,  astonish, 
and  even  instruct,  but  they  do  not  give  us 
what  we  look  for  in  a  biography — a  picture 
of  how  the  man  lived,  how  he  dressed  and 
ate,  what  he  did,  and  what  he  said.  The 
rhetorical  biography  is  a  kind  of  literary 
clothes-horse,  on  which  the  author  exhibits 
himself.  As  for  life,  you  see  little  of  it ;  the 
subject  is  only  taken  as  a  peg  to  hang  fine 
sentences  upon. 

There  are  biographies  of  another  kind — 
men  who  collect  all  the  letters,  memoranda, 
scraps  of  writing,  anecdotes  at  second-hand, 
rumors,  reports,  birth  and  marriage  certifi- 
cates, of  a  distinguished  personage,  and  stow- 
ing them  away  in  a  book,  which  they  *'  edit*' 
as  the  ''Life  and  Letters"  of  such  a  one; 
and  forthwith  a  big  book  is  issued  from  the 
press.  Call  this  a  biography !  It  is  no  such 
thing.  It  is  an  omnium  gatherum,  a  collec- 
tanea, often  a  pile  of  rubbish,  but  not  a  Life. 
We  have  had  many  notable  instances  of  this 
sort  of  manufacture  lately,  the  most  melan- 
choly of  which  was  the  Life  of  Wordeworth, 
by  his  son.  Southey  fared  rather  belter,  but 
his  Life  too  suffered  in  the  ponderous  six  vol- 
umes of  undigested,  though  admirable  mate- 
rials, which  have  recently  been  given  to  the 
world.  Wilberforce's  Life,  though  hand- 
somely paid  for,  was  another  failure,  originat- 
ing in  the  same  causes.  For  sons,  even 
though  they  possess  the  requisite  literary 
ability,  are  the  last  persons  to  write  fairly 
and  dispassionately  the  Lives  of  their  parents. 
They  draw  a  veil  over  those  points  of  charac- 
ter which  the  world  most  wishes  to  see  un- 
vei)ed,  and  which  give  the  chief  interest  to 
a  biography.     They  think  of  their  father's 


I  fair  name,  and  aim  at  reconciling  editorial 
duties  with  filial  love.  And  thus,  often,  the 
pith  of  the  memoir  is  allowed  to  escape. 
Sir  Samuel  Romilly's  life,  by  his  son,  is  one 
of  the  best  that  has  appeared :  but,  fortu- 
nately,  the  father  had  left  behind  him  an  ex- 
cellent autobiography,  which  the  son  allowed 
to  speak  for  itself,  and  there  was  left  little 
more  to  be  desired.  To  this  we  may  add  the 
extremely  interesting  Life  of  Curran,  by  his 
son — one  of  the  best  pieces  of  biography 
which  has  come  to  light  of  recent  years. 

Another  biography  of  a  highly-celebrated 
writer  is  now  in  course  of  publication,  which 
seems  to  have  been  prepared  in  the  same 
hasty  manner.  We  allude  to  the  Zdfe  of 
Moore,  edited  by  Lord  John  Russell.  Here 
we  have,  not  a  life,  but  a  collection  of  mate- 
rials. His  lordship,  greatly  to  his  honor,  has 
taken  the  trouble  of  arranging  the  papers 
which  the  illustrious  poet  left  behind  him, 
and  then  sent  them  so  arranged  to  the  pub- 
lisher.  Mr.  Panizzi,  of  the  British  Museum, 
whose  business  is  to  make  catalogues,  might 
have  done  the  work  as  well :  he  could  have 
arranged  the  papers  for  the  printer.  But  we 
looked  for  a  biography  —  a  picture  of  the 
livinff,  writing,  thinking  man,  by  one  who 
knew  him ;  and  we  have,  instead,  little  more 
than  an  arrangement  of  his  papers  for  pub- 
lication. It  is  true,  Moore  has  left  behind 
him  a  fragment  of  a  diary,  fresh  and  spark- 
ling, which  speaks  for  itself;  but  we  want 
more  than  that,  and  trust  the  noble  editor 
will  yet;  before  he  concludes  his  labors,  supply 
a  portraiture,  without  which  the  biography 
of  the  poet  will  be  incomplete,  and,  in  many 
respects,  only  partially  intelligible. 

It  is  said  that  Johnson,  when  he  heard 
that  Bozzy  intended  to  write  a  Life  of  him, 
threatened  that  he  would  prevent  it  by  taking 
Boswell's  !  This  rage  of  Johnson  was  doubt- 
less caused  by  the  lamentable  manner  in 
which  so  many  great  English  Lives  have  been 
strangled  by  their  biographers.  For,  good 
biographies  are  even  rarer  than  well-spent 
lives ;  and  many  great  men  have  been  strangled 
after  death  by  little  men,  who  have  attempted 
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to  delineate  tbem,  bnt  succeeded  only  in  draw- 
ing their  own  pictures.  Strange  enough  it  is, 
that  Bos  well,  who  was  so  suspected  by  «lohnson 
as  an  incompetent  biographer,  should  have 
left  us  the  most  complete  portraiture  of  a  great 
English,  living  man,  that  is  to  be  found  in 
our  language.  And  yet  Boswell  was  no  dis- 
tinguished litterateur.  Macaulay  contempt- 
uously calls  him  "  a  dunce,  a  parasite,  a  cox- 
comb"— **  one  of  the  smallest  men  that  ever 
lived."  And  yet  this  despised  Boswell  has 
written  the  best  English  biography — a  book 
that  is  worthy  of  a  place  beside  Plutarch. 
How  is  this?  Why,  because  Boswell  related 
that  of  which  he  knew,  and  because  out  of 
the  fulness  of  his  heart  and  memory  his  mouth 
spoke  and  his  pen  wrote.  He  gave  us  a  real 
Life  of  Johnson — told  us  every  minute  detail 
about  him,  even  to  the  kind  of  coat  and  wig 
he  wore — the  tea,  6sh  sauce,  and  veal- pie 
with  plums,  which  he  loved — his  rolling  walk 
and  blinking  eye — his  foibles,  vanities,  and 
prejudices — his  trick  of  touching  the  posts  as 
he  walked,  and  his  superstition  about  entering 
a  house  with  the  right  foot  first — his  habit 
of  picking  up  and  treasuring  by  him  scraps 
of  orange-peel — his  gruntings — his  vehe- 
ment "you  lie,  Sir!" — his  whirldwind  elo- 
quence— his  fits  of  rage — his  penitence — 
his  gloomy  moroseness,  and  sometimes  his  un- 
controllable laughter.  In  fact,  you  have  the 
man  as  he  lived,  written  down  by  one  who 
followed  him  like  his  shadow  ;  or  rather,  who 
daguerreotyped  him  for  us  in  sun-pictures 
which  shall  live  forever  in  English  biography. 
And  not  only  is  Johnsbn  delineated  as  he  lived 
in  Boswell's  pages,  but  by  far  the  most  charac- 
teristic traits  in  the  life  of  Oliver  Goldsmith — 
those  which  inform  us  as  to  the  life,  and  char- 
acter, and  dress,  and  conversation,  of  that 
simple-minded  being — are  also  to  be  found 
recorded  there.  And  so  of  many  others  of 
Johnson's  distinguished  contemporaries,  of 
whom,  but  for  James  Boswell,  we  should 
now  have  known  comparatively  little. 

Carlyle,  in  his  admirable  article  on  Samuel 
Johnson,  originally  published  in  Fraser,  has 
done  much  to  rescue  Boswell  from  the  oblo- 
quy and  contempt  which  recent  commentators 
have  sought  to  cast  upon  his  name.  True,  he 
was  a  weak,  vain  man — something  of  sl  flun- 
key. Yet  was  he  a  hero-worshipper.  He 
might  not  have  the  capacity  of  being  a  nota- 
ble man  himself;  but  he  admired  all  such, 
and  Samuel  Johnson  was  the  hero  whom  he 
idolized.  The  man  who  had  in  him  this  in- 
tense admiration  of  a  character  such  as  John- 
son's could  not  be  so  utterly  worthless.  "  It 
is/'  says  Carlyle,  *'  one  of  the  strangest  phe- 


nomena of  the  past  century,  that  at  a  time 
when  the  old  reverent  feeling  of  discipleship 
(such  as  brought  men  from  far  countries, 
with  rich  gifts  and  prostrate  souls  to  the  feet 
of  the  Prophets),  bad  passed  utterly  away 
from  men's  practical  (experience,  and  was  no 
longer  surmised  to  exist  (as  it  does)  perennial, 
indestructible,  in  man's  inmost  heart,  James 
Boswell  should  have  b<^en  the  individual,  of 
all  others,  predestined  to  recall  it,  in  such 
singular  guise,  to  the  wondering,  and,  for  a 
long  while,  laughing  and  unrecognizing  world. 
The  worship  of  Johnson  was  his  grand,  ideal, 
voluntary  business.  Does  not  the  frothy- 
hearted  yet  enthusiastic  man,  doffing  his 
advocate- wig,  regularly  take  post  and  hurry 
up  to  London,  for  the  sake  of  his  sage  chiefly, 
as  to  a  Feast  of  Tabernacles,  the  Sabbath  of 
his  whole  year  ?  The  plate-licker  and  wine- 
bibber  dives  into  Bolt  Court  to  sip  muddy 
coffee  with  a  cynical  old  man,  and  a  sour-tem- 
pered blind  old  woman  (feeling  the  cups, 
whether  they  are  full,  with  her  finger),  and 
patiently  endures  contradictions  without  end; 
too  happy  so  be  may  but  be  allowed  to  listen 
and  live.  Nay,  it  does  not  appear  that  vulgar 
vanity  could  ever  have  been  much  flattered  by 
Boswell's  relation  to  Johnson.  Mr.  Croker 
says,  Johnson  was,  to  the  last,  little  regarded 
by  the  great  world  ;  from  which,  for  a  vulgar 
vanity,  all  honor,  as  from  a  fountain,  descends. 
Bozzy,  even  among  Johnson's  friends  and 
special  admirers,  seems  rather  to  have  been 
laughed  at  than  envied  ;  his  officious,  whisk- 
ing, consequential  ways,  the  daily  reproofs 
and  rebuffs  he  underwent,  could  gain  from 
the  world  no  golden,  but  only  leaden,  opinions. 
His  devout  discipleship  seemed  nothing  more 
than  a  mean  spanielship  in  the  general  eye. 
.  .  .  There  is  much  lying  yet  undeveloped  in 
the  love  of  Boswell  for  Johnson.  A  cheering 
proof,  in  a  time  which  else  utterly  wanted 
and  still  wants  such,  that  living  Wisdom  is 
quite  infinitely  precious  to  man,  is  the  symbol 
of  the  Godlike  to  him,  which  even  weak  eyes 
may  discern  ;  that  loyalty,  discipleship,  all 
that  was  ever  meant  by  hero  worship,  lives 
perennially  in  the  human  bosom,  and  waits, 
even  in  these  dead  days,  only  for  occasions 
to  unfold  it,  and  inspire  all  men  with  it,  and 
again  make  the  world  alive  1  James  Boswell 
we  can  regard  as  a  practical  witness  (or  real 
martyr)  to  this  high,  everlasting  truth." 

It  was  through  this  intense  admiration  for 
Johnson,  that  Boswell  was  enabled  to  produce 
his  life-breathing  biography ;  and  although 
many  great  literary  men  have  lived  since  his 
time,  they  have  been  able  to  ^rodvkc^  tioNJcj^^v^ 
equal  to  \V.    "^e  ^«.tv\.  mw^^wx^s. — ^vafe\^ 
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with  a  heart  and  an  eje  to  discern  character 
and  to  recognize  wisdom — with  free  insight, 
simple  love,  and  childlike  open-mindedness. 
We  have  more  than  enough  of  rhetorical  and 
didactic  talent,  but  in  biography  it  is  out  of 
place.  We  want  faithful  delineations  of  char- 
acter, which  is  nature  in  its  highest  form ; 
and  it  is  matter  for  thankfulness  that  brilliant 
powers  are  not  needed  for  its  true  appreciv 
lion.  Your  Bozzies  are  the  best  historians  of 
their  age,  and  often  teach  us  more  than 
Hume  or  Robertson  can  do.  Even  the  garru- 
lous Samuel  Pepys  may  tell  us  more  of  the 
real  life  of  his  **  Own  Times"  than  a  Burnet 
or  a  Swift. 

What  would  we  not  give  for  a  Bozzy's 
account  of  Shakspeare? — Shakspeare,  the 
man  of  men,  of  whose  private  life  so  little  is 
known?  Indeed,  his  only  autobiography  is 
to  be  found  in  his  sonnets.  But  we  should 
like  to  know  how  Shakspeare  lived,  how  he 
dressed,  even  what  kiud  of  stockings  he 
wore,  what  were  his  habits,  his  times  of  ris- 
ing up  and  lying  down,  whether  he  wrote  in 
dressing-gown  and  slippers,  how  he  worked 
and  fared,  who  his  companions  and  friends 
were,  and,  above  all,  what  was  his  talk  and 
familiar  conversation,  what  were  hia  specu- 
lations about  life  and  death,  and  wealth  and 
poverty,  and  what  was  the  daily  life  of  the 
men  and  women  about' him.  We  have  only 
occasional  glimpses  of  these  subjects  in  his 
noble  works ;  but  then,  to  have  bis  familiar 
talk  jotted  down  for  us,  his  recollections  of 
his  boyhood  and  of  his  adventures  in  the 
woods  of  Charlecote;  and  then  his  struggles 
amid  London  life — how  he  took  to  the  stage, 
what  was  his  history  there,  how  he  worked 
his  way  up  to  proprietorship  in  the  Black- 
friars  theatre,  what  was  his  life  when  he 
went  back,  full  of  deep- welling  thoughts,  to 
that  quiet  country  life  at  Slratford-on-Avon, 
where  he  died — who  would  not  wish  to  have 
all  this  related  to  him,  as  Boswell  has  related 
the  story  of  Johnson's  career  ?  But,  as  it 
is,  Shakspeare 's  life  is  written  in  his  works ; 
and  more  than  they  tell  us  we  can  scarcely 
be  said  to  know.  About  all  such  great  men 
there  is  the  most  natural  desire  to  know 
much.  The  world's  eyes  are  turned  to  them. 
We  want  to  know  their  individuality  and 
manner  of  existence,  which  may  often  be  full 
of  pro6t  and  instruction  for  us.  But  we  are 
curious  also  as  to  their  features,  and  looks, 
and  dress,  and  sayings,  and  even  their  most 
indifferent  actions — the  record  of  which  only 
Bozzies  can  duly  note  for  our  satisfaction. 
Your  "distinguished  writers"  have  rarely 
e/es  for  such  small  matter.    They  are  so  apt 


to  make  the  subject  of  their  book  a  mirror  in 
which  they  wish  to  see  themselves.  The 
lives  they  write  are  not  biographies,  so  much 
as  the  dry  bones  of  a  body,  which  should 
have  been  alive.  It  is  only  the  loving,  gos- 
siping Bozzies  who  can  adequately  satisfy  us 
about  the  matters  we  are  most  desirous  to 
know. 

Autobiographies  are  very  instructive ;  in- 
deed, Johnson  has  said  that  every  man's  life 
may  be  best  written  by  himself.  But  those 
who  write  their  own  lives  are  apt  to  omit  the 
very  things  in  which  the  world  takes  most 
interest.  A  man  is  not  always  the  best 
judge  himself.  He  is  disposed  to  paint  him- 
self en  beau;  otherwise  he  were  scarcely 
human.  Rousseau  is  the  only  writer  who 
has  been  honest  in  this  respect,  and  there 
may  have  been  an  affectation  in  his  confes- 
sion of  faults,  not  altogether  truthful.  Hear 
Rousseau  himself  on  this  point: — 

"  No  one  can  write  a  man's  life  so  well  as 
himself.  His  interior  being,  his  true  life,  is 
known  to  himself  alone ;  but,  in  writing,  he 
disguises  it;  under  the  name  of  a  Life  he 
makes  an  apology ;  he  shows  himself  as  he 
would  like  to  be  seen,  but  not  at  all  as  he 
is.  The  sincere  are  more  or  less  truthful  in 
what  they  say,  but  they  are  more  or  less 
false  through  reservations;  and  what  thej 
conceal  has  such  a  bearing  on  what  they 
avow,  that,  in  telling  only  a  part  of  the  truth, 
they  in  reality  say  nothing.  I  place  Mon- 
taigne at  the  head  of  these  false  sincere 
writers,  who  would  deceive  you  even  in  re- 
lating what  is  true.  He  paints  himself  with 
his  faults,  but  then  they  are  only  amiable 
ones ;  there  is  no  man  who  has  not  hateful 
faults  too.  Montaigne  paints  himself  like, 
but  only  in  profile.  Who  knows  but  that 
some  gash  on  the  cheek,  or  a  cast  in  the  eye, 
on  the  side  concealed  from  us,  would  not 
have  totally  altered  the  expression  of  the 
countenance  V* 

A  man  cannot  speak  freely  of  himself  in 
his  autobiography.  As  the  old  Highland 
proverb  has  it — **  Were  the  best  man's  faults 
written  on  his  forehead,  he  would  pull  bis 
bonnet  over  his  brow."  Could  you  expect 
him  to  put  them  in  his  biography  ?  And 
Voltaire  has  observed  in  the  same  spirit, 
**  Every  man  has  a  wild  beast  within  him. 
Few  know  how  to  chain  him.  The  greater 
number  give  him  the  rein  except  when  the 
fear  of  the  law  holds  them  back."  Yoa 
cannot  expect  men  to  tell  you  honestly  how 
they  manage  with  their  *•  wild  beast."  We 
would  rather  believe  in  the  Bozzy,  to  the  ex- 
tent of  his  observation. 
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Of  recent  biographies,  Carlyle's  Lift  of 
Sterling,  and  Disraeli's  Life  of  Lord  George 
JBeniinck,  furnish  apposite  illustrations.  The 
former  is  a  real,  living  portrait ;  it  lets  you 
into  the  actual  life  of  an  earnest  man — paints 
him  as  he  lived,  and  thought,  and  worked ; 
it  is  a  life  worthy  of  Plutarch.  The  latter — 
the  life  of  Lord  George  Bentinck — is  a  po- 
litical pamphlet  rather  than  a  life.  There  is 
here  and  there  to  be  found  a  little  of  the  bio- 
graphic lath  and  plaster ;  but  we  will  ven- 
ture to  say  that  a  better  idea  of  Lord  George 


Bentinck  as  a  man  might  be  obtained  from  a 
brief  conversation  with  one  of  his  servants 
or  grooms  than  from  this  so-called  biography. 
It  is  a  mere  clothes-horse,  on  which  Mr.  Dis- 
raeli displays  his  collection  of  political  wares. 
It  is  little  better  than  rechauffie  of  Hansard : 
certainly  it  is  not  the  Life  of  Lord  George 
Bentinck, 

The  French  greatly  excel  us  in  biography 
and  memoirs ;  but  this  topic  we  reserve  for 
some  future  number. 


•*** 
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The  most  futile  of  all  attempts,  whether 
in  politics,  or  in  taste,  is  to  resuscitate  the 
past.  The  past  may  have  been  very  good, 
very  exemplary,  very  sublime,  very  praise- 
worthy, but  whatever  it  was,  it  is  past,  and 
cannot  be  resuscitated.  And  all  attempts  to 
revive  a  system  of  government,  or  a  peculiar 
aspect  of  religion,  a  phase  of  taste,  as  they 
occurred  centuries  ago,  have  always,  and 
must  always  prove  a  failure.  Take  the  pres- 
ent as  it  is,  and  anything  may  be  made  out 
of  it.  A  despotism  may  be  made  out  of  a 
republican  society,  and  purity  may  be  awak- 
ened amongst  the  most  thoughtless  and  suf- 
fering people,  but  to  do  this  one  must  take 
things  as  they  are,  and  start  from  the  new 
point,  instead  of  foolishly  trying  back  for  an 
old  one. 

The  ultra  party,  which  came  back  with 
the  Bourbons,  would  never  understand  this. 
They  not  only  wanted  France  to  be  mo- 
narchic, but  monarchic  as  it  was  in  1780, 
which  was  an  impossibility.  They  therefore 
brought  back  all  the  etiquette  and  pride,  and 
obstruction  of  the  old  Court,  with  none  of 
its  fascinations  and  splendor.  Pages  might 
be  written  illustrative  of  them,  but  no  num- 
ber of  pages,  or  variety  of  anecdotes,  could 
depict  it  so  strongly,  as  one  very  trifling  cir- 
cumstance. One  of  the  greatest  changes  in 
the  internal  arrangement  of  the  Tuileries 
effected  by  Napoleon,  was  the  same,  indeed, 
which  had  taken  place  in  all  French  houses, 
viz.,  the  establishment  of  a  sane  and  well- 
ordered  system  of  water-closets.  One  of 
the  first  acts  of  the  Bourbons  on  re-entering 


the  Tuileries,  was  to  order  them  all  to  be 
removed,  as  an  innovation  on  ancient  eti- 
quette, and  on  the  ancient  regime  / 

There  was  little  to  alter  in  the  ch&teaa, 
however,  except  the  erasure  of  the  bees,  and 
the  substitution  of  the  fleur-de-lis.  There 
was  a  careful  alteration  of  names,  but  of  even 
these,  some  could  not  be  changed.  The 
great  square  hall  at  the  top  of  the  staircase, 
ornamented  with  pictures  of  the  living  mar* 
shals  (when  dead  their  effigies  are  transferred 
to  the  Invalides),  still  retamed  its  title  of  the 
Salle  des  Mar^chaux.  This  the  Swiss  guards 
tried  to  defend  on  the  10th  of  August,  since 
when,  many  as  have  been  the  dynasties  de- 
throned, no  guard  royal  or  imperial  ever  de- 
fended the  palace  of  the  Sovereign. 

There  were  no  festivities  in  the  Tuileries 
until  the  Due  de  Bern  was  married.  The 
Duchess  of  Angoul^me  was  occupied  with 
works  of  charity,  on  which,  indeed,  she  ex- 
pended her  allowance.  Of  every  letter  or 
petition  that  she  received,  she  tore  off  the 
seal  and  threw  it  into  a  basket,  and  the  con- 
tents were  regularly  sold  and  converted  to 
pious  uses.  The  Duchess  knew  nobody  in 
France.  She  tried  hard  to  learn  a  little  of 
society,  of  who  different  ladies  were,  with 
their  characters  and  leanings.  But  the  per- 
sons she  applied  to  to  furnish  her  with  such 
necessary  information,  were  selfish  and  ma- 
lignant, and  the  Duchess's  receptions  became 
often  an  insult,  not  a  compliment,  even  to 
those  the  least  deserving  of  such  vengeance. 
The  Duchess  of  Bern  came  of  a  different 
school,  from  N&i^U«,  \^^  Vi»xV^^  ^\  ^.kasi^s^ 
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true  or  false.  She  was  as  inclined  to  be  in- 
dulgent, as  the  Duchess  of  Angouldme  was 
to  be  severe.  But  the  pregnancy  of  the 
Duchess  of  Berri,  so  fraught  with  joy  to  the 
royalists,  was  at  the  same  time  a  continual 
source  of  terror.  The  attempts  upon  her 
life,  and  upon  that  she  was  about  to  bear, 
were  frequent,  and  party  did  not  shrink  from 
employing  petards  with  so  base  a  purpose. 
This  very  naturally  exasperated  the  royal- 
ists, and  drove  them  from  tolerating  litera- 
ture or  politics,  or  trying  conciliation  in  so- 
cial life,  when  the  Due  de  Bern's  murder 
brought  matters  to  a  climax,  and  forced  Louis 
the  Eighteenth  to  put  himself  into  the  hands 
of  the  ultras.  Resentment  was  then  the 
only  thought  at  Court,  nor  did  the  lamenta- 
tions cease  till  the  Due  d'Angouleme*s  tri- 
umphant march  through  Spain  changed  it 
into  confidence  and  exultation.  The  few 
pictures  that  Louis  the  Eighteenth  ordered 
(he  cared  not  for  the  arts)  was  the  capture 
of  the  Trocadero — Delaval  painted  it.  It 
became  one  of  the  few  pictures  that  orna- 
mented the  Tuileries,  and  was  destroyed  by 
the  mob  in  1830. 

From  1824  the  Duchess  of  Berri  gathered 
influence.  Her  son  and  daughter  were  grown 
up.  Her  conduct  was  irreproachable,  but 
still  there  were  youth  and  spirit  about  her, 
which  attracted  the  young  of  both  sexes, 
and  she  made  friends,  which  afterwards 
served  her  in  her  adventurous  expeditions. 
The  Due  de  Berri,  after  his  marriage,  had 
lived  at  the  Elys^o,  but  after  his  death  his 
widow  retired  to  the  Pavilion  de  Flore,  and 
there  by  degrees  gathered  around  her  a  lit- 
tle Court,  that  was  not  silenced  by  the  grav- 
ity of  the  Duchess  of  Angoulc^me.  There 
never  were  two  people  more  like  than  the 
Duchess  of  Berri  and  Mademoiselle  Dejazet, 
the  actress,  like  in  feature,  like  in  spirit,  like 
in  rouge.  It  may  be  .-imagined  that  a  Court 
thus  presided  over,  bade  fair  to  be  a  gay 
one. 

No  one  has  yet  written  the  life  of  the 
Duchess  of  Berri,  or  given  a  picture  either 
of  her  society  at  the  Tuileries  or  her  adven- 
tures in  La  Vendee.  At  least,  very  few  and 
very  meagre  sketches  have  appeared.  Even 
Lamartine,  who  has  confined  his  volumes  on 
the  Restoration  to  much  of  Jerome's  anec- 
dotes and  personal  portraiture,  too  much  re- 
spected the  Duchess  of  Berri,  as  still  living, 
to  make  free  with  her  name  and  life.  But 
whilst  throwing  a  veil  over  the  inhabitants 
of  one  wing  of  the  Tuileries,  he  has  left  a 
most  vivid  picture  of  all  that  passed  on  the 
other.     One  may  say,  that  he  has  applied  a 


photographic  machine>  to  those  interviews 
between  Louis  the  Eighteenth  and  Madame 
Du  Cayla,  which  he  depicts  with  so  much 
unction  and  decorum.     The  truth  was,  that 
Louis  the  Eighteenth  was  so  weary  of  life 
and  so  sickened  after  his  being  compelled  to 
get  rid  of  M.  Decazes  with  the  grands  seig- 
neurs, the  grandes   dames,   and    the    high 
priests,  whom  his  brother  would  alone  toler- 
ate at  the  Tuileries,  that  Louis  the  Eight- 
eenth would  do  nothing  for  any  of  theno. 
Deprived  of  the  use  of  his  limbs,  of  the  en- 
joyment of  his  faculties,  and  even  of  his  will, 
the  poor  king  lay  or  sat  like  a  huge   hulk* 
offering  nothmg  but  a  passive  resistance  to 
the  sea  of  courtiers  around  him.    He  became 
unmanageable,  pretty  much  as  the  late  Em- 
peror of  Austria  was,  except  that  the  latter 
was  from  his  birth  idiotic,  and  that  Louis 
the  Eighteenth  was  an  homme  d'esprit,  of 
whose  bodily  infirmities  his  brother  took  ad- 
vantage, to  coerce  him.     The  same  remedy 
was  applied  in  both  cases.     A  Tyrolese  wo- 
man was  found,  who  exercised  a  kind  of  fas- 
cination over  the  Emperor  Ferdinand,  and  at 
her  bidding   he  signed    papers  and   went 
through  the  formal  duties  of  royalty.     Ma- 
dame Du  Cayla  was  introduced  to  Louis  the 
Eighteenth  and  obtained  the  same  influence 
over  him.    In  both  cases  the  relatives  of  the 
monarch,  his  old  courtiers,  and  the  priest- 
hood got  possession  of  the  moving  power, 
and  influenced  the  monarch  through  her. 

Louis  the  Eighteenth  devoted  his  Wed- 
nesdays to  Madame  Du  Cayla.  On  that  day 
no  one  but  herself  was  allowed  to  penetrate 
into  his  cabinet,  and  when  she  retired  in  the 
evening  she  was  observed  to  carry  with  her 
through  the  Salle  des  Gardes — for  she  loved 
concealment — a  bag  containing  fifty  thousand 
francs.  Lamartine  considers  Louis  the  Eigh- 
teenth and  Madame  Du  Cayla  as  a  pair  of 
saints,  and  there  seems  to  have  been  nothing 
faulty  in  their  connection.  But  it  made  the 
Salle  des  Gardes  laugh  and  gave  birth  to  a 
host  of  anecdotes.  The  keeper  of  the  seals, 
Peyronnet,  once  approached  the  monarch, 
who  was,  as  then  usual,  slumbering  in  his 
chair.  Louis,  startled,  exclaimed  the  name 
of  Madame  Du  Cayla,  which  was  Zoe.  Pey- 
ronnet was  indiscreet  enough  to  tell  the 
story,  and  he  gained  from  it  a  sobriquet.  He 
was  called  Robinson  Cruzoe.  But  one  must 
be  almost  a  Frenchman  to  understand  the 
pun. 

Nothing  so  perplexed  and  annoyed  the 
Duchess  d'Angouleme  and  the  Count  d'Ar- 
tois  in  the  last  months  of  Louis  the  Eigh- 
teenth's life,  as  his  obstinacy  in  refusing  to 
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receive  the  archbishop  and  to  submit  to  the 
ceremonies  which  the  Catholic  Church  im- 
poses upon  dying  moments.  He  refused,  as 
a  condemned  man  would  the  visit  of  the 
executioner.  At  length  Madame  Du  Cayla 
induced  him  to  consent,  and  in  so  doing 
closed  the  door  of  the  King's  apartment 
against  her  for  the  rest  of  her  days.  Louis, 
grateful,  made  a  will  in  her  favor  and  left  it 
on  his  desk.  But  Charles  the  Tenth  en- 
tered his  brother's  cabinet,  carried  off  all 
the  papers,  burnt  the  will,  and  made  a  beg- 
garly compensation  to  Madame  Du  Cay  la  of 
a  thousand  a  year  for  her  life. 

Singular  to  say,  Charles  the  Tenth  began 
his  reign  liberally  and  gaily.  He  restored 
the  liberty  of  the  press ;  he  restored  his 
apanage  and  rank  to  the  Duke  of  Orleans. 
He  courted  popularity,  and  it  was  really  not 
his  hatred  of  the  people  or  theirs  of  him 
that  drove  him  to  extremes.  This  was  done 
by  the  royalists  themselves,  who  went  into 
opposition  because  they  were  indulged  with 
office  and  with  power.  The  great  fault  of 
Charles  the  Tenth  was  his  not  knowing  how 
to  manage  a  Court.  He  was  austere,  too 
much  given  to  priestly  solemnity.  Could  he 
have  gathered  his  Court  around  him,  given 
f^tes,  and  fallen  somewhat  into  the  ways  of  the 
ancient  monarch,  he  might  win  over  those 
rovalists  in  his  chamber  who  joined  the  libe- 
rals against  him.  He  summoned  Prince 
Polignac  in  anger,  gave  up  everything  to  his 
gendarme,  and  retired  with  the  Court  to  St. 
Cloud.  There  was  the  royal  residence  when 
the  Ordonnances  appeared. 

But  it  was  from  the  Tuileries,  nevertheless, 
that  Marmont  issued  his  orders  for  putting 
dowm  the  insurrection.  The  struggle  of 
1830  began,  in  fact,  between  the  people, 
excited  to  revolution  heat  in  the  Palais  Royal, 
and  crowded  colonnades  of  the  Th^&tre 
Fran^ais,  whilst  the  royalist  officers  and  Hat 
major  in  the  neighboring  wings  that  stretch 
from  the  Tuileries,  were  provoked  and  sent 
the  lancers  to  charge  them.  This  was  the 
evening  of  the  27  th. 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  29th  the  populace 
burst  into  the  Tuileries,  from  whence  merely 
a  few  shots  were  fired.  One  of  them  hap- 
pened to  strike  a  youth  of  the  Polytechnic 
school,  who  was  leading  the  assault.  The 
victors  carried  him  in  with  them,  and  placed 
him,  dying,  on  the  throne,  and  in  the  actual 
chair  in  the  throne-room  where  Charles  the 
Tenth  had  so  lately  sat.  It  was  thus  dyed 
with  the  blood  of  the  popular  hero,  ere  it 
was  broken  to  pieces  and  its  tapestried  cover 
torn  down. 


There  was  an  enthusiasm  of  honesty  id 
those  who  first  invaded  the  Tuileries.  Any 
who  attempted  to  plunder,  were  certain  to 
be  shot,  as  was  the  case  with  the  poor  devil 
who  had  secreted  a  huge  pair  of  scissors, 
and  tried  to  get  off  on  the  pretext 
that  it  was  a  weapon.  There  was  a 
very  large  sum  of  money  in  one  of  the  cel- 
lars, but  none  were  broken  open,  at  least 
on  the  first  day.  By  degrees,  however,  all 
those  who  had  families,  business,  or  home 
elsewhere,  evacuated  the  palace,  but  a  large 
body  remained  behind,  who  had  none  of  these 
things,  raggedy  homeless  wretches,  who  thus 
succeeded  to  the  Bourbon  kings  in  the  old 
palace  of  the  race.  They  even  found  a 
commander,  pretended  to  form  a  corps,  and 
posted  guards,  armed  either  with  lances  or 
muskets,  at  the  different  gates  and  exits, 
letting  none  enter  without  the  password. 
The  same  band  kept  possession  of  the  ^uil* 
eries-grarden.  The  leader  of  these  fellows 
had  apparently  but  a  shabby  uniform,  and 
the  Tuileries  possessed  no  store  of  such 
clothes.  He  therefore  donned  a  flowered 
silk  rohe  de  ckambre  of  Charles  the  Tenth, 
and  wrote  his  orders  from  a  silken  canopy. 
The  cock  of  the  band  was  a  wonderful  fel- 
low, who  robed  himself  in  some  feminine 
garments,  and  who  proceeded  to  make  a 
wondrous  cuisine.  The  next  day  some  au- 
thorities bade  the  occupants  of  the  Tuileries 
to  dislodge.  They  presented  lances  and 
bayonets  and  refused.  Guards  were  then 
placed  outside  to  prevent  all  ingress,  and  it 
was  proposed  to  starve  them  into  surrender. 
On  this  they  threatened  to  burn  the  ch&teau. 
What  was  to  be  done  ?  Some  of  the  Poly- 
technians,  and  of  the  young  fellows,  who 
afterwards  formed  the  Garde  Mobile,  offered 
to  march  to  the  assault  of  the  ch&teau.  This 
offer  was  accepted.  They  were  marshalled 
for  the  purpose,  and  the  fellows  inside  were 
summoned  for  the  last  time  to  surrender. 
Surrender  they  would  not,  but  they  professed 
their  willingness  to  treat.  The  negotiation 
lasted  many  anxious  hours,  and  the  Carousel 
was  thronged  with  spectators,  who  came  to 
see  the  ch&teau  carried  by  assault.  The 
chief  condition  they  insisted  on  was  the  lib- 
erty of  marching  out  in  a  body  without  any 
of  them  being  searched.  Amidst  the  boasted 
honesty  and  boasted  courage  of  the  time 
these  conditions  were  granted  them,  and 
about  one  hundred  and  fifty  ruffians  marched 
with  all  the  portable  spoil  of  the  Tuileries, 
and  thereby  with  all  the  honors  of  war.  . 
Some  of  the  rascals  remained  behind,  and 
taunted  the    maraudeta   ^^  \.V!w^\x  \BKSi>^^^ 
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qualities  of  patriots  and  burglars.  But  the 
National  Guard  erecting  its  head  quarters  in 
the  ch&teau,  cleared  it  by  degrees  even  of 
the  dregs  of  its  late  occupants. 

After  a  few  months'  hesitation  and  timidity, 
Louis  Philippe  took  up  his  station  in  Louis 
Dix-huit's  easy  chair,  although  even  then 
Queen  Amelia  resisted  long  that  final,  and 
what  she  thought  thnt  fatal,  move. 

The  revolution  of  July  has  been  most 
graphically  told  by  Dumas,  who  has  repro- 
duced and  re- introduced  his  Trots  Mousque- 
taires,  or  at  least  two  of  them  in  the  persons 
of  the  two  youths  of  the  Polytechnic  school, 
Charras  and  Lothon.  The  pictures  are  in 
general  true,  though  Dumas,  strangely 
enough,  gives  them  the  air  of  fable.  He  has 
preserved  two  most  excellent  and  striking 
anecdotes.  Some  of  the  richest  scenes  of 
those  days  took  place  in  the  council  cham- 
ber, which  are  well  known  and  universally 
recounted.  How  good  is  the  following  an- 
swer of  Louis  Philippe  to  Dupin.  The  latter 
oame  up  to  the  King,  much  huflfed  and  in- 
dignant from  some  cause,  no  doubt  for  not 
being  consulted,  which,  as  member  of  the 
cabinet,  sans  portefeuilUy  he  felt  himself  en- 
titled to  be.  "  I  fear,  sire,"  said  Dupin, 
*•  we  cannpt  live  or  set  up  our  horses  to- 
gether any  longer." — **  I  have  been  of  this 
opinion  myself  a  long  time,  M.  Dupin,"  said 
the  monarch ;  '*  but  I  had  not  the  courage 
to  express  it." 

It  was  droll  enough,  the  succeeding  minis- 
tries of  the  two  bankers,  neither  of  whom 
knew  aught  of  true  politics  and  who  had  but 
one  idea  each,  Laffitte  that  of  going  on,  and 
Perrier  that  of  stopping  short. 

In  the  first  year  of  Louis  Philippe's  reii^n 
and  residence  at  the  Tuileries,  any  one  could 
mount  the  royal  staircase  on  reception  even- 
ings, and  that  was  almost  eyfery  evening,  give 
his  name  to  the  huisswr^  and  walk  or  take 
part  in  the  business  or  the  converse  of  the 
hour.  His  Majesty  was  not  the  least  sur- 
prised at  seeing  a  visitor  whom  he  had  not 
the  honor  of  knowing.  Nor  was  there  a 
master  of  the  ceremonies  to  ask  the  imperti- 
nent question  of,  what  brought  him  there  ? 
Indeed,  a  National  Guard's  uniform  was  a 
passport  anywhere.  These  citizen  soldiers 
alone  kept  guard  over  the  palace ;  and  for  a 
long  time  the  officers  on  duty  dined  at  the 
royal  table.  The  King,  however,  who  picked 
his  crown  out  of  the  dust,  and  got  his  for- 
tune by  negotiation  with  the  vilest  rabble, 
set  quietly,  gradually  but  carefully  to  polish 
the  one,  set  the  other  to  rights,  and  restore 
respect  to  both.    Bat  the  expense  of  keeping 


royal  house  frightened  him.    Louis  Philippe 
was  a  man  who  could  throw  away  a  million 
upon  masons,  whilst  he  grudged  francs  to 
cook  and  proveditore.     He  accordingly  intro- 
duced into  the  Tuileries  the  rule,  which  he 
had  observed  in  the  Palais  Royal,  that  of 
paying  for  banqueting  expenses  at  so  much 
a  head,  and  contracting  with  a  restaurateur 
to  do  it.     Even  the  expenses  of  the  Prince's 
eafi  and  eggs  were  taxed  and  arranged  in 
the  same  precise  and  economic  fashion.    It 
was  debated,  which  did  least  honor  to  the 
royal  palace,  the  elder  Bourbons,  who  from 
ideas  of  majesty  refused  to  allow  any  one  to 
dine  with  them,  or  the  younger  Bourbon, 
who  invited  every  one  to  dine  with  him,  bat 
who  gave  no  more  sumptuous  repast  than 
could  be  procured  at  three  francs  a  head. 
As  kings,  however,  do  not  go  out  into  mixed 
company,  Louis  Philippe's  plan  had  the  ad- 
vantage of  putting  him  in  communication 
with  all  persons  worth  conversing  with  ;  and 
for  the  first  years  of  his  reign  no  one  could 
be  better  or  more  fully  informed.    Latterly, 
as  Louis  Philippe  grew  old  and  testy  and 
economic,  and  infirm,  and  shrunk  from  seeing 
any  one  save  old  acquaintances,  he  became 
so  little  aware  of  what  was  passing  even 
astride  his  door,  that  February,  1848,  took 
him  completely  by  surprise. 

One  of  the  most  striking  scenes  in  the  later 
numbers  of  Dumas'  Memoirs,  is  that  where 
the  deputation,  in  July,  1830,  goes  to  Neuillj 
to  offer  the  crown  to  Louis  Philippe,  who 
was  absent.  The  deputation  could  only  find 
Louis  Philippe's  wife  and  sister.  Queen 
Amelia  and  Madame  Adelaide.  The  former 
indignantly  refused  the  crown  in  her  has- 
band's  name,  but  the  latter  with  eagerness 
and  adroitness  accepted  it.  This  sufficiently 
marks  the  difference  between  the  two  women, 
— the  one  desirous  of  keeping  Louis  Philippe 
a  Bourbon  prince,  the  other  seeking  to  make 
him  a  revolutionary  and  liberal  sovereign. 
Unfortunately  Madame  Adelaide  died,  leav- 
ing Odilon  Barrot  one  of  her  executors ;  and 
the  King  became  more  of  a  Bourbon  prince 
than  before.  Not  only  such  men  as  Barrot 
and  Thiers  were  banished  from  the  Tuileries, 
but  every  free-spoken  man.  Louis  Philippe 
became  testy,  and  intolerant  of  contradiction. 
His  trust  in  Guizot  was  unbounded,  and 
Guizot  alone  was  the  welcome  councillor  of 
the  Tuileries. 

How  did  M.  Guizot  lose  his  hold  of  the 
King,  and  why  was  he  not  allowed  to  defend 
the  Tuileries  and  the  Crown  ?  Simply  be- 
cause M.  Guizot  forgot  one  of  the  first  and 
necessary  traditions  of  the  French  statesmaui 
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which  is,  alwayt  to  wear  a  sword  hhnself,  or 
be  associated  with  some  one  of  eminent  mili- 
tary reputation.  The  first  requirement  for 
any  French  government  was  an  illusire  ipie, 
Louis  Philippe  had  Gerard,  but  he  was  dead  ; 
then  SouU,  who  was  superannuated.  Lastly, 
Bugeaud,  but  Bugeaud  quarrelled  with  Guizot, 
and  would  only  act  with  Thiers.  So  that 
Ouizot,  having  no  genera],  was  dismissed 
when  the  menacing  moment  came,  and  when 
Bogeaud  was  summoned,  Thiers  came  neces- 
aarily  with  him.  Bugeaud  forthwith  set 
himself  to  examine  the  means  of  defence,  and 
found  that  there  was  no  ammunition.  The 
supply  of  so  useful  a  material  of  war  rested 
with  the  Due  de  Montpensier,  a  boy,  but 
governor  of  Yincennes.  He  had  not  made 
the  requisite  provision.  Marshal  Bugeaud 
accordingly  refused  to  defend  the  King  and 
he  ch&teau. 

In  the  meantime,  the  Tuileries  presented 
the  same  anarchy  which  was  observed  after 
the  revolution  of  1830.  Every  one  that  pleas- 
ed rushed  up  its  staircase,  and  into  the  King's 
presence,  to  propose  terms  or  offer  advice. 
It  was  Emile  de  Girardin  one  moment,  and 
H.  Cremieuz  the  next.  What  was  the  cab- 
inet da  travail  of  the  King,  was  encumbered 
with  people  of  all  kinds.  The  King  ran  from 
it  into  his  bedroom,  and  from  his  bedroom 
back  into  it,  clothed  in  a  kind  of  dressing 
jacket,  greatly  perturbed,  now  listening  to 
some  alarming  reports,  then  comforting  his 
family,  which  had  crowded  to  his  side  ;  then 
receiving  a  deputation,  then  retiring  to  ponder 
upon  an  answer.  The  editor  of  the  "  Con- 
atitutionnel,"  then  an  opposition  paper,  had 
come  in  with  the  others,  and  coolly  sate  him- 
self down  with  pen  and  ink  at  a  table,  to  be 
any  one's  and  every  one's  secretary.  He 
wrote  out  all  kinds  of  proclamations  and  ad- 
dresses and  decrees,  some  of  which  appeared, 
and  some  did  .not.  The  Queen  was  more  ex- 
cited and  indignant  than  the  King  ;  and  when 
persons  entered  to  give  friendly  counsel, 
whom  she  knew  to  be  at  times  conspiring 
against  the  King,  she  told  them  to  leave  the 
room.  She  saw  too  M.  Cremieux,  but  he 
minded  her  not.  The  majesty  that  did 
hedge  the  Queen  was  lost  upon  the  future 
members  of  the  reptiblican  government.  At 
last,  it  came  to  abdication,  an  act  to  which 
neither  the  King  nor  his  family  could  have 
been  brought,  if  the  chiefs  of  the  insurrec- 
tion had  not  sent  several  guarantees,  that,  in 
that  case,  the  throne  should  be  secured  to 
the  little  Count  de  Paris.  This  done,  the  old 
King  put  on  his  hat,  took  the  Queen  under 
his  arm,  and  walked  down  the  great  stair- 


case, and  across  the  garden  of  the  Tuileries, 
until  they  met  a  fiaxre^  in  which  the  ship- 
wrecked royalty  embarked. 

The  King's  abdication  and  departure  were 
so  sudden,  that  none  even  of  the  family  were 
aware  of  it,  except  those  who  were  present. 
The  Due  de  Nemours,  with  the  Duchess  of 
Orleans  and  children,  went  to  the  chamber, 
where  they  and  their  friends  mismanaged 
and  threw  away  a  cause,  which  the  staunch- 
ness of  one  general  might  have  saved.  The 
Dues  d'Aumale  and  Joinville  were  in  Algiers. 
The  Due  de  Montpensier  ousht  to  have  taken 
care  of  their  wives.  But  they  were  forgot- 
ten, and  the  mob  was  in  the  Princess  de 
Joinville's  apartments  before  she  fled,  leaving 
her  bonnet  as  a  trophy.  It  would  have  been 
fortunate  for  the  family  of  Orleans  had  any 
of  these  been  arrested;  but  they  showed 
great  alacrity  of  flight.  The  chief  ruffianry 
of  the  mob  was  this  time  kept  out  of  the 
Tuileries.  They  were  allowed  to  wreak  their 
barbarous  fury  on  the  Palais  Royal  and  upon 
Neuilly.  The  more  respectable  tribe  of  in- 
surgents took  possession  of  the  Tuileries,  un- 
der the  command  of  the  famous  chess  play- 
er, St.  Amaud,  who  had  been  caissier  of  the 
"  Temps." 

As  usual,  after  a  revolution,  the  Tuileries 
returned  to  the  keeping  of  the  National 
Guard.  The  members  of  the  Provisional  gov- 
ernment ensconced  themselves  in  their  sev- 
eral ministries.  And  when  they  went  to  the 
Council,  it  was  to  the  Hotel  de  Ville,  not  the 
Tuileries.  The  latter  palace  remained  tran- 
quil. But  the  revolution  of  1848  had  pre- 
cisely the  same  want  of  a  high  military  offi- 
cer, that  Louis  Philippe  experienced.  So 
great  is  the  general  respect  in  France  for 
such  a  character,  that  a  few  days  after  the 
revolution,  Bu^eaod  could  show  himself  in 
the  streets,  and  be  well  received.  The  great 
perplexity  was  the  want  of  even  a  war  min- 
ister. The  Provisional  government  sent  to 
Algiers  for  Cavaignac,  who  came,  and  we 
know  the  consequences.  He  conquered  for 
the  Moderates  of  the  Assembly,  he  put  the 
people  down  for  them,  and  they  in  return 
asked  the  people  to  discard  him,  and  to  elect, 
as  President  of  the  Republic,  the  future  Em- 
peror of  the  French,  it  was  after  all  an  in- 
evitable choice.  Still  it  was  for  the  newly 
elect  a  three  years'  struggle,  against  the 
revolutionists  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  mo- 
narchists on  the  other. 

The  latter  entrenched  themselves  in  the 
Tuileries,  under  the  command  of  Changamier. 
All  remember  the  long  antagonism  between 
the  TuUeriea  and  tbft  EV^^^.    i^  Vcs^^^fi  s^^ 
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blinding  zeal  with  which  Changarnier  carried 
on  the  war,  as  well  as  the  persevering  and 
cool  adroitness  of  him  who  triumphed,  and 
who  wears  the  crown  of  his  uncle  in  the  old 
palace  of  the  Tuileries. 

Napoleon  the  Third  has  certainly  gained 
very  much  in  public  opinion,  and  has  assum- 
ed quite  another  position  before  it,  since  he 
quitted  the  Elys^e,  and  has  taken  up  his 
abode  in  the  Tuileries.  Report  or  calumny 
used  to  represent  the  Elys^e  as  the  retreat  of 
dissipation  and  a  place  of  orgy.  Imagination 
is  free  to  draw  what  picture  it  pleases  of 
bachelor's  life ;  but  with  an  Empress  at  the 
Tuileries,  an  Empress  well  known  and  ad- 
mired as  a  member  of  the  higher  circles  of 
the  metropolis,  scandal  has  no  longer  a  hold. 
The  palace  has  been  rendered  far  more  hos- 
pitable  and  splendid,  than  it  was  even  in  Na- 


poleon's  time,  although  the  taste  of  that  day 
IS  restored,  as  far  as  is  compatible  with  the 
ideas  of  this. 

Napoleon  the  Third  likes  splendor,  and 
*show,  and  expenditure.  He  has  greatly  rais- 
ed the  salaries  of  all  functionaries,  but  he  in- 
sists on  their  spending  them.  He  sets  hit 
face  against  the  idea  of  a  senator,  whose  sole 
equipage  is  his  umbrella.  Such  measures  at 
If^ast  render  the  imperial  palace  more  like  the 
abode  of  Kings,  than  it  has  been  during  the 
time  when  the  Duchess  of  Angouleme  re- 
ceived no  one  but  her  almoner,  or  when 
Louis  Philippe  dined  his  guests  at  so  many 
francs  a  head.  The  French  boast  of  them- 
selves, that  they  like  igaliU,  and  yet  we  find 
them  not  reluctant  to  admit  the  claim  of 
those  who  boldly  and  proudly  assert  supe- 
riority. 
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THE  NOVEL,  CONSIDERED  AS  THE  EPOS  OF  OUR  TIME. 


BY   FREDERIEA   BREMER. 


"The  Novel  is  the  Epos  of  our  time,*' 
Adam  OhlenshI4ger  has  said,  with  striking 
truth.  And  though  learned  scholars  have 
proved  that  the  old  Epos  is  not  essentially  a 
heroic  poem — not  the  same  as  the  '*  Epopee" 
— they  admit  the  Epos  to  be  an  account  of 
deeds  and  events  in  which  a  particular  person 
is  the  chief  actor,  who,  for  that  reason,  be- 
comes the  hero  or  the  heroine  of  the  tale. 
Moreover,  a  great  German  scholar  says,  that 
the  characteristic  of  the  epic  poem  is,  that  it 
contains  what  concerns  all  humanity ;  but  so 
does  every  narrative  that  honors  man.  The 
old  Epos,  and  its  younger  brother,  the  Novel, 
seem  thus  to  come  so  near  to  the  heroic 
poem,  that  they  may  lay  claim  to  its  name, 
honor,  and  dignity. 

But  the  hero  of  the  epic  poem  of  later  days 
is  not  the  same  as  that  of  the  old  one  ;  and  his 
life  and  exploits  are  measured  on  a  different 
scale.  The  hero  of  the  ancient  Epos  is  gene- 
rally a  great  champion,  winning  victories  by 
fraud  and  carnage,  and  killing  a  great  number 
of  men  ;  he  his  beautiful,  brave,  fortunate,  and 
his  great  deeds  are  battles.  The  hero  of  the 
Novel  is,  above  all,  iTkin— the  feelmg,  think- 


ing, moral  man,  in  strife  with  the  world,  as  he 
advances  towards  the  aim  that  bis  genios 
points  out. 

The  Epos  of  old  acknowledges  but  few  men; 
they  are  the  favorites  of  the  gods,  the  great 
and  gifted  ones  on  earth.  The  rest  of  mankind 
b  merely  the  mob,  serving,  at  the  utmost,  at 
a  footstool  for  the  elevation  of  the  hero. 

Of  the  modern  Epos,  every  man  may  be  a 
hero,  every  woman  a  heroine ;  because  man  u 
the  chosen  favorite,  the  one  by  God  beloved, 
and  summoned  to  high  destinies,  to  the  pos- 
session of  an  infinite  kingdom.  The  differenee 
arises  from  the  old  Epos  being  a  heathen, 
whereas  the  Novel  is  baptized  m  the  life  of 
Christianity. 

Christianity  ascribes  to  every  human  soul  an 
infinite  value  in  the  eyes  of  God,  and  an  infinite 
possibility  towards  perfection.  It  places  man 
as  the  innermost  of  creation. 

The  Novel  took  up  the  doctrine  of  revelation, 
and  grouped  around  its  hero  nature,  science, 
art,  society,  as  his  realm.  In  the  Novel,  the 
centre  of  life  is  man ;  and  the  problem  his  life 
has  to  solve  is  the  redeeming  and  elevating  of 
earthly  existence.  He  is  to  be  conqueror  still, 
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but  only  to  bless  ;  his  first  and  greatest  vieto- 
ries  are  to  be  won  on  an  inner  battle-field :  if 
conqueror  there,  he  will  subdue  the  world. 

The  Novel,  therefore,  became  essentially  bio- 
graphic.  In  the  history  of  individual  man,  all 
that  is  human  will  be  represented  in  every 
sphere  of  existence.  The  hero  or  the  heroine 
of  the  Novel  is  the  representative ,  of  the 
higher  spiritual  humanity,  conquering  devils 
ftnd  monsters  by  the  power  it  gives,  and  is 
proclaimed  the  victor,  in  life  or — in  death. 

To  every  man  the  Novel  brings  this  exhor- 
tation :  "  Learn  to  conquer  !" 

The  Novel  is  a  manifold  paraphrase  of  the 
word  :  •'  Behold  the  man !" 

The  Novel  further  says  to  man  :  '^  Behold 
thy  world  in  all  its  beauty,  ugliness,  great- 
ness, littleness,  sweetness,  bitterness;  in  a 
word,  in  all  its  truth  !*' 

To  a  clear-sighted  critic,  the  great  value 
and  importance  of  the  Novel,  within  litera- 
ture, as  means  of  higher  improvement,  can- 
not be  questioned.  To  a  discerning  critic, 
the  Novel  must  appear  as  one  of  the  most 
influential  productions  of  art  that  civilization 
has  produced. 

The  great  development  that  the  Novel 
literature  has  attained  in  this  century  proves, 
in  our  opinion,  the  tendency  of  the  age  to- 
wards human  improvement;  and  if  the  Novel 
has  become  the  favorite  reading  with  all 
classes,  it  shows,  as  we  think,  their  good  taste 
and  sound  eye. 

We  are  here  ready  to  say,  with  Mme.  de 
S6vign6,  ''  Hon  ami,  le  public  a  hon  nez,  ei  ne 
96  miprend  putre.*' 

The  question  about  the  value  of  the  Novel 
should,  consequently,  be  reduced  to  the  inquiry 
as  to  the  worth  of  this  or  that  Novel,  with 
regard  to  the  problem  it  has  to  solve,  as  the 
epic  poem  of  man.* 

We  do  not  deny  that  the  Novel  has  often 
been  mistaken  in  the  solution  of  this  problem ; 
that  it  has  sometimes  carried  darkness  and 
poison  on  its  leaves,  instead  of  light  and  heal- 
ing life.  This  is  its  sin.  But  this  ought  no 
more  to  be  imputed  to  the  whole  mass  of 
Novels  than  the  abominations  of  Nero  can  be 
ascribed  to  all  mankind. 

More  frequently  still,  it  has  borne  on  its 
leaves  joy,  consolation,  hope,  strength,  and 
healing  life  to  the  heart  of  man.  It  will  do 
80  in  a  higher  degree,  when  it  has  come  to 


^  In  the  Novel  literature,  we  can  discover  two 
chief  direction^  like  those  that  in  the  art  of  paint- 
ing are  called  the  Italian  and  Dutch  schools.  The 
former  strives  to  represent  the  ideal,  the  latter 
rather  a  strong  and  li^-like  reality. 


a  clearer  understanding  of  itself  and  its  mis* 
sion. 

Richardson's  Pamela,  St.  Fierre's  Chau- 
miire  Indienne,  and,  in  later  times,  several 
noble  English  Novels,  are  beautiful  and  true 
epic  poems  in  a  Christian  sense,  justly  beloved 
by  all  peoples,  and  patterns  for  the  Epos  of 
our  time.* 

Uncle  Tom — the  most  read  and  most  be- 
loved book  of  the  present  day — is,  in  certain 
respects,  still  superior  to  these.  There,  not 
only  nature,  domestic  life,  and  the  questions 
of  moral  life,  are  grrouped  round  the  man 
who  is  the  centre  of  the  narrative  ;  but  the 
deepest  and  most  important  political  and  social 
questions  crowd  for  decision  round  that  lonely* 
loving,  bleeding,  human  heart,  and  receive 
from  it  their  light  and  their  doom. 

And  who  is  the  hero  here — who  makes  our 
hearts  beat,  our  eyes  involuntarily  fill  with 
tears ;  who  makes  the  peoples  of  two  great 
continents,  far  divided  by  oceans,  join  in  the 
same  interest,  the  same  grief,  the  same  med- 
itations, and  makes  them  discuss  a  matter  that 
concerns  them  all,  because  it  concerns  all  hu- 
manity ?  It  is  the  poorest,  the  most  desti- 
tute, the  roost  despised  of  beings ;  a  man  who 
can  scarcely  read,  and  not  at  all  write — a  mis- 
erable negro  slave.  But  he  is  a  man,  in  the 
highest  sense  of  the  word  ;  then  he  is  a 
Christian,  and  humanity  rejoices  in  him  of  its 
most  exalted  life.  Thus  far  the  divine  hero 
has  advanced  in  the  redemption  of  humanity. 
And  so  far  the  Novel  has  followed  in  the 
traces  of  that  divine  hero  in  elevating  man. 

The  Novel  and  its  brethren,  the  l^le  and 
the  Sketch,  have  likewise  the  merit  of  making 
us  acquainted  with  distant  lands  and  nations 
in  a  more  hearty  and  familiar  way  than  other 
books.  From  narrations  about  travels,  we 
get  accounts  of  outward  things  and  condi- 
tions. In  scientific  books,  we  learn  about  the 
geography  and  geology  of  a  country ;  its  spe- 
cial plants  and  animals,  &c, ;  are  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  features  of  the  people's 
character  and  institutions.  But  the  Novel 
makes  us  look  into  the  hearts,  the  inner  life 
of  the  people ;  it  opens  to  us  the  home,  and 
introduces  us  there  to  the  father  and  mother, 
the  youth  and  the  girl,  the  child,  the  servant ; 
it  shows  us  what  is  in  that  part  of  the  world, 
the  aim  of  their  life,  their  joy  and  sorrow, 
labor  and  pastime ;  it  makes  us  see  the  trees 

*  In  the  English  Novels,  Mary  Barton  and  Alton 
Locke,  the  sreat  social  questions  of  the  day  are  dis- 
cussed (in  Sngland)  in  their  relation  to  man,  who 
thereby  stands  forth  in  his  most  significative  impor- 
tance as  a  member  of  society.  The  political  or  social 
Novel  appears  on  the  sta^e« 
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that  give  them  shade,  the  flowers  that  give 
them  pleasure ;  in  a  word,  it  makes  us  be- 
hold man,  in  his  whole  human  world,  with 
the  features  peculiar  to  that  country  among 
that  people. 

And  we  scarcely  know  of  a  greater  and 
more  pro6table  enjoyment  than  to  be,  in  our 
quiet  homes,  removed,  as  it  were  by  magic, 
to  foreign  lands ;  to  get  acquainted  with  new 
characters  and  new  conditions,  and  to  learn 
from  them  at  least  how  vast  is  the  realm  of 
man,  how  manifold  the  resources  of  our 
earthly  life !  And  though  the  noble  and  ami- 
able Swedish  poet.  Bishop  Frang^n,  charac- 
terized the  Novel 


*'  An  event  that  never  happened ;" 
yet  we  dare  assert,  in  consequence  of  our  own 


experience,  that  the  story  related  in  the  fm^ 
Novel  really  has  happened,  and  happens  every 
day,  if  not  exactly  in  the  same  manner  as  the 
Novel  points  out,  yet  in  analogous  ways ;  and 
that  no  Novel  is  so  romantic  as  actual  life. 

We  sincerely  wish  that  every  young  man 
and  every  young  girl  would  consider  their 
lives  in  their  truly  romantic  signification,  and 
early  prepare  themselves  for  writing  their 
autobiographies — the  Novel  of  which  ought 
to  be  something  far  better  than  a  slight  love- 
story.  But  should  it  turn  out  a  tale  of  love 
in  a  ^reat  style — so  much  the  better.  The 
genuine  Novel  is  such  a  biography  I 

[Oar  readers  will  be  eo  good  as  to  remember  thift 
Miss  Bremer  wrote  this  little  article  in  £ngiitk: 
and,  as  ^e  is  in  Stockholm,  cannot  correct  her  proofr 
— this  will  account  for  some  little  obecnri^  in  itjk 
—Ed.] 
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THE  DUEL  OF  D'EST?RRE  AND  DANIEL  O'CONNELL. 


In  a  conversation  after  dinner  about  hand- 
writing, as  indicating  character,  the  master 
of  the  house  produced  a  document  penned, 
as  he  truly  observed,  under  very  peculiar 
circumstances.  It  is  the  fragment  of  a  letter 
from  Daniel  O'Connell  to  hts  Jidus  Achates, 
George  Lid  well,  written  after  the  duel  with 
D'Esterre,  but  before  the  final  consummation 
of  the  tragedy.  Lidwell  was  to  have  been 
O'Conneirs  second  upon  the  occasion,  but, 
for  some  pressing  reason,  was  obliged  to 
leave  Dublin  pending  the  preliminary  defi- 
ances, which  were  of  unusual  duration. 

As  D*Esterre  only  survived  the  rencontre 
forty-eight  hours,  this  letter  may  be  consid- 
ered a  dispatch  from  the  field  of  battle, 
whilst  as  yet  the  flush  of  victory  had  not  been 
dashed  with  remorse,  and  a  little  exultation — 
all  the  facts  and  circumstances  of  the  case 
considered — might,  perhaps,  have  been  ex- 
cusable. But  there  is  nothing  of  the  kind. 
It  is  a  dry,  hard  letter  enough,  indicating 
that  instinctive  attention  to  "number  one" 
which  appears  to  have  grown  with  tbe 
writer's  growth,  and  never  to  have  deserted 
him  during  the  most  vehement  or  the  most 
soul-subduing  passages  of  his  life.  The 
effect  of  the  transaction  upon  his  own  for- 
tunea  (bia  "good  chance/'  as  be  ca\\«  \\.^ 


seems  to  have  been  the  uppermost  thought ; 
but  that  apart,  no  feeling  of  a  truculent  or 
unbecoming  nature  displays  itself. 

On  the  other  hand,  we  cannot  discover 
any  latent  spark  of  the  almost  maudlin  sen- 
sibility which,  in  his  latter  days,  imparted 
so  high  a  coloring  to  Mr.  O'Connell't  remi- 
niscences of  this  unhappy  affair.     AUhongh 
his  antagonist  lay  at  that  moment  in  a  state 
of  imminent  danger,  with  a  lovely  youoff 
wife  anxiously  watching  every  flutter  of  ha 
ebbing  life,  whilst  the  cries  of  her  firstborn 
in  the  cradle  beside  her  gave  poignancy  to 
her  sufferings,  and  heightened  the  raterest  of 
"  tbe  situation,"  the  sentimental  victor  no- 
tices none  of  these  matters,  but  coolly  relates 
how  "greatly" under  his  mark  the  unhappy 
man  had  aimed ;  and  then,  in  a  postscript 
speculates  on  the  Earl  of  Donoughmore  tak- 
ing charge  of  the  Catholic  Petition.   All  thii 
is   extremely   characteristic,  and   the   firm, 
even,  round  hand  in  which  it  is  indited,  re- 
pels the  suspicion  of  an  assumed  coolness. 

It  is  written  on  a  sheet  of  letter-paper,  t 
part  of  the  leaf  from  the  date  nearly  to  tba 
bottom  having  been  worn  off.  It  is  doubt- 
ful, therefore,  where  it  was  written;  boi 
most  probably  from  the  three  first  letters 
^«iXLd  ^t  of  a  fourth)  of  the  name,  wbioli 
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are  sUll  preserved,  he  was  then  at  Moore- 
field,  a  roadside  inn  and  posting-house,  near 
the  Curragh  of  Kildare,  then,  and  down  to 
a  recent  period,  much  frequented  hj  south- 
ern travellers.  The  seal  has  been  broken 
off,  but  enough  remains  to  show  that  the 
wax  was  black,  and  the  direction  on  the 
back  is — 


"To 


**  George  Lidwell,  Esq. 
**  Dromard, 

"  Roscrea." ' 


Here  is  a  faithful  copy  of  it  in  its  present 
fragmentary  state : — 

Moor 
2d 
"  Mt  Di:ar  LmwELL, 

"  I  write  merely  to  thank  y 
and  again — and  again  for  you 
-ness. — Indeed  I  do  not  use  a^l 
I  say  I  want  words  to  thank 
I  ought. 

The  papers  will  give  you  a 
detaila  of  my  affair  with  D'Este 
-sequent  to  your  leaving  this. — We 
little  fighting. — He  fired  greatly 
He  is  1  am  happy  to  tell  you 
this  morning  but  his  life  \»  still 
danger. — If  he  recovers  I  shall  say 
there  never  was  so  fortunate  a  man 
1  am — and  to  make  my  good  chance  quite  perfect 
—-my  wife  never  heard  a  word  of  it  until  I  re- 
turned from  the  ground. 
•*  Believe  me  to  be 

"  Your  most  sincerely 
**  Obliged  and  faithful 

'*Daiii£L  O'Conhell. 

*'  Will  Lord  D.  accept  our  petition  1  Have  vou 
any  influence  over  him  still  7 — I  wish  to  God  he 
woaM,  for  our  sake  and  his,  accept  it  cordially. 
It  would  place  him  on  the  highest  station  in  Ire- 
land." 

The  reading  of  this  letter  recalls  in  a  vivid 
manner  some  of  the  most  striking  incidents 
connected  with  that  tragical  event  in  0*Con- 
nell's  history.  It  was  in  January,  1815,  that 
in  one  of  his  political  diatribes  at  the  agita- 
tion-shop of  the  day,  (whether  it  was  called 
board,  or  club,  or  society),  O'Connell  com- 

Slimented  the  municipal  body  of  the  city  of 
Dublin  with  the  title  of  a  **  beggarly  corpo- 
ration.'*  It  is  noteworthy,  that  nearly  thirty 
years  after  that,  having  first  richly  earned 
for  himself  the  distinctive  appellation  of 
''King  of  Beggars,*'  he  ruled  the  same  city 
as  its  Lord  Mayor,  representing  a  corporation 
composed  of  as  tag-rag  materials  as  ever 
disgraced  any  age  or  country. 

That,  however,  is  nothing  to  the  matter. 
The  old  corporation  had  no  |[reat  right  to 
pride  itself  on  its  gentility,  and  it  was  con- 


sidered a  hectoring  proceeding  when  one  of 
its  members  took  up  a  censure  bestowed 
upon  the  general  body  as  a  personal  offence, 
and  resolved  to  fasten  a  quarrel  upon  its 
author.  This  was  Mr.  D'Esterre,  a  retired 
marine  ofiScer,  who  had  formed  a  mercantile 
connection  in  Dublin  and  become  a  member 
of  the  common  council.  His  affairs  were 
supposed  to  be  in  a  tottering  state  at  the 
time,  and  therefore,  perhaps,  he  was  the  more 
quick  to  take  the  reflection  to  himself.  Some 
were  so  charitable  as  to  insinuate  that  he  was 
anxious  to  seize  so  good  an  opportunity  to 
recommend  himself  to  the  Government  by 
humbling  a  public  enemy.  Whatever  might 
be  his  motive,  he  called  upon  Mr.  O'Connell 
to  retract  the  offensive  words,  and  Mr. 
O'Connell  stoutly  refused  to  do  so. 

Thereupon  ensued  a  state  of  society  such 
as  may  have  been  often  witnessed  in  the 
olden  times  of  Irish  misrule,  but  it  is  vain  to 
hope,  under  the  present  state  of  police,  that 
we  e'er  shall  **  look  upon  its  like  again."  For 
two  or  three  days  the  town  was  domineered 
by  two  factions,  who  traversed  the  streets  in 
opposite  directions,  ostensibly  in  search  of 
one  another,  but  never  once  contriving  to 
come  face  to  face. 

At  one  time  Mr.  D'Esterre,  armed  with  a 
cane,  sallied  forth  from  Dawson  Street  at- 
tended by  some  score  of  true-blue  support- 
ers of  our  glorious  constitution,  all  similarly 
equipped.  Swaggering  along  the  sunny  side 
of  Stephen's  Green,  they  would  pass  down 
Grafton  Street  and  cross  the  river  by  Car- 
lisle Bridge.  Rumor  ascribed  this  demon- 
stration to  a  deadly  intention  to  horsewhip 
O'Connell  wherever  he  should  be  found. 

When  this  party  had  comfortably  housed 
itself  back  again  with  the  Lord  Mayor,  or 
was  seated  at  Atwood's  Coffee-room  in  Dame 
Street,  **  nursing  its  wrath  to  keep  it  warm," 
over  a  competent  supply  of  mock  turtle, 
Daniel  O'Connell  with  a  stalwart  folldwing 
would  come  like  tragedy,  "  sweeping  by, ' 
every  mother's  son  brandishing  a  defensive 
cudgel  and  casting  fierce  looks  across  the 
street  at  the  gownsmen  who  crowded  about 
the  college  gates,  eager  and  impatient  to  be- 
hold the  conflict, 

A  strapping  fellow  was  Dan  in  that  day, 
tall,  active,  muscular,  and  full  of  life.  Hand 
to  hand,  he  would  have  been  an  ugly  cus- 
tomer to  any  champion  the  thick-winded 
corporation  could  have  turned  out  against 
him.  But  as  in  the  Homeric  battles,  often 
two  heroes  <' ranging  for  revenge"  would 
traverse  the  field  for  the  length  of  a  day 
without  collision,  an  envious  mia^  v^^xy^^«2&%% 
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80  the  steam  of  Atwood's  soup,  or  the  hats 
of  the  Liberty  Boys  tossing  in  the  air,  still 
concealed  these  fiery  spirits  from  each  other's 
sight ;  and  it  was  not  till  the  second  night, 
when  they  were  tired  and  ashamed  of  strut- 
ting and  fretting  on  the  pavement,  that  a 
cartel  was  delivered  at  Mr.  O'ConnelPs  house, 
and  a  meeting  appointed  for  the  following 
day. 

After  breakfast  on  the  following  morning, 
accordingly,  was  Mr.  O'Connell, accompanied 
by  Major  Mac  Namara  and  some  other 
friends,  seen  passing  through  the  leading 
streets  of  our  metropolis  in  a  coach  drawn 
by  four  horses,  towards  the  Naas  road  ;  and 
much  .about  the  same  hour  a  like  equipage 
with  Mr.  D'Esterre  and  his  friends  proceeded 
in  the  same  direction. 

It  was  not  unusual  in  those  days  to  manage 
such  matters  in  such  a  way.  Although  Lord 
Norbury  had  already  pronounced  his  opinion, 
that  "  the  first  report  of  a  duel  should  be 
that  of  the  pistols,"  display  and  fanfaronade 
were  not  considered  evidence  of  a  reluctance 
to  do  real  business :  and  at  a  much  later 
period  parties  in  quest  of  barbarous  satisfac- 
tion, have  been  seen  to  move  with  an  undis- 
guised intent  of  murder  towards  the  field, 
gathering  their  friends  and  admirers  as  they 
advanced,  and  followed  by  any  quantity  of 
barren  disinterested  amateurs  who  might 
think  it  worth  while  to  "  see  the  sport." 

Thus  I  well  recollect  to  have  seen,  about 
six  years  after  that,  the  quiet  village  of  Ab- 
beyleix  disturbed  from  its  propriety  by  an 
inroad  of  equipages,  crowded  inside  and  out 
with  stern-looking  passengers,  who  demand- 
ed refreshment  for  themselves  and  proven- 
der for  their  horses.  They  had  been  routed 
by  a  magistrate,  a  singularly  meddling  and 
officious  person,  who  had  interdicted  their 
meeting  in  the  adjacent  county  of  Kilkenny  ; 
and  Abbeyleix,  with  its  sequestered  woods 
and  lawns,  being  considered  "  a  nice  quiet 
place  to  fight  in,"  they  came  trooping,  in 
number  about  thirty,  first  to  breakfast,  and 
afterwards  to  settle  the  difference  with  what 
appetite  they  might. 

It  was  a  motley  muster  as  could  well  be 
assembled  at  a  short  notice,  made  up  of  half- 
pay  militia  subalterns,  attorneys,  sporting 
squires  of  a  grade  now  nearly  extinct,  and 
two  or  three  gentlemen  of  unequivocal  pre- 
tensions. There  were  noted  fire-eaters  in  the 
number,  at  least  half-a-dozen,  who  had  each 
killed  or  seriously  disabled  his  man  or  two  ; 
and  it  was  strange  to  remark  what  an  inferior 
order  of  humanity  those  manslayers  repre- 
sented.    They  were  distinguished  among  the 


rest  by  their  smallness  of  stature  and  men 
appearance,  without  anything  manly  in  their 
bearing,  but  on  the  contrfi^y,  a  sinister  and 
rather  sneaking  cast  of  features,  as  if  the? 
were  ashamed  to  look  at  the  image  which 
they  had  defaced.  It  was,  perhaps,  natural 
that  it  should  be  so ;  for  the  motive  which 
most  commonly  led  to  the  perpetration  of 
those  homicides  was  a  pitiful  and  vulgar  thint 
for  eminence,  which  is  not  easily  gained  by  a 
persorf  of  low  attainments,  unless  by  some 
extraordinary  exertion  he  can  raise  himself 
from  the  ground 

'*  Et  viriirn  victor  volitare  per  ora." 

The  best  looking  and  most  interesting  per- 
sonage in  the  whole  group  was  a  young  fel- 
low named  Shaw,  of  a  fresh  complexion  and 
good  figure,  who  was  hawked  about  to  be 
shot  at  m  a  convenient  time  and  place,  by  one 
of  the  dirty  little  ci-eatures  aforesaid.  Their 
attempt  to  desecrate  that  neighborhood,  how- 
ever, was  frustrated  by  the  interference  of 
another  magistrate,  the  brother  of  the  noble 
proprietor,  who  was  also  the  incumbent  of 
the  parish,  and  who,  havingr  vainly  endeav- 
ored to  overrule  the  party  to  a  peace,  bound 
them  over  not  to  transgress  the  law  wilhia 
his  jurisdiction.  They  passed  on  therefore 
in  quest  of  some  other  *'  quiet"  place,  and 
found  it,  as  the  shades  of  evening  were  de- 
scending upon  them,  in  an  island  near  the 
source  of  the  River  Suir  in  the  county  of 
Tipperary,  from  which  they  had  the  satisfac- 
tion of  retiring  after  a  few  moments'  delay,  to 
their  respective  homes,  leaving  the  fresh-col- 
ored lad  above-mentioned  on  the  grass  behind 
them,  with  a  bullet  in  his  head.  He  died 
the  following  day,  and  all  because  the  law  is, 
or  was,  so  punctilious  as  not  to  permit  a 
county  magistrate  to  follow  or  arrest  a  mur- 
derer prepense  one  inch  beyond  the  confines 
of  his  own  jurisdiction. 

But  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  O'CoD- 
nell's  rencontre  with   D'Esterre,   which   no 
magistrate,  lay  or  clerical,  paid   or  unpaid, 
dreamt  of  opposing  or  interfering  with  in  the 
slightest  degree  ?     The  only  visible  exertion 
of  authority  was  the  dispatch  of  a  squadron 
of  dragoons  from  the  Royal  Barracks,  after 
it  was  ascertained  that  all  Dublin  was  pour- 
ing out  its  population  towards  the  expected 
field  of  battle.     Gigs,  cars,  and  postchaises, 
equestrians,  to  no  end,  and  nn  innumembie 
concourse  of  the  lighlfooled  sons  of  the  sod, 
crowded  the  broad  road  at  the  back  of  Kil- 
mainham  jail  and  hurried  away  south.     As 
soon  as  this  state  of  things  was  known  at  the 
Castle,  orders  were  sent  to  the  military  aa- 
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thoritiea  to  be  on  the  alert ;  but  whether  with 
a  view  to  arrest  the  principal  authors  of  the 
commotion  or  to  see  fair  play  observed  be- 
tween them,  is  a  question  that  is  not  likely 
at  this  time  of  day  to  receive  a  thorough  so- 
lution. If  the  purpose  was  to  interrupt  the 
combat,  the  precaution  was  tardily  resolved 
upon ;  for  the  departure  of  the  belligerents 
had  been  known  some  hours  before  the  troop- 
ers were  in  the  saddle. 

To  account,  however,  for  these  things  now 
can  be  at  best  only  matter  of  surmise.  All 
that  is  certain  is  that  a  very  different  result 
was  anticipated  from  that  which  came  to 
pass.  D'Esterre  was  a '  reputed  fire-eater, 
and  his  cool  determination  had  been  proved 
on  a  very  trying  occasion.  The  mutineers  at 
the  Nore  had  seized  him,  and  required  him 
on  pain  of  death  to  assume  the  command  of 
a  ship,  which  he  fiercely  refused,  and  he  was 
actually  tied  up  at  the  yardarm  with  a  halter 
round  bis  neck;  but  he  never  faltered.  "  Haul 
away,  ye  lubbers  !*'  was  his  defying  answer 
to  the  last  offer  of  these  dishonorable  terms. 
In  the  next  moment  he  would  have  been 
dangling  in  the  air,  had  not  the  chief  muti- 
neers, in  generous  admiration  of  a  spirit  so  apt 
to  excite  their  sympathies,  interposed  and 
procured  a  respite  for  further  parley.  An 
hour  at  such  a  crisis  is  generally  equivalent 
to  a  life.  He  was  sent  back  to  his  cabin ; 
and  before  the  time  allowed  for  the  definitive 
enforcement  of  the  conditions  had  arrived, 
the  rage  of  the  conspirators  had  cooled  down. 
After  some  further  detention,  he  was  set 
ashore  to  join  the  other  officers  of  the  fleet. 

It  was  supposed  that  such  an  antagonist 
would  prove  an  awkward  customer  to  0  Con- 
nell,  against  whose  personal  courage  doubts 
were  even  then  entertained.  Not  long  be- 
fore, an  unseemly  quarrel  with  a  brother  of 
the  long  robe  had  been  adjusted  in  a  manner 
little  conformable  to  the  truculent  notions  of 
honor  at  that  time  prevalent.  At  some  mi- 
nor court,  where  it  was  safe  to  take  liberties 
with  the  presiding  power,  0*Connell  met  an 
argument  of  the  opposite  counsel,  Maurice 
Magrath,  with  this  unparliamentary  rejoin- 
der— "  Maurice,  you  lie  ;"  and  Maurice,  ta- 
king up  a  volume  of  the  Statutes  at  Large 
that  lay  convenient  for  such  a  purpose,  flung 
the  same  at  his  learned  friend's  head.  A 
message  followed,  and  on  the  ground,  when 
the  pistols  had  been  handed  to  the  parties, 
O'Connell,  who  was  the  challenger,  exclaim- 
ed with  that  dramatic  pathos  m  which  he 
had  no  superior  either  on  the  stage  or  off  it, 
"  Now  am  I  going  to  fire  at  my  dearest  and 


best  friend."    This  led  to  a  reconciliation, 
and  no  powder  was  burned. 

An  ill-natured  and  sanguinary  public  was 
not  slow  to  assign  the  worst  motive  to  the 
reminiscences  of  friendship  at  such  a  moment ; 
and  hence  people  were  prepared  to  expect 
an  easy  triumph  for  Mr.  D'Esterre.  Party 
spirit  could  scarcely  have  run  higher  than  it 
does  now,  but  personal  hatred  was  a  more 
avowed  ingredient  in  the  feeling  with  which 
an  obnoxious  politician  was  regarded.  It  is 
not  a  reflection  therefore  so  much  upon  the 
individuals  as  upon  the  spirit  of  the  time,  to 
say  that  there  were  men  in  office  who  would 
have  rejoiced  to  see  their  formidable  adver- 
sary brought  low  in  any  manner.  To  such  a 
feeling,  at  least,  was  attributed  the  passive 
acquiescence  of  the  authorities  in  the  tumultu- 
ary state  of  the  capital  previous  to  the  duel, 
and  their  abstinence  from  measures  of  preven- 
tion, when  apprized  that  the  parties  had 
proceeded  to  the  field. 

If  any  one  imagined,  however,  that  O'Con- 
nell  was  deficient  in  physical  courage,  it  was 
a  great  mistake.     He  had  nerve  to  sustain 
him  in  any  danger,  though  it  never  was  a 
part   of   his   philosophy    to   court  it.      As 
Madame  de  Stael  said  of  Napoleon — whom 
the  hero- mongers  reproached  for  not  having 
rushed,  like  Catiline,  into  the  thick  of  the 
carnage  at  Waterloo  and  perished  sword  in 
hand — of  death  in  itself  he  had  no  fear  ;  but 
death  would  have  been  a  reverse,  and  to  re- 
versesof  every  kind  he  had  a  decided  objection. 
So  neither  was  it  any  part  of  O'Connell's  plan, 
with  a  brilliant  career  before  him,  to  run  a  tilt 
at  every  one  he  met.     If  he  did  not  run  out 
of  the  way,  it  was  as  much  as  either  his 
friends  or  his  foes  had  a  right  to  expect. 
The  desperate  course  which  he  steered  for 
nearly  thirty  years,  in  the  teeth  of  hostile 
administrations,  among  the  breakers  which 
separate  the  anchorage  of  the  law  from  the 
wild  surf  of  treason  and  rebellion,  is  an  an- 
swer to  the  absurd  imputation  of  personal 
fear  as  a  defect  in  O'ConnelFs  nature.     He 
was  in  fact  daring  even  to  rashness :  and  it 
is  notorious  that  his  wife's  health  suffered 
materially,  nay,  very  probably  her  life  was 
shortened,  by  unceasing  agonies  of  trepida- 
tion and  alarm,  lest  his  temerity  should  at 
length  place  him  within  the  fangs  of  legal 
vengeance.     Is  it  not  absurd  to  suppose  that 
such  a  man  would  shrink  into  a  corner  from 
the  discharge  of  a  pistol  ? 

The  story  of  his  encounter  with  D'Esterre 
is  soon  told.  As  he  said  himself  in  the  letter 
to  Lid  well,  they  had  "little  fighting.*'     It 
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was  nearly  siinset  when  thej  were  placed  on 
the  ground,  in  a  Geld  at  Bishopscourt,  in  the 
county  of  Kildare,  about  twelve  miles  distant 
from  Dublin.  The  place  was  well  chosen  for 
spectators,  being  near  the  foot  of  a  hill,  from 
which  many  thousands  could,  and  did,  be- 
hold the  proceedings  without  crowding  or 
interruption.  A  chilling  sight  it  must  have 
been  to  the  small  party  of  friends  who  at- 
tended poor  D*£sterre,  to  find  themselves 
hemmed  in  on  every  side  by  hostile  ranks, 
whose  menacing  looks  left  no  reason  to  doubt 
that  a  speedy  retribution  would  follow,  should 
the .  result  prove  untoward  to  the  popular 
idol.  They  must  have  been  men  of  no  ordi- 
nary determination,  to  have  consented  to 
stand  the  hazard  at  all  against  such  threat- 
ening odds;  no  rules  of  chivalry  required 
them  to  enter  lists  surrounded  exclusively 
by  the  partisans  of  an  adverse  and  angry 
faction;  and  it  certainly  argued  but  little 
magnanimity  in  the  managers  at  the  oppo- 
site side  not  to  have  rejected  such  a  fearful 
advantage,  and  proposed  a  more  secret  meet- 
ing. 

Not  one  of  the  whole  assemblage  main- 
tained a  more  intrepid  demeanor,  under 
these  trying  circumstances,  than  D*£sterre. 
However  needlessly  he  may  have  sought  the 
quarrel,  being  in,  he  conducted  himself  with 
unaffected  manliness.  His  second  was  a 
brother  corporator,  who,  inexperienced  in 
the  science  of  projectiles,  accepted  the  servi- 
ces of  an  adept  in  loading  the  pistols.  A 
great  deal  was  supposed  to  depend  upon 
that  operation  ;  half  a  grain  of  powder,  over 
or  under,  being  deemed  equal  to  the  square 
of  the  distance  in  determining  the  point  of 
incidence.  The  old  tacticians  did  not  use  to 
be  so  precise,  but  shook  the  charge,  a  dis- 
cretion, out  of  a  powder-horn.  Happily  it 
has  almost  ceased  to  be  of  the  least  impor- 
tance, whether  of  the  two  methods  be  the 
more  effective.  But,  on  the  occasion  of 
which  we  speak,  it  seems  not  improbable 
that  over-exact  science  saved  O'Connell's  life. 

Mr.  Frederick  Piers,  who  had  undertaken 
the  nice  operation  of  measuring  out  the 
menstruum  necessary  for  giving  the  bolus 
due  effect,  is  supposed  to  have  been  too 
sparing  of  his  powder.  Some  persons,  who 
were  spectators  of  the  event,  alleged  that 
the  fault  was  D'Esterre's,  who,  in  bis  haste  to 
have  the  first  shot,  fired  before  his  pistol  had 
been  brought  to  a  proper  level.  Whatever 
the  cause,  the  bullet  entered  the  ground  be- 
fore O'Connelfs  feet,  and  he,  never  the  man 
to  throw  a  "  good  chance"  away,  took  a 
steady  aim  and  shot  his  antagonist  in  the  hip. 


The  ceremonial  observed  on  this  ocosaioii 
differed  from  that  which  was  usually  ob- 
served, in  the  omission  of  any  signal,  or 
word  of  command.  The  parties  were  placed 
on  the  ground,  and  left  to  their  own  discre- 
tion to  choose  their  time,  and  to  use  the 
weapons  of  offence  which  had  been  commit- 
ted to  them. 

The  reason  assigned  for  this  departure 
from  the  regular  usage  was  that  D'EIsterre 
had,  in  a  previous  rencontre,  fired  at  his  man 
before  the  word  could  be  given,  and  hit  him ; 
and  that  it  was  therefore  deemed  advisable 
to  preclude  him  from  taking  a  similar  advan- 
tage on  this  occasion. 

The  procedure  was  not  without  a  preoe- 
dent.  Curran,  a  great  many  years  before, 
when  he  was  a  stripling  unknown  to  fame, 
provoked  a  quarrel  in  the  Circuit  Court  of 
Clonmel,  with  one  Walsh,  the  mob-favorite 
of  his  day,  and  they  went  out,  accompanied 
by  the  whole  court,  except  the  judge  and 
jury.  They  were  taken  to  a  field,  well  in- 
closed with  hedges,  and  placed  in  opposite 
corners,  just  as  if  they  had  been  a  pair  of 
bulls  turned  into  a  paddock.  The  whole 
population,  from  the  outside  of  the  fence, 
eagerly  watched  and  encouraged  their  mutual 
advances.  They  both  fired,  and  missed;  a 
*'  lame  and  impotent  conclusion,"  provoca- 
tive of  derisive  cheers,  amid  the  echoes  of 
which  the  combatants  re-entered  the  courts 
to  receive  the  ironical  congratulations  of  their 
long-robed  brethren.  The  afibir  had  ocen- 
pied  about  three  quarters  of  an  hour. 

But,  on  this  occasion,  it  was  no  derisive 
cheer  which  rose  up  to  heaven  ;  but  a  loud 
and  cruel  yell  of  triumph  went  forth  from 
the  valley,  and  was  sent  back  again  from  the 
hills,  while  its  echoes  were  prolonged  from 
field  to  field,  and  passed  away  to  distant  mul- 
titudes, who  telegraphed  the  event,  with  in- 
credible speed,  into  the  heart  of  the  city. 
The  hapless  victim,  of  his  own  intemperate 
folly,  lay  writhing  in  torture ;  but  the  pang^ 
which  that  shout  sent  through  his  heart,  far 
surpassed — as  he  described  it  on  his  dying 
bed — the  anguish  of  his  wound.     A  bitter 
thing  surely  it  must  be,  to  hear  thousands  of 
your   fellow-creatures    rejoicing,    with    one 
voice,  in  your  calamity ;  and  such  was  the 
requiem  which  attended  poor  D*£sterre  from 
that  luckless  field.     The  following  day,  while 
the  shades  of  death  were  thickening  around 
him,  his  victor — taking  his  ease  at  his  inn — was 
speculating  on   the   advantages  which  the 
Catholic    Question    might   reap   from  the 
patronage  of  the  Earl  of  Donoughmore. 
"  So  runs  the  world  away." 
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AvBRTCA  18  a  great  fact.    Even  the  dim- 
eyed,  bespectacled  Old  World  can  aee  and 
acknowledge  that — crabbed  and  purblind  as 
the  aged  witness  is  thouffbt  over  the  water. 
A  greater  fact,  measured  by  square  inches, 
it  might  be  hard  to  find.     Equally  great, 
perhaps,   if    considered    as  the  theatre  of 
scenes  of  struggle  and  acts  of  enterprise, 
present  and  advent,  in  the  drama  of  the 
world's  progress,  in  the  working  out  of  in- 
terests, and  the  solution  of  problems,  on  a 
gigantic  scale,  material,  moral,  social,  politi- 
cal.   But  one  thing  American  there  is,  which 
we  cannot  yet  regard  as  a  great  fact ;  one 
thing,  which  at  b^t,  is  only  a  fiction  founded 
upon  fact :  and  that  ia,  its  poetical  literature. 
Hitherto  the  national  genius  has  sought — 
or  rather  has  found  ready  to  hand — other 
modes  of  expressing  its  character  and  assert- 
ing its  power.     It  has  been  occupied  with 
the  task  of  ordering  the  chaos  of  elements, 
colossal  and  crude,  rich  with  teeming  germs 
of  promise,  amid  which  its  lot  is  cast;  it 
has  been  too  busy  to  sing,  though  not  to 
talk ;  it  has  had  too  many  urgent  calls  on  its 
physical  faculties,  its  bread-winning  arts  and 
money-making  appliances,  to  "go  courting" 
the  coy  muses,  or  to  build  model  stables  for 
Pegasus.     The  young  Titan's  instinct  has 
been  to  exercise  his  muscular  frame  in  turn- 
ing prairies  into  parks,  and  forests  into  cities, 
and   rivers  into   mill-streams,  rather   than 
haunt  the  pine-woods  in  quest  of  aboriginal 
dryads,  or  invoke  primaeval  silence  in  the 
depth  of  sylvan  wilds,  with  hymns  inspired 
by  the  ecstasy  and  attuned  to  the  large  ut- 
terance of  the  elder  grods  of  song.     Com- 
pared with  her  other  attainments,  America's 
poetry  is  backward,  stunted,  unshapen.     It 
IB,  comparatively,  a  lisping  speech.    Its  stars 
are  many  in  number,  but  pale  in  lustre ;  not 
much  differing  from  one  another  in  glory, 
and  altogether  comprising  a  sort  of  milky 
way,  with  a  soup^on  of  water  in  it ;  whereof 
the  constellated  members,  though  for  ever 
singing  as  they  shine,  have  not  yet  caught 
the  rolling  music  of  the  spheres.     American 
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poetry  b  not  of  its  mother  earth,  earthy. 
It  is  rather  of  the  Old  World,  worldly. 

Imitation  is,  in  effect,  the  vice  of  transat- 
lantic verse;  the  very  head  and  front  of  its 
offending.     Not  yet  has  it  learned  to  walk 
alone  on  the  steeps  of  Parnassus,  bold  as  is 
the  national  mien,  and  firm  as  is  its  step,  on 
the  level  of  this  work-day  world.     Again 
and  again  we  hear  the  complaint,  that  Amer- 
ican poets  give  us  back  our  own  coin,  thin- 
ned and  deteriorated  by  the  transit — "  as  if 
America  had  not  the  ore  of  song  in  all  her 
rivers,  and  a  mint  of  her  own  in  every  moun- 
tain, she  does  little  more  for  the  service  of 
the  muse  than  melt  down  our  English  gold 
and  recast  it  in  British  forms."     Again  and 
again  we  hear  it  charged  on  the  American 
bard,  that  he  is  a  dealer  rather  than  a  pro- 
ducer, an  echo  rather  than  a  voice,  a  shadow 
rather  than  a  reality ;  that  what  he  exports 
he  can  hardly  be  said  to  grow  ;  that  he  has 
no  faith  in  his  native  muses ;  that  Europe  is 
the  Mecca  of  his  poetical  superstition — Eng- 
land the  Jerusalem  of  his  imaginative  wor- 
ship ;  and  that  when,  at  length,  the  harp  is 
taken  down  from  the  trees  where  for  centu- 
ries it  has  hung  tuneless,  it  is  but  to  sing  the 
old  songs  of  his  poetical  Zion  in  a  strange 
land.     *'  How  is  it,"  asks  an  eloquent  critic, 
**  that  America's  children,  who  wear  the  new 
costume  of  their  condition  with  an  ostenta- 
tion so  preposterous,  put  on  the  old  thread- 
bare garments  of  the  past  whenever  they  sit 
down  to  the  lyre  ?    While  the  prosaic  Amer- 
ican is  acting  poetry  without  knowing  it, 
building  up  new  cities  in  a  night,  as  the  poet 
in  the  old  time  reared  his  fabrics,  the  bard 
his  brother  is  haunting  the  ruins  of  the  Eu- 
ropean past.    The  transatlantic  muse  is  an 
exile,  as  much  as  in  the  days  of  the  pilgrim 
fathers.     Her  aspect  is  that  of  an  emigrant, 
who  has  fouod  no  settlement ;  her  talk  that 
of  one  who  '  fain  would  be  hame  to  her  ain 
countree.'    In  a  word,  all  things  that  creep 
on  the  face  of  the  earth  have  gone  up  with 
the  American  to  his  new  ark  of  refuge^  and 
naturalised  themselves  there ;  but  again  and 
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again  the  dove  is  Bent  forth  to  bring  in  the 
oHve-branch  of  song  from  a  strange  land.** 
This  indictment  is  confirmed  by  America 
herself.  Says  one  of  her  shrewdest  sons  to 
his  loving  brethren. 

The  mostof  yoa  (this  is  what  strikes  all  beholders) 
Have  a  mental  and  physical  stoop  in  the  shoulders; 
Thoueh  you  ought  to  be  free  as  the  winds  and 

tne  waves, 
You've   the   gait  and  the  manners  of  runaway 

slaves ; 
Though  you  brag  of  your  New  World,  yoa  don't 

half  believe  in  it. 
And  as  much  of  Uie  Old  as  is  possible  weave  in* 

Ik.  •  •  • 

You  steal  Englishmen's  books  and  think  Engl  ish 

men's  thought. 
With  their  ^alt  on  her  tail  the  wild  eagle  is 

caught ; 
Your  literature  suits  its  each  whisper  and  motion 
To  what  will  be  thought  of  it  over  the  ocean. 

Emerson,  again,  ntters  his  aspirations  for  a 
day  when  his  country's  long  apprenticeship 
to  the  literature  of  other  lands  shall  draw  to 
a  close;  when  the  millions  who  are  there 
crashing  into  life  shall  find  they  can  no  longer 
feed  on  the  sere  remains  of  foreign  harvests ; 
when  poetry  shall  revive  and  lead  in  a  new 
age.  And  so  with  almost  every  literary 
**  power"  among  his  countrymen.  Nowhere 
M  the  charge,  such  as  it  is,  ignored — by 
grand  or  petty  jury. 

Now,  imitation  in  poetry  is  ipso  facto  ez- 
oommunication  from  the  inner  circle  of  the 
ecclesia  of  song.  It  strips  the  imitator  of 
his  priestly  vestments.  It  cuts  off  the  can- 
didate from  first-class  honors.  The  world 
declines  to  recognise  a  revised  edition  of 
Homer*8  "  Achilles,**  or  a  modernised  version 
of  Shaks  peare's  "  Hnmlet,"  or  a  corrected 
proof  of  Milton's  "Satan."  Imitation  in 
such  cases  implies  either  the  feebleness  of 
self-distrust,  or  the  boldness  of  piracy,  and, 
either  way,  pronounces  its  own  doom. 

Has  America,  then,  no  poets?  We  are 
not  sophistic  enough  to  set  about  proving  a 
negation  of  that  sort.  But  if  it  be  asked, 
^'  Has  she  any  great  poets  ?*'  then  we,  who 
love  America  much,  but  truth  more, — who 
like  to  read  Bryant  and  Longfellow,  but  not 
in  forgetfulness  of  Shakspeare  and  Milton, — 
ithen  .we  venture  to  answer,  "Surely  not.*' 
Here  again  we  are  not  called  upon  to  prove 
a  negative.  Let  the  New  York  Dante  ap- 
:pear ;  *Iet  the  Boston  Chaucer  arise ;  let  the 
Ghariestown  Wordsworth  come  forth^-each 
•in  the  spirit  and  power,  not  merely  in  the 
.mantle,  of  the  respective  bards — and  forth- 
JFiib  the  oracles  of  criticism  are  duml^  only 


to  find  new  speech  wherein  to  welcome  the 
new  comers.  Understand  what  you  may  by 
the  perhaps  indefinite  expression  "great 
poets,"  we  simply  imply  that  America  has 
not  yet  produced  an  "  Iliad,"  or  a  "  Divine 
Comedy,"  or  a  "  Jerusalem  Delivered ;"  not 
yet  a  "Prometheus  Bound,"  or  a  "Mac- 
beth," a  "  Faery  Queene,"  or  a  "  Paradise 
Lost;"  not  yet,  to  approach  more  debatable 
ground,  a  "  Marmion,"  or  a  •*  Childe  Har- 
old," an  "  Excursion,"  or  a  ••  Gertrude  of 
Wyoming."  We  will  add,  however,  that  in 
the  matter  of  living  poets,  we  have  anything 
but  a  crushing  majority  of  merit.  Ana 
doubtless  the  day  will  dawn — it  may  be 
soon — when  the  American  imagination  shall 
prove  its  creative  power.  And  her  first 
great  poet — one  of  her  living  prophets  hath 
prophesied  it — will  take  his  inspiration  "from 
those  very  themes  and  objects  from  which, 
in  her  young  and  imitative  time,  the  transat- 
lantic muse  seeks  to  escape.  He  will  teach 
truth  by  American  parable.  The  wisdom 
which  is  of  all  time  and  of  every  land,  will 
be  presented  by  him  in  the  especial  form  and 
striking  aspects  which  she  has  chosen  for 
herself  in  the  country  wherein  he  sings.** 
America's  future  will  have  its  poetry  "  ut- 
tered," as  her  past  has  its  poetry  "  unex- 
pressed"— 

For  though  no  poet  then  she  had  to  glorify  her 

fame, 
Her  deeds  were  poems,  that  could  light  dead 

words  with  living  flame. 

The  time  has  been  when  Richard  Henry 
Dana  was  regarded  as  America's  brightest 
orb  of  song.     And  there  are  probably  still 
those  who  cUim  for  him  this  bright  particu- 
lar star-shine.     His  verses  are  distinguished 
by  meditative  calmness,  religious  aspirations, 
and  manly  simplicity.     This  simplicity,  in- 
deed, trenches  on  the  bald  and  barren,  and 
has  been  called  morbid  in  itis  character.   His 
diction  is  often  common-place  and  prosaic, 
but  occasionally  indulges  m  abrupt,  and  of- 
ten spasmodic,  intervals  of  "  strong  endeav- 
or."    Sometimes  unruffled  and  musical,  it 
is  at  others  rasping,   nigged,  grating,   to 
"  cars  polite."    That  Mr.  Dana  specifically 
and  of  set  purpose  imitates  any  one  partico- 
lar  bard,  we  do  not  believe :  whatever  of  the 
imitative  feebleness  just  referred  to  may  at- 
tach to  his  poems,  is  there  rather  implicitly, 
and  by   "spontaneous   generation"  (if  ih»i 
may   be   said  of  anything  imitative).    His 
tendency,  however,  is  to  the  reflective  stand- 
point of  Wordsworth  and   Coleridge ;  and 
his  doctrines  of  idealism  and  super-sensusl 
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inttgbt,  now  widely  and  earaestly  affirmed, 
and  often  exaggerated,  at  Boston  and  other 
nests  of  the  singing  birds,  were  once  scouted 
as  heretical  by  haters  of  paradox,  and  by 
net  bono  men  of  letters. 

For  his  prose  writings  as  well  as  his  verse, 
a  permanent  place  is  assured  to  him  by  Gris- 
wold,  in  the  literature  of  America.  As  a 
prose  writer  (though  malicious  detractors 
nay  affect  to  see  nothing  but  prose  in  him) 
he  is  almost  wholly  unltnown  in  England. 
His  "  Paul  Felton^'  and  "  Tom  Thornton" 
have  been  heard  of ;  vaila  taut.  Yet  his  do- 
ings in  romance,  politics,  and  criticism,  ha?e 
been  considerable,  though  far  from  success- 
ful in  a  pecuniary  sense ; — his  son's  graphic 
narrative  of  •'  Two  Years  before  the  Mast" 
has  had  a  run  to  which  he  is  quite  a  stranger. 
It  is  nearly  forty  years  since  he  began  his 
contributions  to  the  North  American  Review, 
in  the  editorship  of  which  he  afterwards  took 
part.  It  was  in  this  journal  that  he  excited 
the  opposition  of  the  "  Queen  Anne's  Men" 
and  reigning  arbiters  in  poetical  criticism,  by 
his  eulogy  of  the  Lake  poets.  He  '*  thought 
poetry  whs  something  more  than  a  recrea- 
tion; that  it  was  something  superinduced 
upon  the  realities  of  life;  he  believed  the  ideal 
and  the  spiritual  might  be  as  real  as  the  visible 
and  the  tangible;  thought  there  were  truths 
beyond  the  understanding  and  the  senses, 
and  not  to  be  reached  by  ratiocination."* 
In  a  periodical  of  his  own,  called  the  Idle 
Man,  he  published  his  novel  of  "Tom  Thorn- 
ton," which  an  able  reviewer  has  pronounced 
'interesting,"  and  written  in  a  <' style  of 
earnestness  which  holds  truth  paramount 
even  to  taste,  and  refuses  to  adorn  vice  with 
a  veil  of  beauty."  This  periodical  ceased 
with  the  first  volume,  which  did  not  pay  its 
expenses,  owing,  it  is  said,  to  the  absence  of 
laws  of  protective  copyright;  and  to  this 
''cause  defective"  is  attributed  Mr.  Dana's 
discouragement  from  the  literary  enterprises 
which  otherwise  he  would  have  engaged  in. 
However,  by  the  testimony  of  Mr.  Flint,  the 
Idle  Man  has  become  as  established  a  clas- 
tic in  the  United  States  as  the  "Sketch 
Book"  itself.  To  become  a  classic,  by  the 
way,  is  presumably  identical  with  being  ''  put 
on  the  shelf,"  which  is  a  phrase  with  a  Janus 
face.  Few  are  the  libraries  where  the  clas- 
sics don't  want  dusting.  They  are  not,  by 
popular  interpretation,  synonymous  with 
what  Charles  Lamb  called  **  readable  books" 
— a  title  recently  assumed  by  a  London  se- 
ries, which   thus,  in  its  every  advertisement, 
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hints  unutterable  things  as  to  the  unreada- 
bility  of  rival  issues. 

Although  evidently  predisposed  to  poetrv 
of  a  meditative  cast,  and  of  soothing,  "  all 
serene"  purpose,  Mr.  Dana's  longest  and  best 
known  effort  is  in  quite  a  different  key,  and 
adventures  the  treatment  of  a  dramatic  theme, 
with  **  striking  effects,"  in  a  suitably  rapid 
and  exciting  manner.  "  The  Buccaneer"  is 
a  legend  connected  with  an  island  on  the 
New  England  coast — the  oral  tradition  itself 
being  •*  added  to,"  and  "  diminished  from," 
by  the  poet,  according  to  the  supposed  ex- 
igencies of  his  art.  A  murder  at  sea  by  a 
pirate,  Matthew  Lee  by  name,  and  a  preter- 
natural process  of  retribution,  are  the  theme. 
The  distinctive  feature  in  the  adjustment  of 
the  just  recompense  of  reward,  is  the  intro- 
duction of  the  White  Horse,  which  was  cast 
overboard  after  its  mistress,  and  whose  spec- 
tre is  the  agent  of  final  suffering  and  penal 
woe  to  the  reprobate  seaman.  A  fear,  half 
ribald  jest,  half  shrinking  apprehension,  lest 
by  some  wild  miracle  the  white  steed  should 
find  utterance  to  reveal  bloody  secrets,  just 
as  in  old,  old  times  the  diviner's  ass  had  the 
sudden  faculty  of  speech,  constrains  Lee  to 
hurl  him  to  the  waves  alive,  and  bid  him  ride 
them  as  he  may.  Then  and  there,  the  cry 
of  the  struggling  brute  is  appalling  to  the 
ruffians  on  deck,  as  they  watch  his  wrestlings 
with  the  yeasty  waters — now  sinking,  now 
rearing  upwards — **  then  drifts  away  :  but 
through  the  night  they  hear  far  off  that 
dreadful  cry."  To  blot  out  the  last  vestige 
of  crime,  the  ship  itself  is  burnt ;  and  the 
desperadoes  settle  down  on  the  solitary  ibland 
"of  craggy  rock  and  sandy  bay,"  to  enjoy  the 
*'  much  fine  gold"  for  which  they  have  sold 
ship,  business,  conscience,  and  peace.  They 
try  to  drown  reflection  in  jovial  riot : 

Mat  lords  it  now  throughout  the  isle : 

His  hand  falls  heavier  than  before. 

All  dread  alike  his  frown  or  smile ; — 

None  come  within  his  door, 
Save  those  who  dipped  tlielr  bands  in  blood  with 

him ; 
Save  those  who  laughed  to  see  the  white  horse 
swim. 

The  anniversary  of  the  crime  comes  round  : 
the  guilty  revellers  keep  high  holiday.  But 
at  midnight  there  is  a  strange  vision  seen ; 
at  midnight,  a  strange  cry  beard  ;  across  the 
dark  waters  flits  a  ship  in  flnmes,  riding  up- 
right and  still,  shedding  a  wild  and  lurid  light 
around  her,  scaring  the  sea-birds  from  their 
nests,  and  making  them  dart  and  wheel  with 
deafening  screams — while  above  the  wave 
uprises,    ghastly    white,    a    horse's    bea&. 
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"There,  on  the  tea,  be  ataixlB — the  Spectre- 
Horse  !  He  moves ;  he  gains  the  saads," 
and  onward  speeds,  his  ghoally  sides  stream- 
ing nitb  a  cold  blue  liglit,  his  palh  shiaiog 
like  A  swift  ship's  walie  :  onward  speeds,  lill 
he  reaches  Lee  «  blasted  threshold,  and  with 
neigh  thht  seems  the  living  trump  of  hell, 
summons  the  pirate  to  mount  and  awaf ! 
But  the  liour  of  final  vengeance  is  not  yet 
come,  and  though  Lee  mounU  the  spirit- 
steed  and  is  borne  whither  he  would  not,  and 
sees  iDlo  ocean  depths  where  lie  the  sleeping 
dead,  done  lo  death  by  him  ;  yet  with  the 
morning  he  is  agiiin  quit  o(  the  apparition, 
and  left,  to  brood  on  his  sjna  and  await  the 
lost  scene  of  all — standing  on  the  cliff,  be- 
neath the  sun's  broad  fierce  blaie,  but  him- 
self "  as  stiff  and  cold  as  one  that's  dead" — 
lost  in  a  dreamy  trouble  "of  some  wild 
horror  past,  and  coming  woes."  Misery 
withers  the  caitiff's  existence  for  another 
year;  and  again  the  burning  ship  is  seen, 
and  the  while  steed  visits  him,  and  gives 
warbing  that  the  next  visit  shall  be  the  last. 
Punctual  and  inexorable  visltnnt ! — he  comes 
in  his  season,  and  ia  vain  Lee  Qin^s  and 
writhes  in  wild  despair ;  "  the  spirit-corse 
holds  htm  by  feorfnl  spell ;"  a  mystic  fire 

llluoies  the  sea  arocnd  their  track — 
The  curling  comb,  and  dark  »Ieel  wave : 

There,  yet,  sits  Lee  Ilie  spectre's  bach — 
Gone !  gone !  and  none  to  save  ! 

They're  seen  no  more;  the  night  hassbnttherain. 

May  Heaven  have  pity  on  thee,  man  of  sin  ! 

The  earth  has  washed  away  its  stain  ; 

The  sealed  up  sky  is  breaking  forth, 
Mnsiering  its  glorious  hntts  again. 

From  the  Tar  soath  and  nnnn; 
The  ciimbin)t  moon  plays  on  the  rippling  sea. 
— ^O,  whither  on  its  waters  rideth  Lee  1 

The  legend  is  a  telling  one.  Jlnd  Mr, 
Dana  has  told  it  impressively.  But  in  the 
hands  of  a  more  devoted  romanticist  it  would 
have  told  much  better.  It  is  here  a  some- 
what hard  and  bald  composition — not  unfre- 
quently  obscure  from  compression  and  ellip- 
tical treatment.  The  metre  Belec(«d,  too. 
requires  for  success  a  delicate  and  varied 
mastery  of  musical  rhythm  on  the  part  of  the 
poet,  and  some  familiarity  with  its  character 
on  that  of  the  reader.  Some  stanzas  are 
eicelUnt — others  curt  and  rugged  to  a  de- 
gree. Judging  by  the  rest  of  bis  poems,  Mr. 
Dana  waa  out  of  bis  element  in  this  stern 
fancy-piece  of  legendary  lore;  and  certainly, 
bad  we  read  the  others  first,  we  should  have 
been  surprised  hy  the  imaginative  power  he 
Aas  brought  to  bear  oo  a  superslilion  xA  p\- 


racy  and  blood,  involving  the  ace  of  m^ 
chine ry  from  the  spirit- world. 

The  brief  introduclion  to  the  tragedj  ii 
qnite  in  bis  happiest  style,  and  breathe*  a  hm- 
todious  tranquillity  aptly  chosen,  by  oonttMt 
to  the  advent  agitation  of  struggling  pusion 
and  savage  discord.  We  see,  in  a  few  pia- 
turesque  lines,  a  lonely  island,  all  in  aileiwa^ 
but  for  ocean's  roar,  and  the  Gtful  cry,  heaid 
through  sparkling  foam,  of  the  shrill  laa- 
bird: 

But  when  the  light  winds  lie  at  rest, 

And  on  the  SMBny,heaving  sea. 
The  black  dock,  with  her  gloasy  breut. 


And  silvery  w 


M  go  noiselesa  np  the  beach. 


There  are  not  many  verses  eqaal  to  that  in 
the  ■'  Buccaneer" — not  many  figures  so  si^ 
gestive  as  that  of  the  silent  rockios  of  the 
black  duck  on  the  gentle  cradle  of  an  on- 
veied  sea. 

The  "  Changes  of  Home"  is,  as  the  subjeM 
demands,  meditative  and  pathetic.  The  poet 
revisits  the  scene  of  boyhood,  and  is  smitten 
to  his  poet's  soul  by  the  revolution  and  decay 
and  innovation  it  reveals ;  or  rather,  by  toe 
revolution  and  decay  he  discovers  in  himself, 
while  outward  aspects,  so  far  as  Nature  fs 
concerned,  continue  much  as  they  were.  He 
meets  one,  who,  like  the  pastor  in  the  "  Ex- 
cursion," informs  him  of  the  chronicles  of  the 
villnge.  There  are  many  tonching  passages 
— as  ibis: 

To  past  the  doors  where  I  had  welcotned  been, 
And  none  but  unknown  voices  bear  within  ; 

Strange,  wondtrivg  facu  at  Ikou  window*  ttt, 
Onet  lightly  ^W™,  ""^  'S""  "  nod/or  me  / — 
To  walk  fuJl  cities,  and  yet  feel  alone — 
From  day  to  day  to  listen  to  the  moan 
or  moaming  trees — '(was  sadder  here  unknown. 

A  tale  of  love  and  bereavement  and  madoeti 
is  the  mainstay  of  this  poem,  and  is  very 
feelingly  narrnled — "  soon  'tis  told — simple 
though  sad  ;  no  mystery  to  unfold,  save  tbst 
one  great,  dread  mystery,  the  mind."  Sea- 
timent  and  diction  are  both  pleasing  in  thoe 
verses. 

The  poem  entitled  "  Factitious  Life"  ii 
founded  on  Wordsworth's  protect,  that  Uu 
world  is  loo  much  with  us,  our  hearts  given 
away,  our  powers  wasted.  But  there  is  mon 
life  and  heat  and  meaning  in  that  memorable 
sonnet  of  Rydal's  bard,  than  in  this  protract- 
ed effort  of  didactic  philosophy.  The  satire 
is  so-so;  the  humor  not  very  genial;  i1k 
poetry  perilously  akin  lo  prose,  albeit  U 
antv-^rosaic  and  a nli- utilitarian  in  its  purpoM. 
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That  purpose  is  indeed  high  and  praisewor- 
thy ;  nor  do  we  object,  as  the  author  seems 
to  have  apprehended,  to  his  commencing  in  a 
comparatively  trifling  vein,  and  falling  gradu- 
ally into  the  serious,  and  at  last  resting  "  in 
that  which  should  be  the  home  of  all  our 
Noughts,  the  religious."  The  protest  is 
against  reducing  man's  soul  to  the  limits  of 
the  coQTentioiiaU  cramping  his  mind  by  rules 
of  etiquette,  substituting  respectability  for 
virtue — "  to  keep  in  with  the  world  your  only 
end,  and  with  the  world  to  censure  or  de- 
fend*'— it  is  against  a  modish  existence,  where 
singularity  alone  is  sin,  where  manners  rather 
than  heart  are  the  subject  of  education, 
where  the  simple  way  of  right  is  lost,  and 
ourious  expedients  substituted  for  truth. 
And  the  aspiration  is  for  a  return  of  the 
fresh,  inartificial  time,  in  the  now  dim  past, 
when 

Free  and  ever  varying  played  the  heart ; 
Great  Nature  schooled  it ;  life  was  not  an  art : 
And  as  the  bosom  heaved,  so  wrought  the  mind ; 
The  thought  put  forth  in  act ;  and,  unconfined, 
The  whole  man  lived  his  feelings. 

A  like  spirit  animates  the  lines  called 
"  Thoughts  on  the  Soul " — the  text  being, 
that  it  exceeds  man's  thoughts  to  think  how 
high  God  hath  raised  man — the  "  practical 
improvement,"  that  man  should  cast  oflf  his 
slough,  and  send  forth  his  spirit  to  expatiate 
in  **  immortal  light,  and  life  for  evermore." 
We  are  earnestly  reminded  that,  linked  with 
the  Immortal,  immortality  begins  e'en  here 
-^he  soul  once  given,  as  a  solemn  trust  to 
man,  there  ne'er  will  come  a  date  to  its  tre- 
mendous energies,  but  ever  shall  it  be  taking 
freeh  life,  starting  fresh  for  future  toil, 

And  on  shall  go,  for  ever,  ever,  on, 

Changing,  all  down  its  course,  each  thing  to  one 

With  its  immortal  nature. 

More  popular,  and  charged  with  more 
than  one  home-thrust  at  the  feelings,  are  the 
lines  called  "The  Husband's  and  Wife's 
Grave."  There,  folded  in  deep  stillness,  in 
all  the  nearness  of  the  narrow  tomb,  lie  the 
partners  in  life  and  death — 

Yet  feel  they  not  each  other's  presonce  now. 
Dread  fellowship ! — together,  yet  alone. 
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liest production  in  verse — appearing  in  1825, 
in  the  New  York  Eeview,  then  under  Bry- 
ant's editorship — and  a  fine  memorial  it  is, 
tender  and  true,  of  a  sympathetic  nature, 
which  has  a  reverent  faith  in  the  truth  that 
He  who  made  us,  made  also  and  loveih  all. 
We  watch  the  poor  doomed  bird,  gasping 
its  life  out,  where  the  grass  makes  a  soft 
couch,  and  blooming  boughs  (needlessly 
kind)  spread  a  tent  above  ;  we  hear  its  mate 
calling  to  the  white,  piled  clouds,  and  asking 
for  the  missed  and  forlorn  one.  That  airy 
call 

Thoult  hear  no  longer ;  'neath  snn-ligbted  clouds, 
With  beating  wings,  or  steady  poise  aslant. 
Wilt  sail  no  more.    Around  thy  trembling  claws 
Droop  thy  wings'  parting  feathers.    Spasms  of 

death 
Are  on  thee. 

From  Him  who  heareth  the  ravens'  cry  for 
food  comes  the  inspiration  of  this  elegy. 

A  "  Fragment  of  an  Epistle,"  composed  in 
octosyllabic  verse,  is  an  attempt  to  escape 
not  only  what  Byron  calls  the  fatal  facility, 
but  what  the  author  calls  the  fatal  monoto- 
ny, of  that  metre.  There  is  little  else  to 
characterize  it.  "A  plump  of  Daisies" 
shows  dim  and  diminutive  beside  the  same 
object  in  other  poets  one  might  name. 
"Chantrey's  Washington"  has  little  of  the 
massive  power  of  either  the  statesman  or  the 
sculptor  involved  in  its  memorial  verse. 
'*  The  Moss  supplicateth  for  the  Poet,"  as 
for  one  who  leaves,  ofttimes,  the  flaunting 
flowers  and  open  sky,  to  woo  the  moss  by 
shady  brook,  with  voice  low  and  soft  and  sad 
as  the  brook  itself,  and  because  the  moss  is 
of  lowly  frame,  and  more  constant  than  the 
flower,  and  because  it  is 

Kind  to  old  decay,  and  wraps  it  softly 

round  in  green, 
On  naked  root,  and  trunk  of  gray,  spreading  a 

garniture  and  screen. 

"The  Pleasure  Boat"  goes  tilting  pleas- 
antly on  in  way,  to  a  soft  breeze  and  musi- 
cal murmur  of  accompaniment.  And  such, 
with  the  "  Spirit  of  the  Pilgrims"  and  a  few 
lyrics,  comprise,  so  far  as  we  are  informed, 
the  lays  of  the  minstrel  whom  we  have  thus 
inadequately  but  impartially,  "  when  found, 
made  a  note  of." 
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From   Sharpens   Magaxine. 


THE  TWO  PRISONERS  OF  THE  C  0  N  C  I  E  R  GE  R  IE; 


OR,  PARIS  ON  THE  IGtb  OCTOBER,  1793,  AND  ON  THE  16tb  0CT0BRR»  1862. 


It  was  a  chill  aatumn  morning — a  gray 
fog  brooded  over  the  city,  and  a  gloom  rested 
on  the  people  of  Paris.  A  few  faint  rays  of 
sunshine  struggled  through  the  mist  and 
rested  on  the  roof  of  the  Louvre,  and  the 
time-honored  towers  of  Notre  Dame.  The 
streets  were  thronged  with  people ;  crowds 
stood  as  if  in  anxious  expectation  of  some 
great  event, — in  front  of  the  Palais  de  Jus- 
tice, on  the  steps  of  the  Church  of  St.  Roche, 
and  on  the  Place  de  la  Revolution  {now  the 
Place  de  la  Concorde). 

And  yet  it  might  easily  be  perceived  that 
it  was  no  festal  scen^  which  drew  the  people 
from  their  houses  on  that  16th  of  October, 
1793.  Here  and  there,  it  is  true,  a  counte- 
nance might  be  discovered  which  betrayed 
marks  of  sorrow,  but  those  of  the  g^reat  ma- 
jority wore  an  aspect  either  of  idle  curiosity, 
cold  scorn,  or  bitter  hatred  and  malignity. 

On  that  day  Marie  Antoinette  was  to  be 
led  forth  to  the  scaffold.  Separated  from  her 
children,  and  from  all  who  were  dear  to  her 
on  earth,  she  had  for  some  time  past  dragged 
out  a  miserable  existence  in  a  gloomy  cell  of 
the  Conciergerie,  the  prison  belonging  to  the 
old  Palais  de  Justice,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Seine.  This  palace,  once  the  abode  of  the 
kings  of  France — the  spot  whence  St.  Louis, 
surrounded  by  the  flower  of  European  chi- 
valry, set  forlh  for  the  wars  of  the  crusades 
— this  palace  it  was  whose  vaults  were 
doomed  to  be  the  living  grave  of  a  queen  of 
France — a  queen  whose  sorrows  and  untime- 
ly fate  have  almost  caused  the  world  to  for- 
get her  follies  and  her  faults. 

At  an  early  hour  of  the  morning  her  sum- 
mons came  ;  the  night  had  been  chiefly  spent 
in  writing  to  her  children  and  to  the  Princess 
Elizabeth.  Exhausted  nature  at  length 
claimed  a  few  moments  for  repose ;  but  very 
brief  had  been  the  slumbers  of  the  broken- 
hearted victim,  when  her  jailer  came  to  an- 
nounce to  her  that  everything  was  prepared 
for  her  departure.    She  was  not  even  allowed 


the  petty  consolation  of  appearing  in  decent 
attire  before  the  nation  who  had  once  beheld 
her  in  all  the  pomp  and  splendor  of  royalty* 
The  damp  of  the  dungeon  and  long-oon- 
tinued  wear,  had  imparted  a  soiled  and  tat- 
tered aspect  to  her  garments.  Vainly  she 
strove  to  arrange  them  to  the  best  advantage 
ere  she  quitted  her  cell.  The  daughter  and 
the  wife  of  kings  must  drink  the  cup  of  bit- 
terneas  to  its  very  dregs  !  When  she  reached 
the  door  of  the  prison,  the  first  object  on 
which  her  eye  rested  was  the  cart  which  was 
to  convey  her,  and  §ome  of  her  fellow- pris- 
oners, to  the  scaffold.  A  shudder  convulsed 
her  frame !  Her  husband  bad  at  least  been 
allowed  the  favor  of  a  covered  carriage  to 
convey  him  to  the  place  of  execution :  but 
no  such  privilege  was  in  store  for  her.  She 
must  go  forth  to  meet  her  doom  exposed  lo 
the  gaze  of  the  multitude  in  a  common  open 
cart,  thronged  with  victims! 

Slowly  and  reluctantly  she  entered,  and 
the  cart  drove  off.  After  so  many  montha 
spent  in  solitude  and  gloom  the  cheerfol 
light  of  day  had  no  charms  for  the  royal 
captive  ;  and  the  sight  of  the  throng  of  hu- 
man beings  by  whom  she  was  snrrounded. 
completely  overpowered  her.  Her  exhausted 
frame  was  but  ill  able  to  bear  the  joltings  of 
the  cart  as  it  passed  onwards  over  the  rough 
stones.  Vainly  she  strove  to  balance  herself 
by  grasping  the  side  of  the  vehicle ;  alas  I 
her  hands  were  bound,  and  on  she  went  thai 
long  and  dreary  way,  suffering  in  body  and 
crushed  in  spirit,  whilst  many  an  insulting 
jeer  fell  upon  her  ear,  as  she  rocked  from  side 
to  side;  and  not  one  in  that  vast  human 
throng  dared  to  cry,  •'  God  bless  her  /*' 

And  yet,  even  then,  in  this  her  hour  of 
misery,  the  fallen  queen  was  not  ut- 
terly deserted.  It  was  remarked  by  many 
amongst  the  multitude  that,  as  she  drove  up 
the  Rue  St.  Honors,  her  eye  seemed  to  wan- 
der from  house  to  house ;  they  attributed 
this  to  her  levity  of  character,  which,  even 
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in  that  awful  momeDt,  was  attracted  by  ob« 
jeots  of    paasing  interest.      But  gay   and 
*  thoughtless  as  Marie  Antoinette  had  once 
been,  the  anxieties  which  at  this  moment 
filled  her  heart  were  of  no  idle  cast.     She 
had  refused  to  receive  the  last  sacraments  of 
^fcer  church  from  the  hands  of  the  revolution- 
ary priests,  who  were  alone  admitted  to  the 
prisons;  and  secret  intelligence  had   been 
conveyed  to  her,  on  the  evening  preceding 
her  execution,  that  one  of  the  non-juring 
priests,  concealed  in  a  house  of  the  Rue  St. 
Honor6,  would   pronounce  absolution  over 
her  as  she  passed  on  her  way  to  the  scaffold. 
Long  did   her  eye  wander  from  house  to 
house  in  fruitless  search  for  the  appointed 
sign:   at  last,  she   discovered  it  over  the 
door  of  an  obscure  dwelling-house.     A  pass- 
ing ray  of  joy  lighted  up  for  a  moment  the 
Eallid  features  of  the  fallen  oueen,  and  she 
owed  her  head  as  she  passea  to  receive  the 
sacrament,  which  was  tnus  alone  accessible 
to  her.     Soon  the  Place  de  la  Revolution 
was  reached — that  scene  of  terror  and  of 
crime.     As  the  queen  approached  the  scaf- 
fold, close  to  the  very  gate  of  the  Tuileries, 
she  glanced  for  a  moment  towards  that  spot 
where  she  had  once  dwelt  in  royal  splendor. 
How  many  visions  of  the  past  may  not  have 
crowded  through  her  mind  during  that  brief, 
sad  moment ! — visions  of  the  day  when  she 
came  to  that  palace,  years  before,  a  gay  and 
lovely  bride,  and  during  the  festivities  attend- 
ant on  her  marriage,  hundreds  were  crushed 
to  death  on  that  very  Place  ! — visions  of  the 
days  of  thoughtless  levity  which  followed, 
when  the  love  of  pleasure  and  admiration 
alone  Glled  her  heart! — visions  of  a  time  of 
better  and  purer  joy,  when  a  mother'H  love 
first  stirred  within  her,  and  with  a  thrill  of 
delight  she  had  pressed  her  first-born  to  her 
heart! — visions,  too,  of  the  hour  when  the  first 
muttering  of  the  gathering  storm  reached  her 
earl 

All  this,  and  much  more, — thoughts  of 
the  children  she  was  leaving  behind  her  in 
pitiless  hands  and  evil  days — of  the  hour  of 
anguish  which  now  awaited  her — and  the 
awful  future  upon  which  she  was  about  to 
enter.  All  this  might,  and  probably  did, 
pass  through  the  mind  of  the  unhappy 
queen,  as  she  gazed  for  the  last  time  on  the 
Tuileries — for  the  first  time  on  the  guillotine ! 
Brief,  however,  was  the  space  afforded  her 
for  meditation :  hurried  by  the  executioner 
from  the  cart  to  the  scaffold,  the  sharp  axe 
swiftly  executed  its  bloody  task,  and  the 
Veuve  Capet  was  proclaimed  to  be  no  more! 
Other  victims  followed — the  crowd  gazed 


till  they  were  satiated  with  the  sight  of  blood 
— and  then  they  dispersed,  each  man  to  his 
home,  and  thus  ended  the  16th  October,  179S ! 


Sixty  years  had  well  nigh  sped  their 
changing  course  ;  anarchy  had  been  suc- 
ceeded by  despotism ;  legitimacy,  restored 
for  a  brief  space,  had  yielded  up  the  sceptre 
it  swayed  with  feeble  hand  ;  constitutional 
monarchy  had  been  tried  and  failed  ;  organ- 
ized republicanism,  too,  had  had  its  day ; 
and  then  another  memorable  \Qthof  October 
dawned  on  France. 

It  inaugurated  the  empire!  Once  more 
was  a  Prisoner  of  the  Conciergerie  the  hero 
of  the  day.  Amidst  the  crash  of  falling  dy- 
nasties and  all  the  vicissitudes  of  time,  those 
old  gray  towers  had  stood  unchanged  on  the 
banks  of  the  smiling  Seine. 

On  many  a  sad  heart  had  the  gates  of  the 
Conciergerie  closed  since  the  day  when  Ma- 
rie Antoinette  left  it  for  the  scaffold  ;  but 
few  more  daring  spirits  were  ever  confined 
within  those  gloomy  precincts  than  Louis 
Napoleon,  nephew  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon 
Bonaparte.  After  his  landing  at  Boulogne, 
and  the  failure  of  that  rash  and  premature 
attempt,  the  son  of  Hortense  was  confined 
in  the  ancient  prison  of  the  Palais  de  Justice, 
previous  to  his  removal  to  the  Fortress  of 
Ham. 

The  game  seemed  utterly  lost,  and  even 
the  most  daring  and  hopeful  heart  might 
well  have  despaired  of  success.  But  years 
rolled  on,  the  prisoner  escaped,  bided  his 
time,  and  when  France,  weary  of  anarchy 
and  confusion,  yearned  for  order  and  secu- 
rity, his  firm  hand  grasped  the  reins  of  pow- 
er, and  on  the  16th  of  October,  1852,  the 
Prisoner  of  the  Conciergerie  entered  Paris  as 
the  Emperor  Elect  of  the  French  nation. 

No  fog  obscured  the  sun  of  Austerlitz  on 
this  memorable  day — the  day  which  sealed 
the  doom  of  France,  at  least  during  this  pre^ 
sent  phase  of  her  destinies.  The  air  was 
clear  and  bright,  and  all  Paris  was  astir  ; 
people  were  hurrying  to  and  fro  on  the 
boulevards  in  busy  preparation ;  shop-boys 
looking  anxiously  at  the  clock,  watching  for 
the  hour  of  twelve,  which  seemed  to  them 
*'  long-a-coming,"  for  then  the  shop  was  to 
be  closed  and  the  rest  of  the  day  devoted  to 
festivity  ;  workmen  were  giving  the  finishing 
touch  to  triumphal  arches ;  hawkers  vend- 
ing by  thousands  small  gilt  medals  with  the 
effigy  of  Louis  Napoleon  stamped  on  one 
side,  and  on  the  other  the  imperial  eagle, 
with  the  inscription,  "  La  Ville  de  Paris,  a 
Louis  Napoleon,  Empereur,'*  whilst  others 
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were  crying  themselves  hoarse,  offering  for 
sale  fl/ing  sheets  headed,  *'  Vive  VEmpe- 
reur !  cest  le  vceu  de  la  France  /*'  "  Pro-  \ 
gramme  des  F^tes  et  Crerimonies  qui  vont 
avoir  lieu  dans  Paris,  le  Samedi,  16  Octo- 
ber,^^  &c.,  and  all  these  valuable  documents 
were  to  be  acquired  at  the  reasonable  rate 
of  five  centimes  a-piece. 

A  few  quiet  citizens  walked  about  in 
amazement,  scarcely  seeming  well  assured 
whether  the  whole  was  not  a  dream ;  and 
one  might  be  heard  greeting  another  be- 
neath the  shadow  of  Napoleon's  column  on 
the  Place  Vendome,  with  the  half-inquiring 
exclamation,  '*  Fk  bien,  voild  V Empire  /" 

But  now  the  hour  of  noon  has  struck. 
Louis  Napoleon  is  to  arrive  at  the  railway 
station  at  two,  and  it  is  high  time  the  pro- 
cession should  begin  lo  form.  On  they  pour — 
that  vast  human  tide — hemmed  in  by  the 
double  file  of  soldiers  which  lined  the  boule- 
vards throughout  their  whole  extent. 

Deputations  from  the  neighboring  com- 
munes, each  bearing  some  gay  flag,  with  a 
laudatory  device ;  portly  dames  de  la  halle, 
with  huge  nosegays  in  their  hands;  spruce- 
looking  demoiselles  from  divers  marches  and 
kalles,  all  dressed  in  white  muslin  and  deck- 
ed with  violets ;  school  children,  led  by 
priests  and  waving  triumphantly  their  little 
tri-colored  flags,  while  thev  shouted  most 
lustily,  *'  Vive  V Empereur,  *  and  doubtless 
with  them  it  was  a  hearty  cry,  for  to  him 
they  were  indebted  for  a  holiday !  Next 
came  a  venerable  band,  dressed  in  motley 
garb — the  relics  of  the  Vieille  Garde  and  of 
the  Grande  Armie,  As  they  passed  on- 
wards with  failing  steps,  in  the  varied  uni- 
forms of  by-gone  days,  many  a  one  with  a 
wooden  leg  or  broken  arm,  every  heart 
warmed  to  the  brave  old  men,  and  many  a 
hearty  cheer  greeted  them  on  their  way. 
One  of  the  aged  men,  who  bore  the  banner, 
waved  it  three  times  solemnly  over  the  heads 
of  the  younger  soldieiy  who  stood  by  his* 
side,  as  though  he  would  fain  consecrate 
them  to  the  service  of  his  master's  nephew. 

Squadron  after  squadron  of  cavalry  now 
dashed  onwards  through  the  streets,  their 
helmets  glittering  in  the  noon-day  Fun,  whilst 
every  now  and  then  the  measured  tread  of 
infantry  again  fell  upon  the  ear. 

And  now,  heads  are  seen  outstretched  in 
anxious  expectation,  cries,  not  loud,  it  must 
be  owned,  of  *'  Vive  V Empereur'*  are  borne 
upon  the  breeze ;  a  brilllaot  group  appears 
in  the  distance,  and,  foremost  of  them  all, 
his  usually  impassive  countenance  kindling 


with  triumph,  rode  Lods  Napoleon.    Oraee- 
fully  he  bowed  with  uncovered  head  as  he 
passed  onward  amongst  the  crowd,  bia  beau- 
tiful  Arabian   bearing  itself   as   though   it 
shared  in   its  master  s  triumph.     It  was  a 
gorgeous  pageant,  that  presented   by   the 
sight  of  those  150,000  armed  men,  crowds* 
of  gaily  dressed  women,  peasants  from  the 
country,  all   pouring  along  like  a  resistless, 
living  tide  for  fiy%  whole  hours,  without  in- 
termission.    When  the  prince  had  passed, 
and  men  no  longer  stood  on  the  "  tip-toe  of 
expectation,"  some  of  the  sharers  in  the  pa- 
geant seemed  suddenly  to  remember  that  it 
was  a  long  time  since  they  had  bad  their 
breakfast ;  and  a  young  national  guardsman 
might  be  seen  quitting  the  lines,  and  cutting 
a  loaf  in  pieces  with  his  sword,  whilst  on  the 
point  of  the  same  serviceable  weapon,  he 
gallantlv  handed  the  severed  slices  to  some 
of  the  fair  damsels  of  Montrouge,  who  had 
borne  their  part  in  the  procession,  and  now 
stood,  radiant  with  smiles  and  nosegays,  be- 
neath the  triumphal  arch.    The  merry  peab 
of  laughter  which  this  act  of  civility  elicited, 
had  scarcely  subsided,  when  a  fresh  incident 
attracted  the  attention  of  the  crowd.     As  a 
cuirassier  was   galloping    along,  his    horse 
slipped  on  the  smooth  pavement  of  a  cross- 
ing, and  he  fell  to  the  ground  with  some  vio- 
lence.   One  of  the  pretty  cantinitres,  or  filUs 
du  regiment,  dressed  in  picturesque  military 
attire,  immediately  stepped  forward,  and  as- 
sisted the  fallen  man  to  rise,  at  the  same  time 
offering  him   a  draught  from   the  canteen 
which  hung  gracefully  by  her  side.     Gaiety 
and  good  humor  served  to  lend  a  charm  to 
every  parsing  incident,  and  an  atmosphere 
of  joyous  hilarity  pervaded  all  around.  Mean- 
while, the  prince  and  his  brilliant  staff  passed 
on  their  way  through  the  gazing  throngs,  till 
they  reached  the  Place  de  la  Concorde. 

No  blood-stained  guillotine  now  defaced 
that  spacious  area  ;  sparkling  fountains  play- 
ed on  the  very  spot  where  once  the  blood  of 
royalty  had  flowed,  as  though  they  would 
fain  efface  the  foul  stain  which  had  erst- 
while marked  their  site. 

Did  recollections  of  the  deeds  of  violence 
which  this  Place  de  la  Revolution  had  wit- 
nessed sixty  years  before,  cast  their  shadow 
over  the  heart  of  the  new  potentate  as  he 
entered  the  gates  of  the  palace,  where  Marie 
Antoinette  had  once  dwelt  in  royal  splen- 
dor ?  Did  a  conviction  of  the  illusive  nature 
of  all  this  triumphal  pomp  flash  across  his 
mind,  when,  in  answer  to  one  of  his  attend- 
ants, who  expressed  a  hope  that  his  imperial 
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UgliDess  had  been  satisfied  with  his  recep- 
tion, he  replied  :  "  Beaucoup  cT  arcs  de  iri- 
omphe,  mais  tr^s  pen  cTenthousiasme  /" 

Very  little  enthusiasm  indeed  there  was 
tbrouffhout  the  vast  concourse  assembled  on 
that  day  in  Paris!  Parisian  women  were 
pleased  because  it  was  a  gay  scene,  such  a 
scene  as  they  always  love — and  **  il  y  aura 
tant  de  belles  files  quand  rwus  avons  un  Em- 
ptreurH  Some  old  soldiers  mere  pleased, 
because  the  hero  of  the  day  was  nephew  to 
their  oum  Napoleon ;  and  the  prospect  of  a 
busy  season  won  him  some  golden  opinions 
from  Parisian  tradesmen.  But  amongst  the 
great  mass  of  the  people,  not  one  spark  of 
true  homage  or  genuine  devotion  glowed,  as 
their  future  emperor  rode  through  the  streets 
of  Paris ;  whilst  in  many  a  breast  hatred  as 
deep  and  as  undying  as  that  which  followed 
the  fallen  queen  to  the  scaffold,  pursued  the 
rising  emperor  to  the  Palace  of  the  Tuileries. 

The  one  quality  of  Louis  Napoleon  which, 
in  the  eyes  of  France,  redeems  his  despotism, 
and  casts  a  prestige  about  his  person,  is  his 
undaucvted  courage — his  almost  reckless  dar- 
ing— *'  U  n^a  pas  peur,  ce  gaillard  fa*'  was 
the  exclamation  of  a  stout-hearted  Norman 
peasant,  who  did  not  seem  in  any  other  re- 
spect to  entertain  much  reverence  or  affection 
for  his  new  ruler. 

•'  //  n'y  aura  pas  d^ attentat  sur  sa  vei£  car 
il  ne  craint  rien,  cet  homme  la,  et  les  Francais 
respectent  le  courage,*'  was  the  observation 


of  a  Pariuan  gentleman,  who  acknowledged 
no  other  merit  save  that  of  hardihood,  in  the 
future  emperor. 

And  thus,  amidst  the  hollow  plaudits  of 
the  populace,  amidst  gay  processions  and 
brilliant  illuminations,  terminated  the  16th 
October  1852,  whose  sunny  sky  and  gor- 
geous pomp  offered  a  striking  contrast  to  the 
mournful  gloom  of  the  same  day  in  the  month 
of  October,  l'?93. 

The  fate  of  Marie  Antoinette,  despite  her 
weakness,  her  follies,  and  her  mistalces,  has 
awakened  emotions  of  pity  and  of  regret, 
even  in  the  minds  of  her  bitterest  foes,  and 
we  question  whether  there  are  any  who  can 
look  back  on  that  fatal  IGth  October,  1793, 
and  think  without  a  sigh  on  the  degradation 
and  misery  which  a  fallen  queen  was  then 
called  upon  to  endure. 

With  what  eyes  posterity  may  glance  back 
upon  the  16th  of  October,  1852;  whether 
blame  or  wonder,  pity  or  admiration,  will 
predominate  in  the  minds  of  men,  as,  at  the 
close  of  another  half  century,  they  look  back 
upon  the  conduct  and  career  of  Louis  Napo- 
leon^  we  cannot  now  venture  to  pi  edict. 

To  the  issue  of  events  still  unfolded  in  the 
womb  of  time,  we  leave  the  result  of  his  dar- 
ing policy,  and  for  a  faithful  verdict  on  his 
character,  we  must  await  the  future  decision 
of  that  vox  populi  which  sooner  or  later  is 
sure  to  speak  with  impartial  truth  of  the 
mighty  dead  I 
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THE  RELIGIOUS  POETS  OF  THE   EIGHTEENTH  AND 

NINETEENTH  CENTURIES. 


BT  OEOROE  OILFILLAN. 


NO.  IV.-JAMES  BEATTIE. 


Perhaps  the  name  '  religious  poet'  may 
be  denied  or  reluctantly  ceded  to  James 
Beattie.  And  yet  we  cannot  but  think  of 
the  author  of  the  '  Hermit/,  and  of  the  'Essay 
on  Truth,'  in  a  religious  light.  A  religious 
man  he  was  undoubtedlv*  and  some  of  his 
smaller  poems  are  tinged  with  a  fine  devo- 
tional spirit,  although  the  'Minstrel'  can 
hardly,  as  a  whole,  be  called  a  sacred  strain. 


Much  has  been  said  about  the  effect  of 
scenery  upon  the  early  development  6f 
genius.  Some  have  treated  this  as  a  mere 
fancy,  and  others  have,  perhaps,  laid  too 
mucn  stress  upon.it.  That  the  finest  scenery 
in  the  world  can  create  genius  where  it  is 
not,  is  impossible.  A  dunce  born  in  the  Vale 
of  Tempo  will  remain  a  dunce  stilL  That 
the  total  want  of  the  stimulus  of  fine  scenery 
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will  nip  genius  in  the  bud,  is  an  equally  ab- 
surd supposition.  A  poet  reared  it  St.  Giles' 
or  the  Goosedubs  will,  in  spite  of  this,  de- 
velop his  poetic  vein.  The  true  influences 
of  scenery  upon  firenius  are,  we  suspect,  the 
following: — 1st,  Where  poetry  lies  deep  and 
latent  in  a  deep  but  silent  nature,  scenery 
will  net  like  the  rod  of  Moses  on  the  roclc  in 
bringing  forth  the  struggling  waters.  Na- 
ture s  great  presence,  for  ever  shining  around 
the  youth,  will  prompt  to  imitation,  and 
gradually  supply  language.  The  ^  thoughts 
that  breathe  would  probably  remain  in  his 
bosom,  did  not  nature  teach  the  '  words  that 
bum.'  2d,  Early  familiarity  with  the  beau- 
tiful aspects  of  nature,  will  enable  the  youth 
of  genius  better  to  realize  the  finest  passages 
in  the  poets  who  are  his  masters  in  the  divine 
art.  These  are  often  descriptions  of  scenery, 
and  he  who  lives  in  a  beautiful  or  romantic 
region  has  the  advantage  of  beinfi^  able  at 
once  to  test  their  truth,  and  to  imbibe  their 
inmost  spirit,  by  comparing  them  from  day 
to  day  with  their  archetypes.  He  can  sit 
on  a  snow-clad  mountain  with  Thomson's 
'  Winter'  in  his  hands.  He  can  walk  through 
a  'tempest-swinging  wood,'  and  repeat 
Coleridge's  'Sonnet  to  Schiller.'  He  can, 
with  Cowper's  '  Task'  in  his  memory,  see  the 
moon  rising,  like  a  '  city  in  a  blaze,  through 
the  leafless  trees ;  or  he  can,  lying  on  a  twi- 
light hill,  with  twilight  mountains  darkening 
into  nobler  night  around  him,  and  twilight 
fields  and  rivers  glimmering  far  below,  and 
one  cataract,  touching  the  grand  piano  of  the 
silence  into  melancholy  music,  turn  round, 
and  see  in  the  north-east  the  same  pale  lu- 
minary rising  in  the  'clouded  majesty'  of 
which  Milton  had  spoken  long  before.  He 
can,  as  he  watches  the  streamers  surging  up 
over  the  northern  mountains  in  November, 
as  if  the  spirits  of  their  snow  were  leaving 
them  heavenward,  repeat  the  words  of 
Bums — 

*  The  cauld  blue  north  was  streaming  forth 
Its  lights  wi'  hissing  eery  din ; 
Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift, 
Like  fortune's  favors,  tint  as  win.' 

He  can  take  the  'Lady  of  the  Lake'  to  the 
same  summit,  while  afternoon  b  shedding  its 
deep,  thoughtful,  mellow  hues  (for  afternoon 
is  the  everlasting  autumn  of  the  day)  over 
the  landscape,  and  can  see  in  it  a  counter- 
part of  the  scene  at  the  Trosachs,  the  wood- 
lands, the  mountains,  the  isle,  the  westland 
heaven — all  except  the  chase,  the  stag,  and 
the  stranger,  and  these  imagination  can  sup- 
ply.   Or  he  can  plunge  into  the  moorlands. 


and  reaching,  towards  the  close  of  a  summer 
day,  some  insulated  peak,  can  see  a  storm 
of  wild  mountains  between  him  and  the 
I  west,  dark  and  proud,  like  captives  in  the 
train  of  the  sun,  and  smitten  here  and  there 
into  reluctant  splendor  by  his  beams,  and 
think  of  all  the  gorgeous  descriptions  of  sun- 
set and  its  momentary  miracles  to  be  found 
in  the  poets  and  fiction- writers — in  Scott, 
Wilson,  Croly,  Carlyle,  Shelley,  Words- 
worth, and  Coleridge.  Or  he  can,  from 
some  mighty  Ben,  look  abroad  over  a  coun- 
try— Scotland  below,  the  blue  inGnite  above 
— tUl,  in  his  enthusiasm,  he  might  deem  that 
he  could  lay  his  one  hand  on  the  mane  of 
the  ocean,  and  the  other  on  the  tresses  o  f 
the  sun,  and  feels  for  the  first  time  the  full 
meaning  of  our  present  poet's  words — 

'  All  the  dread  magnificence  of  heaven.' 

dd.  Scenery  will  sometimes  serve  to  deter- 
mine a  question  which  often  puzzles  a  young 
mind,  the  intellectual  and  imaginative  facul- 
ties of  which  are  nearly  equal — this,  namely, 
Shall  it  incline  to  intellect  or  to  imagination, 
shall  it  become  permanently  philosophic,  or 
poetical  for  ever  and  ever?  Such  dilemmas 
or  choices  of  Hercules  are  not  uncommon, 
and  there  is  a  period  in  life  when  the  sight 
of  a  mountain,  or  a  sunset,  or  an  autumn 
wood,  can  have  more  power  than  even  a 
book,  or  the  influence  of  an  older  mind,  or  a 
young  love  passion,  in  deciding  them.  There 
are  moments  when  the  mind  closes  with  na- 
ture, weds  her  under  the  night  canopy,  with 
the  mountains  and  the  stars  for  witnesses, 
and  says,  '  I  shall  not  seek  to  cut  or  to  carve, 
to  anatomize  or  to  speculate,  on  thy  fair 
frame.  I  take  thee  as  a  whole  as  thou  art, 
for  better  and  for  worse,  this  only  under- 
stood, that  I  take  thy  God  and  his  Gospel 
along  with  thee.'  Such  solemn  nuptials  are» 
it  must  be  said,  more  frequently  solemnized 
amid  woods  and  by  the  sides  of  moaning 
midnight  rivers,  than  in  dull  champaign 
countries,  or  under  the  smoky  canopy  of 
cities.  4th,  Elarly  intimacy  with  fine  scenery 
furnishes  the  poetic  mind  with  an  exhaustless 
command  of  images.  These,  being  sown  in 
youth,  sown  broadcast,  and  without  any 
effort  of  the  mind  to  receive  and  retain  them, 
bear  fruit  for  ever.  It  is  a  shower  of  morn- 
ing manna,  which  no  after  fervors  of  noon  or 
chills  of  evening  are  able  to  melt  or  to  freeze. 
The  mind  of  the  young,  especially  when 
gifted,  is  a  daguerreotype  plate  of  the  best 
consti  notion,  and,  when  surrounded  by  noble 
scenes,  it  preserves  and  reproduces  them  in 
ever-varying  forms,  and  in  perpetual  succes- 
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MOD,  to  the  very  last.  5th,  It  ahoald  follow, 
from  these  remarks,  that  the  greatest  poets 
have  either  been  brought  up  in  the  country, 
or  have  early  come  in  contact  with  a  beauti-  j 
fnl  nature.  And  so,  on  the  whole,  it  is. 
Homer  rhapsodized  on  the  Chian  strand,  and 
there 

*  Beheld  the  Iliad  and  the  Odyssee 
Rise  to  the  swelling  of  the  voicefal  sea.' 

Yirgil  was  familiar  from  childhood  with  the 
fairest  Italian  landscape;  Milton  spent  the 
most  interesting  part  of  his  youth  among 
the  scenery  of  Bucks,  and  there  wrote  his 
finest  smaller  poems.  James  Thomson  was 
bom  on  the  Tweed  ;  of  Burns,  Scott,  Words- 
worth, Shelley,  and  Byron,  we  need  not 
speak.  Keats  and  Coleridge,  indeed,  were 
brought  up  in  London,  and  hei^e,  perhaps, 
we  may  trace  in  the  writings  of  "both  a  cer- 
tain vagueness  in  their  pictures  of.  scenery, 
and  also  an  exaggeration :  their  icicles  are 
icebergs,  their  sparrows'  nests  are  eagles' 
eyries,  their  clover- fields  are  billowing  prai- 
ries, their  waterfalls  are  cataracts  in  the  Sun 
— they  apply  a  magnifying  mirror  to  the 
face  of  nature.  And  the  same  may  be  said 
of  the  otherwise  powerful  and  splendid  de- 
scriptions contained  in  the  'Life-Drama,' 
written  by  Alexander  Smith  of  Glasgow.* 
The  most  accurate  yet  ideal  describer  of  na- 
ture we  have  at  present  is  Thomas  Aird, 
who  was  not  only  born  at  the  foot  of  the 
EildoQ  Hills,  but  who  has  kept  up  a  close 
and  daily  intimacy  with  the  mighty  mother ; 
followed  her  like  her  shadow ;  watched  her 
aa  attentively  in  her  glorious  undress  of 
night  as  in  the  full  robes  of  day;  is  up  to  all 
her  fugitive  graces,  modest  and  retiring 
beauties;  and  is  qualified  more  than  any 
other  living  author  to  *  speak  with  authority' 
in  her  praise. 

Beattie,  too,  was  one  of  the  poets  favored 
with  early  opportunities  of  making  himself 
intimate  with  bold  and  varied  scenery.  As 
we  write  this,  we  are  looking  out  at  the  val- 
ley which  met  so  often  the  eye  of  the  future 
author  of  the  'Minstrel' — the  long  fur  Howe 
of  the  Mearns,  sprinkled  with  woods,  bounded 
on  the  south-east  by  the  Hill  of  Garvock, 
on  ihe  other  side  of  which  moans  the  '  hurt 
and  wounded  sea,'  as  it  bathes  the  base  of 
Dunottar  Castle,  and  foams  in  impotent  fury 
along  the  iron  line  of  that  rocky  coast,  and 

*  ThiB  poem,  originally  sabmitted  to  us  in  mana- 
ioript^  has  been  newly  published,  and,  we  are 
proud  to  say,  has  met  with  a  triumphant  reception, 
especially  from  the  meet  critical  of  the  critical  Joor- 
MUB  in  Ijondon. 


on  the  north  and  north-west  by  the  billowj^ 
ridge  of  the  Grampians,  bearing  thick  forests* 
on  their  bosom,  and  rising  above  into  brown 
and  barren  swells,  covered,  however,  on  this 
2dd  of  March,  with  pure  wreathed  waves  of 
snow.  In  this  landscape,  too,  are  enclosed 
many  individual  scenes  of  great  interest :  the 
bold  rid^e  and  castle  of  Drumtochty;  the 
sweet  village  of  Fettercairn ;  the  deep  plan- 
tations of  Woodmyre;  the  long  woodland 
and  river*reach  of  tiie  all-beautiful  Burn; 
while  behind,  Glenesk  pierces  the  hilU,  to 
reach  the  romantic  shores  of  Loch  Lea. 
Such  scenery  could  not  fail  to  touch  the 
chords  of  a  mind  so  finely  strung  as  Beat- 
tie's,  and  to  tell  powerfully  on  his  after  com- 
positions. 

The  incidents  in  Beattie's  life  were  not 
numerous.  Bom  of  'good  farmer  people' 
in  Laurencekirk,  he  was  sent  to  the  parish 
school,  and  thence  to  Marischal  College, 
Aberdeen,  where,  like  Thomson  and  Pollok, 
he  preached  a  sermon  so  flowery  and  ram- 
bling, that  his  professor  discouraged  him 
from  prosecuting  his  path  to  the  pulpit. 
He  returned  to  his  native  district,  and  be- 
came parish  teacher  in  Fordoun,  a  parish 
bordering  on  that  of  Laurencekirk,  where 
he  pursued  the  poetic  studies  he  had  begun 
when  a  school -boy,  and  where  he  attracted 
the  notice  of  Lonl  Gardenstown  and  Lord 
Monboddo.  Five  years  after,  we  find  him 
elected  usher  to  the  Grammar  School,  Aber- 
deen, and  in  other  two  years,  at  (he  early 
age  of  twenty-five  he  became  Professor  of 
Moral  Philosophy  in  Marischal  College.  He 
was  married,  nine  years  later,  to  the  daugh- 
ter of  Dr.  Dunn,  rector  of  the  Grammar 
School,  who  is  described  as  a  very  beautiful 
woman,  and  of  whom  Dr.  Johnson,  we  know, 
entertained  a  still  higher  opinion  than  of  her 
husband. — (See  *  Boawell. ) 

In  1760,  he  published  a  small  volume  of 
<  Original  Poems  and  Translations,'  which 
did  not  attract  much  notice.  In  1770,  ap- 
peared his  famous  '  Essay  on  Truth,'  which 
became  instantly  popular,  infinitely  more  so 
than  its  merits  deserved.  It  is  now  almost 
entirely  neglected.  Its  attack  on  metaphys- 
ics was  rendered  worthless  by  the  fact  that 
Beattie  knew  nothing  about  them,  but  re< 
sembled  one  who  had  never  crossed  the 
'Ass's  Bridge '  in  Euclid  sneering  at  fluxions. 
Hall's  depreciation  of  them  in  his  review  of 
Foster's  *  Essays '  is  far  more  valuable,  be- 
cause Hall  was  an  accomplished,  if  not  an 
original,  metaphysician.  Had  Thomas  Brown 
expressed  in  words  his  well-known  enacted 
preference  of  poetry  to  the  acienee  of  mind, 
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it  had  told  with  still  greater  force,  since  he 
had  travelled  from  the  Dan  to  the  Beersheha 
of  metaphysical  speculation,  and  seemed  to 
have  found  all  barren. 

Soon  after  the  publication  of  the  '  Essay 
on  Truth/  Beattie  gave  to  the  world  the  first 
part  of  the  'Minstrel,'  and  a  short  while 
after,  the  second.  He  intended  to  have 
added  a  third,  but  never  found  leisure  to 
execute  his  intention.  Abo'it  this  iime  he 
repeatedly  visited  London,  where  he  enjoyed 
the  company,  and  elicited  the  respect,  of  its 
most  eminent  literati,  and  had  a  '  special  in- 
terview' with  the  king  and  queen — poor 
old  George  III.  as  usual  talking  nonsense, 
and  Beatiie  bowing  and  scraping  before  the 
utterances  of  the  golden  calf. 

In  1787,  feeling  his  health  declining,  he  ap- 
plied to  the  crown  to  appoint  his  son,  James 
Hay  Beattie,  to  be  his  assistant  and  succes- 
sor in  the  chair.  It  was  granted.  This 
youth  was  a  person  of  uncommon  promise, 
but  died  at  the  age  of  twenty*  two,  to  the 
inexpressible  grief  of  his  father,  who,  like 
Burke,  doted  on,  and  very  much  overrated 
the  talents  of,  his  son.  Soon  after,  his  sec- 
ond son  Montague  dying,  and  his  wife  hav- 
ing become  deranged,  Beattie  was  compelled 
to  retire  from  the  duties  of  his  professorship. 
In  1799  he  was  seized  with  palsy,  and  m 
1803  his  gentle  spirit  was  released  from  its 
'  body  of  death,'  and  so  quiet  was  his  dis- 
missal, that  he  rather  seemed  to  cease  to 
live,  than  to  die. 

Beattie,  as  a  whole,  may  be  said  to  occupy 
a  respectable  rather  than  a  lofty  place  in 
literature.  As  a  philosopher,  he  has  now 
no  name.  He  rather  struck  at,  and  all  about, 
Hume,  than  smote  him  hip  and  thigh.  His 
essays  are  exceedingly  agreeable  composi- 
tions— they  were  the  delight  of  Cowper — 
but  are  neither  profound  nor  brilliant.  His 
prejudices  were  very  strong  and  unreason- 
able. In  horror  at  the  infidelity  of  Gibbon 
and  Hume,  he  is  led  to  speak  slightingly  of 
their  literary  merits.  Of  Robertson,  too,  he 
has,  or  at  least  expresses,  a  cold  opinion. 
'  But  Lord  Lyttleton  is  his  private  friend, 
and  him  he  always  calls  the  great  historian,' 
though  he  is  obliged  to  give  his  lordship's 
name  afterwards,  to  let  his  readers  know  of 
whom  he  is  speaking  1  From  his  letters,  it 
might  appear  that  all  the  literary  talent,  all 
the  taste,  and  all  the  virtue  of  the  country 
were  confined  to  his  circle  of  friends — Lord 
Lyttleton,  Mrs.  Montague,  Dr.  Porteous,  and 
Major  Mercer.' 

It  is  as  a  poet  that  Dr.  Beattie  must  sur- 
vive, and  his  place  is  for  ever  fixed  among  the 


true  but  secondary  'sons  of  the  morning.* 
He  approaches  not  to  the  lofty  creators,  nor 
can  he  be  ranked  among  the  elaborate  build- 
ers of  the  lofty  rhyme.  His  place  in  genius 
is  below  Campbell,  Collins,  Gray,  and  Aken- 
side ;  in  actual  achievement  he  is  not  much 
inferior.  If  Campbell  has  written  more  and 
finer  small  poems,  it  may  be  doubted  whether 
any  of  his  larger  is  so  unique  and  thoroughly- 
fused  as  the  'Minstrel.'  The  'Hermit'  is 
equal  to  Gray's  'Elegy'  in  everything  but 
length  ;  and  the  '  Ode  to  Peace'  is,  we  think, 
superior  to  the  '  Bard.'  Take  the  following 
stanza,  for  instance,  descriptive  of  the  inva- 
sion of  America  by  the  Spaniards : — 

"  On  Cuba's  utmost  steep, 

Far  leaning  o*er  the  deep, 

The  goddess*  pensive  form  was  seen ; 

Her  robe  of  nature's  varied  green 

Waved  on  the  gale;   grief  dimm*d  her  radiant 

eyes ; 
Her  swelling  bosom  heaved  with  boding  ^ghs : 
She  eyed  the  main ;  where  gaining  on  the  view, 
Emerging  from  th'  ethereal  blue, 
Midst  the  dread  pomp  of  war, 
GleamM  the  Iberian  etreamer  from  afar : 
She  saw ;  and  on  refulgent  pinions  borne. 
Slow  wing'd  her  way  sublime,  and  mingled  with 

the  mom." 


The  charm  of  the  'Minstrel'  lies  in  its 
blending  of  the   moral  elements  with  the 
material  imagery.   The  mind  described  seems 
to  grow  up  like  one  of  nature's  own  pro- 
ducts, like  a  fir  among  the  woods  of  Auch- 
cairnie,  or  a  plane-tree  upon   the  far-seen 
heights  of  Essfie.     The  poet's  soul  is  not  de- 
scribed as  rising  like  a  stormy  wave  to  the 
wind  of  passion.    It  is  not  forced  into  activity, 
or  hatched  prematurely  by  electric  heat ;  it 
develops  sweetly,  gradually,  and   in  finest 
harmony  with  the  beautiful  and  the  great 
around  it.  The '  Minstrel'  is  indeed  a  dream — 
no  poetic  mind  probably  ever  was  insulated  as 
Edwin's  is  described  to  be ;  but  the  'dream 
is  one,'  it  is  consistent  with  itself,  and  its 
outline  is  painted  as  delicately,  and  with  as 
much  trembling  truth,  as  though  it  were  with 
the  pencil  of  a  pictorial  fairy — the  Raffaelle 
of  Lilliput.     It  IS  needless  to  dwell  upon  the 
solemn  dignity  of  the  verse,  the  chaste  gran- 
deur of  the  imagery,  the  rich  chiaro-scuro 
which  rests  like  a  tropical  night  upon  the 
whole  poem,  or  the  memorable  individual  de- 
scriptions, such  as  that  beginning,  '  Oh,  how 
canst  thou  renounce  the  boundless  store?' 
and   the   famous   piece   of    cloud   scenery, 
proving    Beattie  a  genuine   '  Child  of  the 
Mist,'  and  the  truth  of  which  one  may  test 
by  climbing  in  the  cloudy  and  dark  day  the 
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Cairnamonnt,  to  the  north  of  the  poet's 
birth-place,  and  watching  the  sea  of  vapor 
boiling,  shifting,  sinking,  rising,  tumultuating 
at  his  feet.  The  poem  is  felt,  irdeed,  to  be 
deficient  in  profound  suggestiveness — its 
thought  seldom  throws  out  grappling  irons ; 
but  its  beauty,  truth,  and  thoroughly  sus- 
tained purpose,  must  always  captivate,  and 
excite  keen  regret  that  it  remains  a  fragment. 
How  fine,  had  he,  in  the  third  canto,  more 
fully  introduced  religion  as  the  finish  and 
grand  finale  of  the  minstrel's  education ! 

In  the  'Hermit,'  this  desideratum  is  in 
part  supplied.  Not  diviner  is  the  gloom  he 
first  throws  over  the  prospects  of  man,  than 
is  the  light  which  at  last  he  leaves  resting 
upon  the  picture.  It  is  the  light  of  divine 
revelation.  It  has  been  kindled  at  the  face 
of  Jesus,  but,  at  the  same  time,  the  truth  it 
tells  has  served  to  combine  with,  and  to  cor- 
roborate, other  voices,  which,  strengthened 
by  this,  so  legibly  declare  the  grand  fact, 
that  now,  to  an  ear  once  instructed  from  on 
high,  the  low  wind,  as  it.  passes  over  the 
church-yard  grass  seems  to  whisper,  '  they 
are  not  dead,  they  are  only  asleep  ;'  and  the 
sunshine  as  it  falls  more  sweetly  on  the  grave 
than  on  the  garden,  seems  to  smile  down  the 
tidings,  Hhey  are  only  sleeping;'  and  all 
natural  analogies  formly  obscure — the  butter- 
fly- springing  from  his  chrysalis  tomb,  the 
morning  bursting  her  star-sprinkled  shroud, 
the  spnng  coming  forth  from  her  wintry  cave, 
on  '  wide  wings  of  sunshine  and  breezy 
shadows' — find  their  antatype  in  the  resur- 
rection from  the  dead ;  and,  as  of  old  there 
was  a 'garden  where  there  was  a  sepulchre, 
where  Jesus  was  laid,'  so  now  in  every 
sepulchre  almost,  is  there  not  a  garden, 
where  the  flowers,  and  budding  branches, 
and  ever- renewing  green,  seem  silently  to 
testify,  that,  as  Jesus  rose  and  revived,  those 
that  sleep  in  Jesus  shall  the  Lord  bring  with 
him  ?  and  thus  do  not  the  great  resurrections 
of  nature  unite  with  the  resurrection  of  Christ 


'  to  form  and  sustain  within  us  the  '  blessed 
hope'  of  immortality,  and  to  paint  on  our 
eyes  the  unutterable  prospect  which  forms 
the  climax  of  this  beautiful  poem — 

**  On  the  pale  cheek  of  Death  smiles  and  roses  are 
blending, 
And  Beauty  immortal  awakes  from  the  tomb  ?" 

We  remember  with  much  interest  the  fact 
that  the  affecting  verses  in  the  *'  Hermit," 
beginning, 

"  Tis  night,  and  the  landscape  is  lovely  no  more," 

were  quoted  in  tones  of  deep  and  tremulous 
pathos,  by  Dr.  Thomas  Brown,  in  the  last 
lecture  he  ever  delivered  to  his  students. 
He  read  them  as  if  from  within  the  verge  of 
that 

**  Mighty  veil 
Which  doth  divide  the  living  and  the  dead," 

and  which  was  so  soon  to  be  uplifted  before 
his  mild  and  half  etherialized  spirit ! 

We  must  now  bid  the  amiable  author  of 
the  **  Minstrel"  farewell  !  We  love  to  think 
of  him,  wandering  in  youth  through  the  black 
fir  plantains  which  surrounded  his  birth-place; 
or  climbing  Garvock  Hill,  and  fixing  bis  pierc- 
ing black  eyes  on  the  distant  white  sails, 
hovering  like  wings  over  the  rounded,  gray- 
green  ocean ;  or  crossing  those  dark  dreary 
moors  which  lie  between  Fordoun  and  Aber- 
deen, in  search  of  learning  and  distinction  in 
that  northern  metropolis;  or  teaching  his 
young  son,  James  Hay  Beattie,  to  **  consider" 
the  cresses  of  the  garden,  •*  how  they  grow," 
and  to  see  in  them  an  argument  for  the  exist- 
ence of  a  God ;  or  taking  his  last  look  of  the 
dead  body  of  his  son  Montague,  and  say- 
ing, *'  Now  I  have  done  with  the  world." 
He  had  many  of  the  powers,  all  the  virtues, 
and  scarcely  one  of  the  faults  generally  sup- 
posed to  be  connected  with  the  mind  and  the 
temperament  of  a  poet. 
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It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  that  the  very  finest 
epigram  in  the  English  language  happens 
also  to  be  the  worst.  Epigram  I  call  it  in 
the  austere  Greek  sense ;  which  thus  far  re- 
sembled our  modern  idea  of  an  epigram,  that 
something  pointed  and  allied  to  wit  was  de- 
manded in  the  management  of  the  leading 
thought  at  its  close,  but  otherwise  nothing 
tending  towards  the  cou^ic  or  the  ludicrous. 
The  epigram  I  speak  of  is  the  well-known 
one  of  Drjden  dedicated  to  the  glori6cation 
of  Milton.  It  is  irreproachable  as  regards 
its  severe  brevity.  Not  one  word  is  there  that 
could  be  spared  ;  nor  could  the  wit  of  man 
have  cast  the  movement  of  the  thought  into 
a  better  mould.  There  are  three  couplets. 
In  the  first  couplet  we  are  reminded  of  the 
fact  that  this  earth  had,  in  three  different 
stages  of  its  development,  given  birth  to  a 
trinity  of  transcendent  poets ;  meaning  nar- 
rative poets,  or,  even  more  narrowly,  epic 
poets.  The  duty  thrown  upon  the  second 
couplet  is  to  characterize  these  three  poets, 
and  to  value  them  against  each  other,  but  in 
such  terms  as  that,  whilst  nothing  less  than 
the  very  highest  praise  should  be  assigned  to 
the  two  elder  poets  in  this  trinity — the  Greek 
and  the  Roman — nevertheless,  by  some  dex- 
terous artifice,  a  higher  praise  than  the  high- 
est should  suddenly  unmask  itself,  and  drop, 
as  it  were,  like  a  diadem  from  the  clouds 
upon  the  brows  of  their  English  competitor. 
In  the  kind  of  expectation  raised,  and  in  the 
extreme  difficulty  of  adequately  meeting  this 
expectation,  there  was  pretty  much  the  same 
challenge  offered  to  Dryden  as  was  offered, 
somewhere  about  the  same  time,  to  a  British 
ambassador  when  dining  with  his  poIiticHl 
antagonitjts.  One  of  these — the  ambassador 
of  France — had  proposed  to  drink  his  mas- 
ter, Louis  XL  v.,  under  the  character  of  the 
sun,  who  dispensed  life  and  light  to  the 
whole  political  system.   To  this  there  was  no 


objection;  and  immediately,  by  way  of  in- 
tercepting any  further  drausrhts  upon  the 
rest  of  the  solar  system,  the  Dutch  ambas- 
sador rose,  and  proposed  the  health  of  their 
high  mightinesses  the  Seven  Uni:ed  States, 
as  the  moon  and  six*  planets,  who  gave  light 
in  the  absence  of  the  sun.  The  two  foreign 
ambassadors,  Monsieur  and  Mvnheer,  secretly 
enjoyed  the  mortification  of  their  English 
brother,  who  seemed  to  be  thus  left  m  a 
state  of  bankruptcy,  "  no  funds"  being  avail- 
able for  retaliation,  or  so  they  fancied.  But 
suddenly  our  British  representative  toasted 
his  master  as  Joshua,  the  son  of  Nun,  that 
made  the  sun  and  moon  stand  still.  All  had 
seemed  lost  for  England,  when  in  an  instant 
of  time  both  her  antagonists  were  checkmated. 
Dryden  assumed  something  of  the  same  po- 
sition. He  gave  away  the  supreme  jewels  in 
his  exchequer ;  apparently  nothing  remained 
behind;  all  was  exhausted.  To  Homer  he 
gave  A  ;  to  Virgil  he  gave  B;  and,  behold! 
after  these  were  given  away,  there  remained 
nothing  at  all  that  would  not  have  been  a 
secondary  praise.  But,  in  a  moment  of  time, 
by  giving  A  and  B  to  Milton,  at  one  sling  of 
his  victorious  arm  he  raised  him  above  Ho- 
mer by  the  whole  extent  of  B,  and  above 
Virgil  by  the  whole  extent  of  A.  This  feli- 
citous evasion  of  the  embarrassment  is  ac- 
complished in  the  second  couplet;  and,  final- 
ly, the  third  couplet  winds  up  with  graceful 
effect,  by  making  a  resunU,  or  recapitulation 
of  the  logic  concerned  in  the  distribution  of 
prizes  just  announced.  Nature,  he  says,  had 
it  not  in  her  power  to  provide  a  third  priie 
separate  from  the  first  and  second  ;  her  re- 
source was,  to  join  the  first  and  second  in 
combination:  "to  make  a  third,  she  joined 
the  former  two." 

Such  is  the  abstract  of  this  famous  epi- 

*  8ixplaft€t9 — ^no  more  had  then  been  diaoovered. 
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gram ;  and,  judged  simply  by  the  oiitline 
and  lendencj  of  the  thought,  it  merits  all  the 
vast  popularity  which  it  has  earned.  But  in 
the  meantime,  it  is  radically  vicious  as  regards 
the  filling  in  of  this  outline ;  for  the  particu- 
lar quality  in  which  Homer  is  accredited  with 
the  pre-eminence,  viz.,  loftineis  of  thought, 
happens  to  be  a  mere  variety  of  expression 
for  that  quality,  viz.,  majesty,  in  which  the 
pre-eminence  is  awarded  to  Virgil.  Homer 
excels  Virgil  in  the  very  point  in  which  lies 
Virgil's  supeiiority  to  Homer ;  and  that  syn- 
thesis, by  means  of  which  a  great  triumph  is 
reserved  to  Milton,  becomes  obviously  impos- 
sible, when  it  is  perceived  that  the  supposed 
analytic  elements  of  this  synthesis  are  blank 
reiterations  of  each  other. 

Exceedingly  striking  it  is,  that  a  thought 
should  have  prospered  for  one  hundred  and 
seventy  years,  which,  on  the  slightest  steadi- 
ness of  examination,  turns  out  to  be  no 
thought  at  all,  but  mere  blank  vacuity.  There 
is,  however,  this  justification  of  the  case,  that 
the  mould,  the  set  of  channels,  into  which 
the  metal  of  the  thought  is  meant  to  run, 
really  has  the  felicity  which  it  appears  to 
have :  the  form  is  perfect ;  and  it  is  merely 
in  the  matter,  in  the  accidental  filling  up  of 
the  mould,  that  a  fault  has  been  committed. 
Had  the  Virgilian  point  of  excellence  been 
loveliuess  instead  of  majesty,  or  any  word 
whatever  suggesting  the  common  antithesis 
of  sublimity  and  beauty;  or  had  it  been 
power  on  the  one  side,  matched  against  grace 
on  the  other,  the  true  lurking  tendency  of 
the  thought  would  have  been  developed,  and 
the  sub- conscious  purpose  of  the  epigram 
would  have  fulfilleci  itself  to  the  letter. 

N.  B, — It  is  not  meant  that  loftiness  of 
thought  and  majesty  are  expressions  so  entire- 
ly interchangeable,  as  that  no  shades  of  dif- 
ference could  be  suggested  ;  it  is  enough  that 
these  "  shades"  are  not  substantia]  enough, 
or  broad  enough,  to  support  the  weight  of 
oppo*siiion  which  the  epigram  assigns  to 
them.  Grace  and  elegance,  for  instance,  are 
far  from  being  in  all  relations  synonymous ; 
but  they  are  so  to  the  full  extent  of  any  pur- 
poses concerned  in  this  epigram.  Neverthe- 
less, it  is  probable  enough  that  Dryden  had 
moving  in  bis  thoughts  a  relation  of  the  word 
majesty,  which,  if  developed,  would  have 
done  justice  to  his  meaning.  It  was,  per- 
haps, the  .decorum  and  sustained  dignity  of 
the  composition — the  workmanship  apart  from 
the  native  grandeur  of  the  materials — the  ma- 
jestic style  of  the  artistic  treatment  as  distin- 
guished from  the  original  creative  power — 
which  Dryden,  the  translator  of  the  Roman 


poet,  familiar  therefore  with  his  weakness 
and  with  bis  strength,  meant  in  this  place  to 
predicate  as  characteristically  observable  in 
Virgil. 

pope's   RBTORT   upon   ADD180N. 

There  is  nothing  extraordinary,  or  that 
could  merit  a  special  notice,  in  a  simple  case 
of  oversight,  or  in  a  blunder,  though  ema- 
nating from  the  greatest  of  poets.  But  such 
a  case  challenges  and  forces  our  attention, 
when  we  know  that  the  particular  passage  in 
which  it  occurs  was  wrought  and  burnished 
with  excessive  pains;  or  (which  in  this  case 
is  al  o  known)  when  that  particular  passage 
is  pushed  into  singular  prominence  as  having 
obtained  a  singular  success.  In  no  part  of 
his  poetic  mission  did  Pope  so  fascinate  the 
gaze  of  his  contemporaries  as  in  his  functions 
of  satirist ;  which  functions,  in  his  latter  years, 
absorbed  all  other  functions.  And  one  rea- 
son, I  believe,  why  it  was  that  the  interest 
about  Pope  decayed  so  rapidly  after  his  death 
(an  accident  somewhere  noticed  by  Worda« 
worth),  must  be  sought  in  the  fact,  that  the 
most  stinging  of  his  personal  allusions,  by 
which  he  had  given  salt  to  his  later  writings^ 
were  continually  losing  their  edge,  and  some- 
limes  their  intelligibility,  as  Pope's  own  con- 
temporary generation  was  dying  off.  Pope 
alleges  it  as  a  palliation  of  his  satiric  malice, 
that  it  had  been  forced  from  him  in  the  way 
of  retaliation  ;  forgetting  that  such  a  plea 
wilfully  abjures  the  grandest  justification  of 
a  satirist,  viz.,  the  deliberate  assumption  of 
the  character  as  spmething  corresponding  to 
the  prophet's  mission  amongst  the  Hebrews* 
It  is  no  longer  the  facit  indignatio  versum. 
Pope's  satire,  where  even  it  was  most  eflec- 
tive,  was  personal  and  vindictive,  and  upon 
that  argument  alone  could  not  be  philosophic. 
Foremost  in  the  order  of  his  fulminations 
stood,  and  yet  stands,  the  bloody  castiga- 
tion  by  which,  according  to  his  own  pretence, 
he  warned  and  menaced  (but  by  which,  in 
simple  truth,  he  executed  judgment  upon) 
his  false  friend,  Addison. 

To  say  that  this  drew  vast  rounds  of  ap- 
plause upon  its  author,  and  frightened  its 
object  into  deep  silence  for  the  rest  of  his 
life,  like  the  Quos  ego  of  angry  Neptune,  suf- 
ficiently argues  that  the  verses  must  have 
ploughed  as  deeply  as  the  Russian  knout. 
Vitriol  could  not  scorch  more  fiercely.  And 
yet  the  whole  passage  rests  upon  a  blunder ; 
and  the  blunder  is  so  broad  and  palpable, 
that  it  implies  instant  forgetfulness  both  in 
the  writer  and  the  reader.  The  idea  which 
furnishes  the  basis  of  the  passage  is  this : 
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thai  the  conduct  ascribed  to  Addison  is  in  its 
own  nature  so  despicable,  as  to  extort  laugh- 
ter by  its  primary  impulse;  but  that  this 
laughter  changes  into  weeping,  when  we 
come  to  understand  that  the  person  concern- 
ed in  this  delinquency  is  Addison.  The 
change,  the  transfiguration,  in  our  nK)od  of 
contemplating  the  offence,  is  charged  upon 
the  discovery  which  we  are  supposed  to  make 
as  to  the  person  of  the  offender  ;  that  which 
by  its  baseness  had  been  simply  comic  when 
imputed  to  some  corresponding  author,  pass- 
es into  a  tragic  coup-de-thiatre,  when  it  is 
suddenly  traced  back  to  a  man  of  original 
genius.  The  whole,  therefore,  of  this  effect 
is  made  to  depend  upon  the  sudden  scenical 
transition  from  a  supposed  petty  criminal  to 
one  of  high  distinction.  And,  meantime,  no 
such  stage  effect  had  been  possible,  ^ince  the 
knowledge  that  a  man  of  genius  was  the  .of- 
fender had  been  what  we  started  with  from 
the  beginning.  "  Our  laughter  is  changed 
to  tears,"  says  Pope,  "  as  soon  as  we  discov- 
er that  the  base  act  had  a  noble  author." 
^And,  behold !  the  initial  feature  in  the  whole 
description  of  the  case  is,  that  the  libeller 
was  one  whom  "  true  genius  fired :" 

**  Peace  to  all  such  !    But  were  there  one  whose 
mind 
True  genius  fires,"  &c., 

Before  the  offence  is  described,  the  perpetra- 
tor is  already  characterized  as  a  man  of  ge- 
nius: and,  in  spite  of  that  knowledge,  we 
laugh.  But  suddenly  our  mood  changes,  and 
we  weep  ;  but  why,  I  beseech  you  ?  Simply 
because  we  have  ascertained  the  author  to  be 
a  man  of  genius. 

**  Who  would  not  laugh  ?  if  such  a  man  there  be, 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  Atticus  were  he  7" 

The  sole  reason  for  weeping  is  something  that 
we  knew  already  before  we  began  to  laugh. 

It  would  not  be  right  in  lode;  in  fact,  it 
would  be  a  mis-classification,  if  I  should  cite 
as  at  all  belonging  to  the  same  group  several 
passages  in  Milton  that  come  very  near  to 
Irish  bulls,  by  virtue  of  distorted  language. 
One  reason  against  such  a  classification  would 
lie  precisely  m  that  fact — viz.,  that  the  as- 
similation to  the  category  (if  bulls  lurks  in 
the  verbal  expression,  and  not  (as  in  Pope's 
case)  amongst  the  conditions  of  the  thought. 
And  a  second  reason  would  lie  in  the  sUange 
circumstance,  that  Milton  had  not  fallen  into 
this  snare  of  diction  through  any  careless- 
ness or  oversight,  but  with  his  eyes  wide 
open,  deliberately  avowing  his  error  as  a 


special  elegance;  repeating  it;  and  well 
aware  of  splendid  Grecian  authority  for  Us 
error,  if  anybody  should  be  bold  enough  to 
call  it  an  error.  Every  reader  must  be  aware 
of  the  case — 

"  Adam,  the  goodliest  man  of  men  since  bom 
His  sons  ;  tne  fairest  of  her  daughters  Eve" — 

which  makes  Adam  one  of  his  own  boib, 
Eve  ont)  of  her  own  daughters.  This,  how- 
ever, is  authorized  by  Grecian  usage  in  the 
severest  writers.  Neither  can  it  be  alleged 
that  these  might  be  bold  poetic  expresaiom, 
harmonizing  with  the  Grecian  idiom;  for 
Poppo  has  illustrated  this  singular  form  of 
expression  in  a  prose- writer,  as  philosophie 
and  austere  as  Thucydides ;  a  form  which 
(as  it  offends  against  logic)  must  offend 
equally  in  all  languages.  Some  beauty  must 
have  been  descried  in  the  idiom,  such  as 
atoned  for  its  solecism :  for  Milton  recurs  to 
the  same  idiom,  and  under  the  same  entire 
freedom  of  choice,  elsewhere;  particulariy 
in  this  instance,  which  has  not  been  pointed 
out:  "And  never,"  says  Satan  to  the  ab« 
horred  phantoms  of  Sin  and  Death,  when 
crossing  his  path, 

"  And  never  saw  till  now. 
Sight  more  deteutable  than  him  and  thee." 

Now,  therefore,  it  seems  he  hcui  seen  a  sight 
more  detestable  than  this  very  sight,  ne 
now  looked  upon  something  more  hatefd 
thanXYZ.  What  was  it?  ItwasXYZ. 
But  the  Authority  of  Milton,  backed  by 
thai  of  insolent  Greece,  would  prove  an  over- 
match for  the  logic  of  centuries.  And  I 
withdraw,  therefore,  from  the  rash  attempt 
to  quarrel  with  this  sort  of  bull,  involving 
itself  in  the  verbal  expression.  But  the  fol- 
lowing, which  lies  rooted  in  the  mere  facts 
and  incidents,  is  certainly  the  most  extraor- 
dinary practical  bull*  that  all  literature  can 

*  It  is  strange,  or  rather  it  is  not  straoge^  aoii- 
sideriog  the  feebleness  of  that  lady  in  such  a  field, 
that  Miss  Edge  worth  always  ftmcied  herself  to  havs 
caught  MiltOD  in  a  bull,  under  oiroumsUuices  which, 
whilst  leaving  the  shadow  of  a  bull,  eflfectually  dis- 
own the  subetaDce.  "And  in  the  lowest  deep  s 
lower  deep  still  opens  to  devour  me."  This  is  tht 
passage  denounced  by  Miss  Edgeworth.  '*  If  it  wm 
already  the  lowest  deep,"  said  the  Hair  lady,  **kov 
the  deuce  (do,  perhaps  it  might  be  /that  said  'Ao« 
the  deuce')  could  it  open  into  a  lower  deep!**  Yei^ 
how  could  it  f  Id  carpentry,  it  is  dear  to  my  mind 
that  it  could  not.  But,  in  cases  of  deep  imagmatrrs 
feeling,  no  phenomenon  is  more  natural  tluui  pre- 
cisely this  never-ending  growth  of  one  oolcMsl 
grandeur  chasing  and  surmounting  another,  or  of 
abysses  that  swallow  up  abysseSi    PerseoutioDS  of 
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furnish.  And  a  stranger  thing,  perhaps, 
than  the  oversight  itself  lies  in  this — that 
not  any  critic  throughout  Europe,  two  only 
excepted,  hut  has  failed  to  detect  a  blunder 
so  memorable.  All  the  rampant  audacity  of 
Bentley — "slashing  Bentley" — all  the  jealous 
malignity  of  Dr.  Johnson — who  hated  Milton 
without  disguise  as  a  republican,  but  secretly 
and  under  a  mask  tootUd  at  any  rate  have 
bated  him  from  jealousy  of  his  scholarship — 
bad  not  availed  to  sharpen  these  practised 
and  these  interested  eyes  into  the  detection 
of  an  oversight  whi^h  argues  a  sudden  Le- 
thean forgetfulness  on  the  part  of  Milton; 
and  in  many  generations  of  readers,  however 
alive  and  awake  with  malice,  a  correspond- 
ing forgetfulness  not  less  astonishing.  Two 
readers  only  I  have  ever  heard  of  that  es* 
caped  this  lethargic  inattention;  one  of  which 
two  is  myself;  and  I  ascribe  my  success  part- 
ly to  good  luck,  but  partly  to  some  merit  on 
my  own  part  in  having  cultivated  a  habit  of 
systematically  accurate  reading.  If  I  read  at 
all,  1  make  it  a  duty  to  read  truly  and  faith- 
fully. 1  profess  allegicmce  for  the  time  to 
the  man  whom  I  undertake  to  study  ;  and  I 
am  an  loyal  to  all  the  engagements  involved 
in  such  a  contract,  as  if  I  had  come  under 
a  sacramentum  militare.  Bo  it  whs  that, 
whilst  yet  a  boy,  I  came  to  perceive,  with  a 
wonder  not  yet  exhausted,  that  unaccounta- 
ble blunder  which  Milton  has  committed  in 
llie  main  narrative  on  which  the  epic  fable  of 

this  claaa  oftentimes  are  amoogst  the  symptoms  of 
fever,  and  amongst  the  inevitable  spontaneities  of 
nature.  Other  people  I  have  known  who  were  in- 
clined to  class  amongst  bulls  Milton's  all-famous  ex- 
pression of  **  darkness  vUibU^**  whereas  it  is  not 
eyeu  a  bold  or  daring  expression;  it  describes  a 
pure  optical  experience  ol  very  common  occur- 
rence. There  are  two  separate  darknes«e8  or  ob- 
Bcarities:  firsts  that  obscurity  by  which  you  see 
dimly ;  and  secondly,  that  obecurity  which  you  see. 
The  tirst  is  the  atmosphere  through  wliich  vision  is 
performed,  and,  therefore,  part  of  the  tuhjective 
conditions  essential  to  the  act  of  seeing.  The  second 
is  the  object  of  your  sight.  In  a  glass-house  at  night 
illuminated  by  a  sullen  fire  in  one  corner,  but  else 
dark,  you  see  the  darkness  massed  in  the  rear  as  a 
black  object  That  is  the  ** risible  darkness.]*  And 
on  the  other  hand,  the  murky  atmosphere  between 
you  and  the  distant  rear  is  not  the  object,  but  the 
medium,  through  or  athwart  which  you  descry  the 
black  masses.  The  first  darkness  is  tubjective  dark- 
ness ;  that  is,  a  darkness  in  your  own  eye,  and  en- 
tangled with  your  very  faculty  of  vision.  The 
second  darkness  is  perfectly  different:  it  is  objective 
darkness ;  that  is  to  say,  not  any  darkness  which 
,  affects  or  modifies  your  faculty  of  seeing  either  for 
better  or  worse,  but  a  darkness  which  is  the  object 
of  your  vision ;  a  darkness  which  you  see  projected 
from  yourself,  as  a  massy  volume  of  blackness^  and 
projected,  possibly,  to  a  vast  distance. 
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the  **  Paradise  Lost"  turns  as  its  hinges. 
And  many  a  year  afterwards,  I  found  that 
Paul  Richter,  whose  vigilance  nothing  es* 
caped,  who  carried  with  him  through  life 
"  the  eye  of  the  hawk,  and  the  fire  therein," 
had  not  failed  to  make  the  same  discovery. 
It  is  this:  The  archangel,  Satan,  has  de- 
sisrns  upon  man  ;  he  meditates  his  ruin  ;  and 
itls  known  that  he  does.  Specially  to  coun- 
teract these  designs,  and  for  no  other  pur- 
pose whatever,  a  choir  of  angelic  police  is 
stationed  at  the  gates  of  paradise,  having  (I 
repeat)  one  sole  commission,  viz.,  to  keep 
watch  and  ward  over  the  threatened  safety 
of  the  newly-created  human  pair.  Even  at 
the  very  first,  this  duty  is  negbcted  so  thor- 
oughly, that  Satan  gains  access  without  chal- 
lenge or  suspicion.  That  is  awful :  for,  ask 
yourself,  reader,  how  a  constable,  or  nn  in- 
spector of  police  would  be  received,  who  had 
been  stationed  at  No.  6,  on  a  secret  informa- 
tion, and  spent  the  night  in  making  love  at 
No.  15.  Through  the  regular  surveillance  at 
the  gates,  Satan  passes  without  objection  ; 
and  he  is  first  of  all  detected  by  a  purely 
accidental  collision  during  the  rounds  of  the 
junior  angels.  The  result  of  this  collision, 
and  of  the  examination  which  follows,  is  what 
no  render  can  ever  forget — so  unspeakable 
is  the  grandeur  of  that  scene  between  the 
two  hostile  archangels,  when  the  Fiend  (so 
named  at  the  moment,  under  the  fine  ma- 
chinery used  by  Milton  for  exalting  or  de- 
pressing the  ideas  of  his  nature)  finally  takes 
his  flight  as  an  incarnation  of  darkness. 

"And  fled, 
Murmunng;  and  with  him  fled  the  shades  of 
night."     . 

The  darkness  fljing  with  him,  naturally  we 
have  the  feeling  that  he  i»  the  darkness, 
and  that  all  darkness  has  some  essential  re- 
lation to  Satan. 

But  now,  having  thus  witnessed  his  ter- 
rific expulsion,  naturally  we  ask,  what  was 
the  sequel  ?  Four  books,  however,  are  in- 
terposed before  we  reach  the  answer  to  that 
question.  This  is  the  reason  that  we  fail  to 
remark  the  extraordinary  oversight  of  Milton. 
Dislocated  from  its  immediate  plan  in  the 
succession  of  incidents,  that  sequel  eludes  our 
notice,  which  else  and  in  its  natural  plabe 
would  have  shocked  us  beyond  meahure. 
The  simple  abstract  of  the  whole  story  is, 
that  Satan,  being  ejected,  and  sternly  charged 
under  Almighty  menaces  not  to  intrude  upon 
the  young  Paradise  of  God,  "rides  with  dark- 
ness*' for  exactly  one  week,  and,  having  di- 
gested his  wrath,  rather  than  his  fears,  on  the 
a7 
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octaTO  of  hk  solemn  banishment,  without  de- 
mur, or  doubt,  or  tremor,  buck  he  plunges 
into  the  very  centre  of  Eden.  On  a  Friday, 
suppose,  he  is  expelled  through  the  main  en- 
trance :  on  the  Friday  following,  he  re-enters 
upon  the  forbidden  premises  through  a  clan- 
destine entrance.  The  upshot  is,  that  the 
heavenly  police  suffer,  in  the  first  place,  the 
one  sole  enemy,  who  was,  or  could  be  the 
object  of  their  vigilance,  to  pass  without  in- 
quest or  suspicion  ;    thus  they   inaugurate 


their  task ;  secondly,  by  the  merest  aecideot 
(no  thanks  to  their  fidelity)  they  detect  him^ 
and  with  awful  adjurations  sentence  him  to 
perpetual  banishment;  but,  thirdly,  on  his 
immediate  return,  in  utter  contempt  of  their 
sentence,  they  ignore  him  aftogether,  and  ap* 
parently  act  upon  Dogberry's  direction,  that, 
upon  meeting  a  thief,  the  police  may  suspect 
him  to  be  no  true  man  ;  and,  with  such  man- 
ner of  men,  the  less  they  meddle  or  make, 
the  more  it  will  be  for  their  honesty. 


-•♦- 
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THE    RAINBOW 


Colors  are  the  smilee  of  nature. — ^Ldoh  Huirr. 


It  is  undeniable  that  the  Greeks  had 
greatly  the  advantage  of  us  dull  moderns, 
not  only  in  their  exquisite  perception  of 
beauty,  their  architecture,  their  sculpture, 
and  their  poetry,  but  even  in  the  imaginative 
errors  of  their  primeval  philosophy. 

"  I  had  rather  be  wron^  with  Plato  than 
right  with  any  one  else,'  said  Cicero,  and 
we  may  (with  all  due  respect  for  the  majesty 
of  science)  in  like  manner  prefer  the  specula- 
tions of  Virgil  and  Ovid  to  the  superior  ac- 
curacy of  Sir  Isaac  Newton  and  Antonio  de 
Dominis,* — ^at  all  events  on  the  subject  of 
rainbows. 

The  dry  certainties  of  later  discovery  pale 
before  the  glowing  suppositions  of  those 
Sons  of  the  Morning,  who  invested  with  deity 
all  the  varied  phenomena  of  earth  and  air ; 
who  worshipped  Hyperion  in  the  sun,  and 
Diana  in  the  moon ;  who  regarded  the  con- 
vulsions of  the  Sicilian  volcano  as  the  rest- 
lessness of  a  captive  monster  ;f  who  looked 


*  Antonio  de  Dominis^  bishop  of  Spaletro,  pab- 
liehed  a  treatise  in  the  year  1611,  entiled  De  BadiU 
Vigwi  et  Lucit,  in  which  he  advanced  that  the  rain- 
bow was  formed  by  the  refraction  of  the  sunbeams 
in  the  drops  of  rain-water,  instead  of  being  pro- 
duced on  the  whole  body  of  rain  or  vapor,  as  was 
previously  supposed. 

f  **TyphsBus  was  a  monstrous  giant  with  a  hun- 
dred dragoos*  heads^  who  warred  against  Jupiter  in 
the  great  struggle  of  the  Titans  with  the  Ming  of 
the  gods.  Jupiter  tore  up  the  whole  island  of  Sicily 
and  flung  it  upon  him.  One  promontory  acted  as 
a  presiier  upon  one  hand;  another  on  another;  a 


upon  the  spring  flowers  as  the  bounty  of. 
Aurora,  and  were  grateful  to  Ceres  for  the 
plenteousness  of  autumn ;  who  beheld  in  the 
lightnings  the  thunderbolts  of  Jove,  and 
welcomed  Iris,  the  god -descended,  in  the 
ethereal  glories  of  the  rainbow. 

Candor  compels  us  to  admit  that  the  sua 
and  the  vapor,  the  refrangibility  of  the  dif- 
ferent particles  of  light,  and  the  degrees  in 
which  the  rays  are  decomposed  into  their 
proper  colors  within  the  drops  of  water, 
have  a  great  deal  to  do  with  the  matter; 
but  the  study  of  optics  is  infinitely  perplex- 
ing and  unsatisfactory;  we  get  bewildered 
amid  whole  alphabets  of  contradictory  A's 
and  B*s,  who,  looking  straight  at  C,  behold 
D  instead ;  and  giving  up  the  diagrams  in 
disgust,  revert  gladly  from  this  staid  ana- 
tomical view  of  the  "  triple-colored  bow  "  to 
the  mythological  genealogy  of  Iris. 

Iris  was  one  of  the  fabled  Oceanides,  a  mes- 
senger of  the  gods,  and  an  attendant  of  Juno. 
A  light  and  gorgeous  being  with  golden 
locks,  borne  upon  the  purple  clouds  of  the 
sunset,  and  winged  with  heavenly  plumage, 
brilliant  in  all  the  tints  of  the  rainbow.  To 
her  was  confided  the  task  of  severing  that 
thread  which  detains  the  soul  in  the  mortal 
body  of  the  dying :  she  supplied  the  clouds 
with  the  waters  of  the  deluge,  and  became, 

■  -  -  -  ,  • 

third  OD  his  legs ;  and  the  crater  of  Monnt  Etna 
was  left  him  for  a  spiracle.  There  he  lav  in  the 
time  of  Ovid,  making  the  cities  tremble  as  he  ton- 
ed."— Vide  Leigh  Hunt's  Jar  of  Honey, 
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wben  they  subsided,  tbe  type  of  buman 
bope. 

The  very  name  of  the  Rainbow  is  a  pleas- 
ant compound,  greatly  superior  to  the  arco- 
Meno  ot  the  Italians,  but  not  to  be  com- 
pared to  the  poetical  are-en-eiel  of  our 
French  neighbors. 

How  elegant  is  the  form  of  the  rainbow  I 
Arched  and  unsubstantial — the  perfect  curve 
of  beauty  that  the  artists  say  so  much  about. 
Then  its  unsullied  and  divinely  contrasted 
hues;  distinct,  yet  blending;  red,  orange, 
yellow,  green,  blue,  violet — deep  and  glow- 
ing, yet  fading  imperceptibly  one  into  an- 
other. 

Like  sweet  thoaghts  in  a  dream. 

Painters  have  seldom  succeeded  in  trans- 
ferring the  evanescent  splendor  of  the  rain- 
bow to  the  material  canvas :  Turner  has  done 
it,  Martin  (we  believe)  has  done  it»  and 
Claude  might  have  done  it, — but  we  cannot, 
at  this  moment,  recall  any  picture  of  his  in 
which  it  is  represented.  Its  airy  transpa- 
rency,— the  rich,  yet  delicate  hues  of  which 
it  is  composed, — 

Orange  and  azure  deepening  into  gold, — 

and  the  optical  delusion  that  combines  ap- 
parent nearness  with  actual  remoteness,  are 
the  great  difficulties  to  the  artist,  and  the 
chief  attributes  of  the  phenomenon.    ^ 

'*  Colors  are  the  smiles  of  nature,''  saith 
the  quotation  at  the  commencement  of  our 
essay : — then  is  nature  for  ever  smiling  upon 
QS  in  the  green  meadows,  the  blue  sky,  and 
the  "laughing  flowers;"  but  never  smiles 
she  so  joyously  and  so  kindly  as  in  the  rain- 
bow :  after  weeping  gentle  rains  upon  the 
earth,  she  rejoices  again : — **  after  a  storm, 
comes  a  calm,'' — after  showers,  sunshine  and 
a  rainbow.  Fancy  one  of  these  bright  things 
after  a  storm  at  sea,  spreading  its  beauty 
over  half  the  sky,  and  cheering  the  faint 
hearts  of  the  weary  voyagers.  Fancy  the 
ship,  after  its  hard  battle  with  the  angry 
waters,  going  gallantly  forward,  as  if  it  meant 
to  sail  right  through  this  glorious  archway 
into  some  terra  incognita  of  undiscovered  fer- 
tility. What  a  land  might  we  not  hope  to 
find  beyond  a  portal  such  as  this, — what 
cloudless  skies,  new  flowers,  and  strange 
birds  with  wondrous  plumage ;  and,  above 
all,  what  just  and  happy  human  beings,  blest 
with  liberty  and  love,  and  wise  in  all  the 
lore 

Of  painting,  sculpture,  and  wrapt  poesy, 
And  arts,  tno'  unimagined,  yet  to  be ! 


Byron,  in  the  second  canto  of  Don  Juan, 
has  described  a  rainbow  on  the  ocean  under 
more  dreary  circumstances,  however,  than 
this  Utopian  reverie ;  the  verses  contain  much 
that  is  picturesque  and  even  grand,  but 
scarcely  earnest  enough  for  the  fearful  nar- 
rative to  which  they  belong  : — 

Now  overhead  a  rainbow,  bursting  through 
The  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spanning  the 
dark  sea, 

(testing  its  bright  base  on  the  quivering  blue : 
And  all  wilhin  its  arch  appeared  to  be 

Clearer  than  that  without ;  and  its  wide  hue 
Waxed  broad  and  waving,  like  a  banner  free, 

Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that's  bent, — and  then 

Forsook  the  dim  eyes  of  these  shipwrecked  men. 

It  changed  of  course ;  a  heavenly  chameleon^ 
The  airy  child  of  vapor  and  the  sun, — 

Brought /(vrth  in  purple^  cradled  in  vermUiom% 
Baptized  in  molten  goldy  and  swathed  in  dun. 

Glittering  like  crescents  o'er  a  Turk^s  pavilion^ 
And  blending  every  color  into  one. 

Not  less  beautiful  is  the  motionless  calm 
of  the  rainbow  when  throned  on  the  fierce 
deluge  of  the  tempest,  or  on  the  r^tless  tor- 
rent of  the  mountain  cataract:  it  seems  to 
us  a  strange  and  lovely  phenomenon  that 
this  calmest  arch  should  be  based  on  one  of 
the  least  substantial  and  controllable  of  ele- 
ments. Fire  itself  is  not  more  irresistible 
than  the  Alpine  cataracts  of  Mont  Blanc,  or 
the  cascade  of  Velino.  Shelley  has  worthily 
described  one  of  the  former,*  and  Byron  the 
latter : — 

Thine  earthly  rainbows  stretched  across  the 

sweep 
Of  the  ethereal  waterfall,  whose  veil 
Robes  some  unsculptured  image. 

Shellev.     Mont  Blanc, 

The  roar  of  waters  !-:-from  the  headlong  height 
Velino  cleaves  the  wave-worn  precipice ; 
The  fall  of  waters !  rapid  as  the  light 
The  flashing  mass  foams,  shaking  the  abyss ; 
The  hell  of  waters !  where  they  howl  and  hiss, 
And  boil  in  endless  torture ;  while  the  sweat 
Of  their  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  this 
Their  PhTegethon,  curls  round  the  rocks  of  jet 
That  gird  the  gulf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 
♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

Horribly  beautiful !  but  on  the  verge 

From  fide  to  tide  beneath  the  glittering  momt 

An  Iris  «i/s,  amidst  the  infernal  surges 

Like  Hope  upon  a  death-bed ;  andy  unworn 

Its  stiody  dyes,  while  all  around  is  turn 

By  the  distracted  uaters,  bears  serene 

Its  brilliant  hues  with  all  their  beams  unshorn; 

*  Shelley's  lines  are  deseriptive  of  the  letser  cat- 

Iaraot,  not  of  the  Caseade  des  Pelerins ;.  tbey  are 
within  a  league  of  each  other. 
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Re^mblinv,  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene. 
Love  watching  madDe^^s  with  unalterable  mien. 
Byron.     Chitde  Harold,  Canto  IV. 

Such  is  the  rainbow  of  Yelino»  such  that 
of  Terni,  of  Niagara,  and  of  the  cataracts  of 
the  monarch  of  mountains.  The  winds  and 
dashing  spray  disturb  not  its  impalpable 
serenity ; — the  icy  mountain  peaks,  and  the 
silent  glaciers  are  not  more  eternal. 

The  glorious  ministry  of  the  sun  appears 
80  indispensable,  that  the  notion  of  a  lunar 
rainbow  is  something  unfamiliar  and  strange. 
The  poets  put  it  out  of  the  question  alto- 
gether; and  still  more  uncongenial  are  the 
colorless  rainbows  of  M.  Marlotte. 

M.  Bohault,*  in  agreeable  contrast,  tells 
us  of  brilliant  colored  rainbows  on  the  grass, 
formed  by  the  refractions  of  the  sun's  rays 
on  the  morning  dew.  It  is  pleasant  to  fancy 
the  daisies  and  buttercups  peeping  up 
through  this  new  and  gorgeous  raiment. 

Painters  and  poets  have  long  agreed  in 
considerinjg  the  rainbow  as  a  symbol  of  Hope. 
Alas !  that  Hope  should  so  frequently  be 
anchored  on  dreams  as  fragile  as  its  emblem  ! 

Milton  says,  in  the  twelfth  book  of  Para- 
dise Lost,  that  Noah  descends  from  the  Ark 

With  all  his  train ; 
Then  with  uplifted  hands,  and  eyes  devout, 
Grateful  to  Heaven,  over  his  head  beholds 
A  dewy  cloud,  and  in  the  cloud  a  bow, 
Coofipicuous  with  three  listed  colors  gay. 
Betokening  peace  from  Grod,  and  covenant  new. 

It  is  curious  to  observe  in  what  trifling 
touches  the  shades  of  character  are  defined  : 
— let  us  compare  this  bow  of  "  three  listed 
colors''  with  Shelley's  account  of  a  rainbow 
in  his  exquisite  poem  on  A  Ohud : — 

The  triumphal  arcb  through  which  I  march, 

With  hurricane,  fire,  and  snow. 
When  the  powers  of  the  air  are  chained  to  my 
chair. 

Is  the  million-colored  bow ; 
The  sphere-fire  above  its  soft  colors  wove 

While  the  moist  earth  was  laughing  below. 

A  greater  contrast  could  scarcely  be  ex- 
hibited than  this,  or  one  that  would  illustrate 
with  greater  accuracy  the  antagonistic  na- 
tures of  the  two  poets.  Milton's  gigantic 
mind — -looking  at  nature  as  set  within  bounds 
more  distinct  and  forma], — limited  the  hues 
of  the  boW  to  the  three  primary  colors, 
which  was  not  just,  for  the  secondary  shades 
of  orange,  green,  and  violet,  are  as  lovely 
»to  the  eye.     Shelley,  with  his  daring  enthu- 

*  Trait  de  Phytigue, 


siasm  of  dictioa,  his  extended  philosophical 
views,  and  boundless  liberality  of  opinioD, 
errs  (on  the  side  of  justice,  however)  in  call- 
ing it  "  the  million -colored  bow." 

Notwithstanding  that  the  rainbow  has 
been  long  a  favorite  illustration  and  accessory  ^ 
in  poetry,  we  do  not  remember  ever  to  have 
met  with  it  as  the  subject  of  a  poem.  Camp- 
bell, in  his  Pleasures  of  Hope,  alludes  to  it 
but  once,  and  then  cursorily,  which  is  strange, 
considering  the  Utle  of  that  beautiful  work. 
It  is  in  the  opening  lines,  as  follows : — 

At  summer  eve,  when  Heaven's  aerial  bow 
Spans  with  bright  arch  the  glittering  hilU  below, 
Why  to  y<^n  mountain  turns  the  musing  eye. 
Whose  sun-bright  summit  mingles  with  the  sky  7 
Why  do  those  clifis  of  shadowy  tint  appear 
More  sweet  than  all  the  landscape  smiling  near?— 
*7V»  distance  lends  enchantmenl  to  the  view. 
And  robes  tlie  mountain  in  its  azure  hue. 

Still  more  strange  is  Shakspeare's  infre- 
quent allusion  to  this  most  poetical  of  ob- 
jects ;  he  mentions  it  but  thrice  in  the  whole 
course  of  his  works,  and  the  following  is  the 
only  instance  in  which  it  is  not  used  as  a 
mere  passing  illustration  to  the  subject.* 

To  ^ild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 

To  tnrow  a  perfume  on  the  violet. 

To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 

Unto  the  rainbow^  or  with  taper  light 

To  seek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  garniabi 

Is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  excess. 

Thomson,  in  his  fine,  noble  style,  says  of 
it  in  Spring : — 

Meantime,  refracted  from  yon  eastern  clovd. 
Bestriding  earth,  the  grand  ethereal  bow 
Shoots  up  immense ;  and  every  hue  unfolds. 
In  fair  proportion  running  from  the  red^ 
To  where  the  violet  fades  into  the  sky. 
Here,  awful  Newton,  the  dissolving  clouds 
Form,  fronting  o*er  the  sun,  thy  showery  prism ; 
And  to  the  sage-instructed  eye  unfold 
The  various  twine  of  light  by  thee  disclosed 
From  the  white  mingling  maze. 

Laman  Blanchard,  with  great  fancy  and 
feeling,  exclaims  with  a  poet's  fervor : — 

A  rainbow !  it  is  heaven's  lyre ! 

and  L.  E.  L.  says  beautifully  in  one  of  her , 
brief  and  sorrowful  lyrics  : — 

But  hope  has  wakened  since  and  wept 

Itself  like  a  rainbow,  away ; 
And  the  flowers  have  faded  and  fallen  around, 
We  have  none  for  a  wreath  for  to-day. 

♦  See  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  Act  IV.  8oen« 
8 ;  and  Winter^s  Tale,  Act  lY.  Scene  8. 
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Tennyson  introdnces  it  as  one  of  the 
charms  of  his  marvellous  Palace  of  Art : — 

From  those  four  jets  four  torrents  in  one  swell 
Across  the  mountain  streamed  below 

In  misty  folds,  that  floating  as  they  fell 
LU  up  a  torrent-bow. 

Let  us  recall,  in  conclusion,  the  lines  of 
Coleridge,  from  A  Hymn  written  in  the  Vale 
ef  Okamouni, 

Motionless  torrents  !  silent  cataracts ! 


Who  made  you  glorious  as  the  grates  of  Heaven 
Beneath  the  keen  fall  moon  !  Wfio  hade  Hie  Sun 
Chthe  you  with  rainbows?    Who,  with  living 

flowers 
Of  loveliest  blae,  spread  garlands  at  your  feet? 
God  !  let  the  torrents  like  a  8hout  of  nations 
Answer !  and  let  the  ice-plains  echo,  God  ! 
God  !  sing  ye  meadow-streams  with  gladsome 

voice ! 
Ye    pine-ffroves,  with    your  sod  and  soul-like 

soands! 
And  they  too  have  a  voice,  yon  piles  of  pnow, 
And  in  their  perilous  fall  shall  thunder  God  ! 


-•4< 


••♦■ 
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I  WAS  travelling  in  Germany  some  eigh- 
teen or  twenty  years  ago,  when  the  events 
which  I  am  going  to  relate  took  place.  It  was 
my  first  tour.  I  was  fresh  from  college,  where 
I  had  studied  with  an  intensity  that  had  ren- 
dered total  relaxation  as  much  a  necessity  as 
a  pleasure. 

It  was  at  Coblentz  that  I  met  with  my 
early  friend  Heinrich  S.,  or,  to  speak  more 
accurately,  it  was  on  the  road  to  Coblentz, 
for  I  had  sent  my  servant  on  with  the  horses, 
and  was  proceeding  leisurely  along  the  road, 
which,  at  this  point,  hangs  like  a  suspended 
ffallery  above  the  wooded  banks  and  nest- 
ling villages  that  border  the  glorious  Rhine. 
The  evening  was  beautiful,  and  above,  in  the 
clear  sky,  the  first  solitary  star  was  trem- 
bling into  light.  I  should  never  have  recog- 
nized Heinnch  S.,  but  that  he  spoke  to  me, 
as  I  stood  looking  over  the  landscape,  and 
extended  his  hand  to  me.  I  had  some  diffi- 
culty in  believing  that  it  was  the  same  youth 
who  had  been  my  class-fellow  at  Eton. 
There  Heinrich  was  the  sharpest,  the  boldest, 
and  the  most  mischievous  boy  amongst  us — 
the  idol  of  the  scholars,  and  the  misery  of 
the  masters.  Now,  how  changed  was  his 
appearance.  Though  in  reality  but  a  few 
months  my  senior,  he  looked  ten  years  older. 
His  cheeks  were  white  and  sunken ;  his  lips 
bloodless ;  his  eyes,  surrounded  by  a  dark 
circle,  looked  bright  and  wild ;  his  hair  hung 
in  long  dark  masses  about  his  face,  and  his 
dress  was  soiled  and  travel-stained.  He  had 
left  Eton — where  he  had  been  placed  by 
hit  parents,  then  resident  m  England — to 


proceed  to  the  University  of  Gottingen,  in  his 
native  Saxony,  and  I  had  not  seen  or' beard 
of  him  since  his  departure.  Could  study 
have  altered  him  thus  ?  It  was  strange :  his 
means  were  ample  ;  his  prospects  excellent; 
and  it  seemed  scarcely  probable  that  any 
great  misfortune  should  have  befallen  him, 
that  could  stamp  such  an  expression  of  hag- 
gard wretchedness  upon  his  countenance. 

He  took  my  arm,  and  we  walked  slowly 
on  towards  Coblentz.  He  spoke  little  by  the 
way,  and  that  little  hastily  and  unwillingly  : 
his  words  were  frequently  contradictory,  and 
uttered  in  a  wandering,  melancholy  tone,  that 
was  most  distressing.  He  lapsed  frequently 
into  a  moody  silence,  and  then  laughed  loud- 
ly when  I  had  said  nothing  to  provoke  it. 

I  began  to  fear  that  he  was  not  perfectly 
in  his  nght  senses,  and  was  glad  when  we 
entered  the  narrow  streets  of  the  town,  and 
reached  the  inn  whither  my  servant  had  pre- 
ceded me.  Here  Heinrich  left  me,  promising 
to  return  in  an  hour's  time  to  dinner,  for  he 
was  staying,  he  told  me,  at  a  neighboring  ho- 
tel. So  I  sat  and  waited  for  him  in  the  wooden 
gallery  outside  the  windows  of  my  apart- 
ment, watching  the  passers-by  in  the  street 
below,  and  pondering  over  my  late  encounter. 

I  came  back  into  the  room,  closed  the 
window,  drew  the  curtains,  replenished  my 
meerschaum,  and  waited,  not  very  patiently, 
for  my  dinner  and  my  guest.  Both  came  at 
hist:  first  the  guest,  then  the  dinner.'  S. 
seemed  to  make  an  eflfort  to  shake  off  his 
gloom,  but  the  meal  was  not  a  social  one, 
and  I  saw  with  concern  that  he  ate  little,  buf 
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drank  recklessly,  poaring  out  for  himself 
glass  after  glass  of  pure  cognac  brandj. 

I  no  longer  fancied  that  Heinrich  was  not 
in  his  right  mind,  but  I  feared  that  he  drank 
deeply — perhaps  to  banish  the  memory  of 
some  passion  which  I  felt  sure  must  be  the 
secret  care  of  his  life.  We  smoked,  we  drank 
— the  former,  as  all  do  in  Germany,  incessant- 
ly— the  latter  on  his  part  deeply,  on  mine  mo- 
derately. We  talked  of  old  times :  of  Eton ; 
of  our  friends  and  relations  (his  parents,  he 
told  me,  were  both  dead)  ;  of  college  life  ;  of 
Cambridge ;  of  Gottingen  ;  of  learning  ;  and 
of  writers. 

By  this  time  the  coldness  of  his  manner  had 
quite  vanished.  A  feverish  excitement  seem- 
ed to  possess  him.  I  was  the  listener,  he  the 
speaker.  He  was  enthusiastic  on  the  subject 
of  ancient  literature — a  stream  of  eloquence 
flowed  from  his  lips,  and  with  every  draught 
of  the  burning  liquid  he  grew  more  and  more 
delightful  in  his  discourse. 

"You  must  be  very  happy,  Heinrich," 
said  I,  with  a  sigh,  "  to  be  so  }oung,  and  to 
have  studied  with  great  advantage.  I  have 
not  succeeded  in  acquiring  half  the  know- 
ledge which  yon  possess  of  art,  science,  and 
literature." 

He  made  no  answer ;  turned  as  pale  as  a 
corpse,  and  seemed  unable  to  articulate.  I 
poured  out  another  glass  of  brandy,  and  gave 
It  into  his  hand,  for  his  expression  alarmed 
me.  He  drank  it  at  a  draught,  laughed  hyste- 
rically, and  burst  into  tears, 

I  was  inexpressibly  shocked.    "  Heinrich," 
said  I,  ^*  earnestly,  laying  my  hand  at  the 
•  same  time  upon  bis  sleeve,  '^  Heinrich,  what 
has  done  this  ?" 

For  a  long  time  he  would  not  reply  to  me : 
at  last  he  yielded  to  my  entreaties,  drew  his 
chair  nearer  to  mine,  filled  another  glass,  and 
placed  it  at  his  elbow,  wiped  his  forehead 
nervously,  and  confided  to  me  the  following 
story : — 

"  It  is  now  ten  years  since  I  entered  the 
University  at  Gottingen.  I  was  then  eigh- 
teen, and  my  name  was  entered  on  the  books 
on  the  2nd  of  February,  1822.  I  was  a  very 
wild,  happy  fellow,  when  you  knew  me ;  but 
somehow  I  became  a  very  different  fellow 
when  I  entered  on  my  university  life.  I  had 
left  my  parents,  my  friends,  my  English  home 
behind  me.  Germany  was  no  fatherland  to 
me.  England  was  the  scene  of  my  youthful 
education,  the  land  of  my  first  friends,  and  I 
felt  lonely,  and  a  stranger  in  my  native  place. 
Perhaps  it  seemed  all  the  lonelier  for  its  be- 
ing my  native  place,  and  my  knowing  no 
soul  in  any  part  of  it.     At  all  events,  I  lost 


all  my  buoyancy  of  spirit ;  the  noisy  extrav- 
agancies of  my  fellow-countrymen  and  stu- 
dents were  insupportable  to  me,  and  I  gave 
myself  up  entirely  to  the  acquisition  of  learn- 
ing. Night  after  night  I  sat  up,  unsubdued 
by  weariness,  till  the  daylight  came  creeping 
through  the  blinds  to  pale  the  glimmer  H 
my  lamp.  Day  after  day  I  refused  myself 
the  common  enjoy menta  of  exercise  and  rest; 
attending  the  lectures,  reading  with  my  tu- 
tors, and  striving  with  knowledge  in  every 
shape.  I  lived  in  an  abstract  world,  apart 
from  the  men  and  things  around  me.  The 
sight  of  my  fellow-students  became  an  an- 
noyance to  me :  even  the  lectures,  at  last» 
were  unwelcome,  since  they  drew  me  from 
the  solitude  of  my  own  rooms,  and  the  com- 
pany of  my  books. 

**  I  was  a  literary  fanatic ;  I  dwelt  in  a 
world  of  imagination,  and  amid  an  ideal  com- 
munity. In  the  silent  nights,  when  the  pass- 
ing student  looked  up  with  pitylhe  surprise 
at  the  steady  light  from  my  wmdows,  I 
walked  in  thought  with  the  philosophers  of 
old,  and  held  high  converse  with  the  spirits 
of  the  past.  My  rooms  had  almost  the  ap- 
pearance of  some  ancient  wizard's  retreat. 
Crucibles,  retorts,  magnetic  apparatus,  elec- 
trical machines,  microscopes,  jars,  receivers, 
philosophical  instruments,  and  books,  croird- 
ed  every  part  No  chemical  theory  was  too 
wild,  no  enterprise  too  difllcult  for  me.  I 
think  I  was  scarcely  sane  at  this  time,  for  I 
began  to  hate  mankind,  and  live  solely  for 
myself  and  my  own  mind.  '  When  I  am  of 
age,'  I  promised  myself,  'I  will  seek  out 
some  lonely  solitude  where  travellers  never 
pass,  and  there  I  will  build  a  house  and  live 
the  life  of  the  soul.'  And  I  did  so.  My 
parents  died  before  I  left  the  university,  and 
when  I  passed  out  of  its  gates  I  stepped 
forth  into  the  wide  world,  a  creature  igno- 
rant of  the  usages  of  life  ;  possessed  of  riches 
for  which  I  had  no  value ;  lonely,  learned, 
and  friendless.  Yet  not  utterly  friendless: 
I  had  contracted  a  friendship — if  friendship 
that  could  be  called  that  suosisted  solely  in 
the  interchange  of  thought,  for  I  believe  we 
had  never  even  shaken  hands  or  broken  bread 
together — with  the  professor  of  mathematics 
under  whom  I  had  studied.  To  him  alone  I  bade 
a  farewell ;  to  him  confided  my  plans  of  re- 
tirement ;  to  him  promised  the  knowledge  of 
my  retreat  as  soon  as  I  had  established  my- 
self in  it,  and  to  him  offered  the  hospitality 
of  that  roof  when  I  obtained  it.  It  was  not 
long  before  I  found  such  an  one  as  I  desired. 
I  left  Germany,  and  crossed  over  to  Eng- 
land.   My  old  friends  were  all  removed,  or 
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married,  or  dead.  My  parents  were  no  more ; 
you  were  at  college :  and  the  dead  and  empty 
aspect  of  the  land  in  which  I  no  longer  found 
any  associations  of  my  youth  remaining, 
struck  me  with  sorrow.  I  felt  bitterly  the 
loss  of  those  to  whom  I  owed  not  only  birth 
and  fortune,  but  reverence  and  love.  All 
England  seemed  like  a  grave,  and  I  hurried 
from  it  without  even  seeking  you  out  at  Cam- 
bridge. Had  you  been  living  anywhere  alone, 
I  would  have  travelled  day  and  night  to 
press  your  hand  once  more ;  but  I  loathed 
the  sight  of  men,  and  I  dreiided  to  enter  so 
vast  a  community  to  find  you.  I  went  on  to 
France,  avoiding  Paris  and  all  large  towns, 
and  made  for  the  remoter  provinces.  There 
I  hoped  to  discover  some  old  chateau  where 
I  might  seclude  myself  amid  the  woods  and 
solitudes,  in  a  land  where  the  people,  and 
even  the  language,  was  unknown  to  me.  I 
found  it 

"  It  was  in  Languedoc  that  I  lighted  upon 
the  house  which  was  henceforth  to  be  my 
worid.     It  was  a  lofty  and  noble  chateau, 
long  deserted,  half  ruined,  and  surrounded 
by  woods.    The  nearest  village  was  six  miles 
away,  and  save  a  few  solitary  huts  occupied 
by  the  very  poorest  of  the  peasants,  I  had 
no  neighbor  nearer  than  that  village.     No- 
thing could  be  more  romantic  than  the  situ- 
ation, and  nothing  could  better  have  suited 
with  my  frame  of  mind.     The  mansion  was 
built  on  a  little  eminence,  so  that  the  turrets 
and  grotesque  chimneys  peeped  above  the 
trees.    A  noble  avenue  had,  in  the  old  times, 
led  to  the  great  entrance,  but  was  now  utterly 
impassable  with  weeds  and   briars.      Grass 
grew  on  the  paths ;  rabbits  burrowed  in  the 
gardens ;  broken  statues,  green  with  moss, 
stood  solitary  sentinels  amid  the  desolation ; 
and  the  owl  and  the  bat  lodged  in  the  de- 
serted chamber.    This  was  the  spot  which  I 
bad  sought  for :  here  I  could  be  happy.     I 
•ought  out  the  notary  in  the  nearest  post  town, 
and  learned  from  him  that  the  property  had 
been  entrusted  to  him  for  sale,  and  that  I 
was  the  first  who  had  offered  to  purchase  it. 
It  was  the  mansion  of  a  noble  family  who  had 
fallen  in  the  revolution  of  '93,  and  now  be- 
longed to  a  descendant  of  theirs,  a  rich  plant- 
er in  Jamaica,  who  bad  long  since  wished  to 
dispose  of  it.     I  bought  it  for  a  very  trifle, 
ana  had  one  wing  repaired  and  rendered  hab- 
itable for  my  use  ;  the  rest  I  allowed  to  con- 
tinue in  its  gradual  decay.     My  solitude  was 
called  the  '  Chateau  Regnier.' 

"  I  sent  workmen  from  Toulouse,  and 
books  from  Paris  and  Germany,  and  in  the 
space  of  two  months  found  myself  in  the 


paradise  of  my  wishes.    I  had  chosen  the 
right  wing  for  my  habitation,  and  had  fitted 
up  three  rooms  for  myself  alone,  and  two 
more  at  some  distance  away,  for  my  atten- 
dant.   These  rooms  opened  out  of  each  oth- 
er; the  first  was  my  dining  and  breakfast- 
room  ;    the  second   my  bed-charober ;    the 
third  and  remotest  my  study.     I  had  a  mo- 
tive in  this  arrangement.     The  walls  were 
enormously  thick,  and  the  doors  I  had  baized 
and  strengthened.     I  was  a  stranger  in  the 
country — the  place  was  desolate,  and  I  for- 
tified it  like  a  place  of  defence,  for  I  might 
be  robbed  and  murdered,  and  no  man  the 
wiser.    Again,  silence  as  well  as  solitude  was 
my  luxury,  and  when  all   the  doors  were 
closed  (and  the  door  of  the  outer  apartment, 
or  dining-room,  was  double),  no  sound  could 
reach  my  study  from  within  or  without,  and 
none  could  issue  thence.   Still  further  to  en- 
hance this  pleasure,  I  had  the  narrow  win- 
dows of  the  latter  walled   up,  and  lived, 
when  among  my  books,  in  perpetual  night. 
The  walls  were  hung  with  crimson  draperies, 
and  fitted  round  with  bookshelves :  a  table 
at  one  end  supported  my  chemical  and  phi- 
losophical instruments  ;    another,  near   the 
fireplace,  was  laden  with  books  and  writing 
materials  ;  an  easy-chair  stood  beside  it,  and  a 
noble  cabinet,  to  the  right  of  the  fire-place, 
contained   my  more  valuable  papers,  mine- 
rals, <&c.    A  silver  lamp  suspended  by  deli- 
cate chain-work  hung  from  the  ceiling,  and 
spread  a  soft  light  through  the  chamber,  and 
a  powerful  spiril-lamp  stood  on  the  table  be- 
side ray  reading-desk.   Busts  of  philosophers 
and  poets,  showing  whitely  against  the  crim- 
son curtains,  looked  nobly  from  the  top  of 
every   bookcase  ;    and   from   the   darkened 
room,  the  draperied  walls,  the  silent  world 
of  knowledge  which  it  held,  the  passionless 
sculpture,  and  the  thickly -carpeted   floor — 
which  grave  back  no  echo  when  you   trod 
upon  it — a  presence  of  stillness,  a  solitude 
'  which  might  be  felt,'  came  over  the  room, 
and  dwelt  in  it  lik^  an  invisible  soul. 

"  Here,  then,  for  the  first  time  since  I  had 
left  Eton,  I  felt  perfectly  happy.  But  for 
the  variety  of  passing  into  the  outer  room 
twice  in  the  day  to  take  my  meals,  I  should 
never  have  known  day  from  night.  At 
twelve,  and  at  seven,  I  partook  of  the  neces- 
sary means  of  life ;  from  two  in  the  morning 
till  six  I  slept ;  all  the  rest  of  my  life  I  spent 
in  my  study,  in  thought,  in  communion  with 
the  souls  of  the  dead.  The  woman  whom  I 
had  chosen  for  my  servant  was  old,  deaf,  and 
a  German.  I  had  brought  her  from  Tou- 
louse, for  it  was  necessary  that  we  should  un- 
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deratand  ench   otber'a   langunge,   itnd    the 
French  I  wu  totalty  unHcqaainted  with. 

"  TbuB  a  year  posBed  on.  The  peasnnta 
had  ceased  to  wonder  at  m;  habits,  the  owls 
and  bata  had  resettled  in  the  uninhabited 
win^.  the  rabbits  returned  to  the  gardens, 
and  I,  a  hermit  of  acience,  lived  to  myself, 
but  was  dead  to  the  world.  One  day,  how- 
«rer,  to  my  amnzembot,  while  seated  nt  din- 
ner, with  my  old  attendant  waiting  upon  me, 
the  door,  which  on  these  occasions  was  left 
unfastened,  whs  slowly  opened,  and  a  bend 
came  cautiously  through.  It  whs  M.  Schnei- 
der, my  old  professor  of  mathematics  at  Oot- 
tingen.  I  was  really  glad  to  see  him,  more  i;lad 
than  I  chose  to  confess,  even  lo  m}'Belf.  I 
loved  my  retreat,  but  it  wat  a  pleasure  once 
more  to  sen  a  fHmiliar  face,  once  more  to  lis- 
ten to  a  familiar  voice,  once  more  to  ex- 
obaoge  thoughts  with  a  living  brain,  and 
read  them  in  a  cordial  eye.  No  enjoyment 
which  my  study  ever  had  afforded  me  equal- 
led the  delight  with  which  i  welcomed  that 
good  man.  I  embraced  him,  I  talked,  I 
laughed,  I  forced  him  into  a  chair,  and 
pressed  him  to  partake  of  my  simple  meal.  I 
drank  bis  health;  I  overwhelmed  him  with 
questions,  without  waiting  for  an  ansiver.  I 
behaved  more  like  a  schoolboy  than  a  stu- 
dent, and  could  have  danced  for  joy.  He 
understood  me,  and  joined  in  my  gaiety. 
We  retreated  to  the  study :  1  showed  him 
with  pride  my  books,  my  instruments,  my 
silent  solitude,  i  described  lo  him  my  mode 
of  life,  and  finally  entreated  him  to  come  and 
spend  with  me  the  remainder  of  his  exist- 
ence. We  were  so  happy  that  d^iy  !  I  never 
thought  the  sight  of  any  humiin  being  could 
give  me  such  delight.  M.  Schneider  did  not 
at  once  accept  all  my  propositions,  but  he 
would  remain  with  me  at  least  for  some 
weeks.  I  felt  as  if  all  my  wealth  could 
scarcely  purchase  sufficient  to  entertain  him. 
The  wines  and  viands  of  the  neighboring  vil- 
lage were  not  half  good  enough  for  him  ;  and 
1  resolved  that  very  night,  when  he  had  re- 
tired to  rest  (for  I  had  installed  him  in  my 
only  bedroom),  to  hire  a  horse  from  the 
neighboring  poRt-bonse,  and  gallop  di 
Toulouse  myself  to  order  thence  all  the  lui 
rieB  and  comfortB  I  oould  get.  We  sat 
conversation  till  an  advanced  hour  of  tb(i, 
morning — never  had  I  found  conversation 
delightful.  The  clock  waa  Nttiking  il) 
when  I  rose  to  leave  the  bou^p.  j  -  ■- 
want  of  rest,  and  I  anticipated  with 
the  walk  to  the  poet-house  in  the  fre 
log  air.  My  friend  retired  to  bed  :i 
ped  myself  closely  in  my  travelUn' 


a  pair  of  pocket  pistols  within  the  breast  of 
my  riding  coat,  opened  the  outer  doors  with- 
out a  sound,  closed  them,  and  passed  through 
the  hall  and  the  great  door,  into  the  gray 
morning.  Never,  since  my  residence  there, 
had  I  taken  a  walk  of  so  many  miles  ;  never 
had  I  stirred  beyond  th<;  precincts  of  the 
park  and  gardens  of  the  Chateau  Regnier. 
It  was  autumn  :  the  red  and  yellow  leaves 
lay  thick  upon  the  pathway  as  I  strod«  rap- 
idly through  the  forest:  the  morninff  sun 
came  slowly  up  in  the  East,  and  cast  bright 
slanting  lights  between  the  stems  and  branch- 
es of  the  trees :  the  wild  birds  woke  up  ooe 
after  another  in  their  nl^ta  up  in  the  branch- 
es, and  taking  the  song- from  each  other, 
filled  the  air  with  melody.  Sweet  scents  of 
distant  fields  came  on  the  breeze  :  the  bat« 
started  at  my  footfall,  and  darted  across  my 
path ;  a  beautiful  liurd  glided  away  in  the 
grass — the  sun  came  up  bright  and  strong — 
the  birds  sang  louder  and  louder,  and  the 
sunshine  and  song  were  in  my  heart  also,  and 
I  said  joyfully — '  The  world  is  lovely,  and  ail 
that  therein  is.  Solitude  ia  not  the  only  good, 
illessed  be  God,  who  made  the  world  to 
beautiful  and  so  glad  I'  I  seemed,  on  'that 
morning,  to  bathe  in  the  light  of  a  more 
generous  and  divine  philosophy.  The  meet- 
ing with  my  old  friend  hod  been  good  for  me, 
and  from  henceforth  I  fell  that  my  life  prom- 
ised higher  and  holier  resalts  than  the  sel- 
fish indulgence  of  intellectual  pursuits.  I 
reached  the  poBt-house,  mounted  a  fleet  aid 
spirited  horse,  and  rode  away  at  full  speed 
lo  Toulouse.  I  had  no  time  to  lose,  for  Uia 
town  was  full  fifteen  miles  away,  and  I  recol- 
lecled  with  laughing  surprise  that,  fullowitw 
the  habit  of  many  months,  I  had  mechant- 
cully  turned  the  key  of  my  outer  apartment, 
and  put  it  in  my  waistcoat  pocket. 

"  'Come,  Heinrich,'said  1, gaily,  to  m 
'  you  must  gallop  away,  for  you  have  h 
up  the  professor,  and  be  must  wait  fi 
before  he  can  have  any  breakfast  1' 

"  I  reached  ihe  Lown,  gave  si 
I  required,  temountttd  the  hcqi 
retracing  my  road.     It  w 
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Heinricti,'  uid  I ;  '  make  fasBte  t    The 
fessor  is  hungry.' 

"  On  I  went — trees,  hedges,  cotUges 
fiew  past  me.  Suddenly  I  received  a  fierce 
shocli, — a  fall — a    blow, — and  I   knew   no 

"  When  I  returned  to  conaelousneBs,  I 
found  myself  lyinij  on  a  straw  bed  in  a  small 
menn  cottage.  An  old  woman  was  silling 
knitting  in  the  doorway.  All  was  Bilent,  — 
I  lay  watching  her  busy  Sogers  for  aev 
minutes  in  a  stupid  apathy,  which  neil 
knew  nor  sought  to  know  the  meaning  of 
my  Mtuation.  At  length  1  tried  languidly 
to  turn  in  the  bed,  nod  felt  myself  seized 
with  a  sharp  and  terrible  agony,  that  forced 
a  scream  from  my  lips.  It  seemed  as  if  my 
feel  were  being  torn  off  I  The  old  woman 
Tan  to  me,  brought  me  a  cup  of  water,  and 
said  something  in  French,  which  was,  of 
course,  unintelligible  to  me,  put  her  hand  on 
my  lips  when  I  was  about  to  speak,  pointed 
to  my  feet,  and  shook  her  head  compassion- 
ately as  she  looked  at  roe. 

"  I  understood  her.  I  remembered  the 
ahock — the  fall ; — my  leg  was  broken. 

"  I  groaned  aloud — for  I  now  fell  great 
pain;  but  I  lay  slill,  and  tried  to  recall  all 
the  circumstances  to  my  mind.  I  was  on 
horseback :  where  was  T  coming  from  ? 
From  Toulouse,  I  remembered.  What  did 
I  want  at  Toulouse?  Ah!  the  Professor 
Schneider — the  key — the  locked  door — the 
distance — the  day, — nil  flushed  upon  my 
memory,  and,  half-franlic,  I  Iried  again  to 
rise,  and,  I  think,  fainted  with  the  pain,  for 
vhen  I  again  became  sensible,  there  were  a 
man  and  a  young  girl  in  the  room  ;  the  latter 
ma  bathing  my  forehead  with  vinegar,  and 
4ba  man  was  feeling  my  pulse.  Oh  the 
Mhery  of  that  waking  1  Not  one — not  one 
toconiprphi^nd  my  worda, — not  one  to  tell 

I  how  long    I   hid   been  lying   helpless 

^  ther«,— 'tiot  one  tatcild  lo^ltie  rescue  of  my 

!  ■Kfpt  RWRtFlg'  lyjifj  :  T  prayed,  I 
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not  wide  enough  for  a  child  to  climb.  The 
remains  of  our  dinner  waa  left  upon  the 
table.  He  uright  auatain  life  for  three  days 
upon  that,  with  economy  ;  but  how  long  had 
I  been  in  this  place  ? — perhapa  four,  per- 
haps six,  perhaps  eight  days  already !  I 
dug  mf  nails  into  the  palms  of  my  hands 
with  despair  at  the  idea.  Then  I  thought 
of  Ugo  FoKolo, — how  bis  body  was  found 
with  the  arm  gnawed  away  by  his  own  teeth 
in  the  agony  of  famine.  I  raved — I  wept — 
I  groHned, — my  brain  seemed  a  burning  coal. 
I  was  in  a  delirioua  fever  I  Oh,  the  terrible 
visions  of  a  mind  disordered  and  oppressed 
with  such  A  fearful  anguish  aa  mine  I  Und- 
ness  waa  wrought  to  a  despairing  fury,  pass- 
ing all  ordinary  delirium,  by  the  goadings  of 
conscioaa  agony ;  pain,  mental  and  bodily, 
netiog  in  terrible  concert,  surrounded  me 
with  torments  to  which  the  fabled  hell  of  the 
Florentine  were  no  more  than  an  uneasy 
dream.  Sometimes  I  seemed  to  behold  my 
guest  as  from  a  place  whence  I  could  not 
escape  lo  his  aid.  I  saw  bim  shake  the  bars 
of  the  narrow  casements  with  hopeless  fury. 
I  saw  his  pale  face — his  convulsed  limbs.  I 
heard  him  curse  my  name;  and  then,  oh, 
horror !  he  fixed  his  dying  eyes  on  mine,  and 
BO  chained  me,  without  the  power  of  avoid- 
ing their  fascination.  Again,  I  was  walking 
with  him  on  a  narrow  shelf  beside  a  burning 
lake.  I  fell :  I  implored  him  to  save  me, — 
but  to  extend  his  band  to  me,  or  1  ahoutd 
periiih  :  and  metbought  the  dying  look  came 
over  him  again,  and  his  form  dilated  as  he 
bade  me  fall  and  perish.  Again — but  these 
recollecliona  are  too  fearful !  I  was  mad  ; 
and  when  reason  once  more  returned  to  me, 
I  found  myself  utterly  weakened,  and  help- 
less aa  a  child.  I  looked  at  my  hands;  they 
were  little  better  than  the  hands  of  a  skele* 
ton.  1  made  signs  to  them  for  a  looking- 
glass  ;  my  beard  had  reached  the  growth  of 
weeks. 

"  Then  I  knew  that  my  friend  was  dead. 

"  Dead ! — never  more  to  call  me  by  my 

name — neter  more    to  touch  my  hand,  or 

gladden  me  with  talk  of  high  and  wondrous 

things.     Dead!  still,  cold.     Dead,  and  by 

my  means.     Dead  and  unhnried.     Could  I 

then  hare  died,  so  to  call  biro  back  again  to 

I  would  have  rejoiced  to  do  so.     Nay, 

ie  wer«  too  poor  a  sacrifice, — I  would 

i  giTon  my  soul  to  do  it.     I  a  murderer  I 

ho  had  never  harmed  a  fly ;  who  had 

ped  aside  from  the  snail  upon  my  path — 

ho  had  never  choked  the  sweet  songs  of 

le  birds  in  morderoui  sport.     I  was  now 

fMUe  and  too  bn^n-hearted  (o  make 
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6T6n  the  faintest  effort  to  retarn  to  the  cha- 
teau. I  prayed  for  death  ;  yet  day  by  day  I 
gradually  recovered  strength.  The  village 
surgeon  who  attended  me  was  no  more  than 
an  unlettered  quack,  and  it  is  surprising  that 
I  should  have  escaped  with  life ;  but  I  did, 
and  the  more  I  loathed  to  live,  the  more  I 
felt  that  death  rejected  me.  Gradually  my 
limb  strengthened,  and  they  lifted  me  occa- 
sionally from  the  bed  to  a  garden  seat,  where 
I  might  breathe  the  cool  fresh  air  of  early 
winter.  They  were  all  kind  and  gentle  to 
me,  but  grateful  I  could  not  be  for  care  or 
attention,  since  to  exist  was  now  and  hence- 
forward a  perpetual  misery.  Besides,  they 
had  found  me  no  ungenerous  guest :  I  had  a 
considerable  sum  with  me  when  I  went  to 
Toulouse,  and  the  residue  amply  satisfied 
their  claims.  By -and  by  I  could  even  walk 
with  difficulty  from  room  to  room,  and  I  had 
DO  excuse  to  remain  with  them  longer.  But 
now  I  dreaded  to  return;  now  I  shrunk 
from  the  thoughts  of  the  rooms  where  I 

knew  the  body  of  my  friend  was. 

***** 

"  I  went  at  last.  A  rude  conveyance  bore 
me  home.  It  was  midday  when  I  left  the 
cottage,  and  the  rapid  winter  night  had 
closed  in  before  we  reached  the  gates  of  the 
chateau.  Here  I  bid  my  entertainers  fare- 
well, and  insisted  on  approaching  alone  those 
walls  from  which  I  had  so  long  remained 
absent.  The  moon  was  shining  bright  and 
chill  on  every  tree  and  shrub.  I  am  not 
superstitious,  a  thrill  of  dread  crept  over 
me  when  I  stood  before  the  house,  and  saw 
the  bats  flitting  in  the  ruins,  and  beheld  the 
pale  light  on  the  windows  of  the  fatal  rooms 
which  I  had  inhabited.  I  ascended  the 
broken  steps, — the  great  door  yielded  to  my 
touch, — a  light  beneath  a  distant  door  evi- 
denced that  my  old  servant  was  yet  faithful 
to  her  guardianship.  I  opened  it,  and  be- 
held her  sleeping  soundly  in  the  chimney 
corner.  Yonder,  to  the  right,  down  that 
dark  corridor,  lay  the  rooms  which  I  had 
lived  in ;  yonder,  the  locked  and  fatal  door. 
The  cold  dew  stood  upon  my  brow ;  I  took 
a  lighted  candle  from  the  table,  and  forced 
myself  to  go  on.  At  the  door  I  paused 
again ;  even  when  the  key  was  in  and  turned 
I  hesitated,  and  would  fain  have  deferred  it ; 
then  I  pushed  it  open,  walked  straight  up  to 
the  table,  and  laid  the  candle  down.  He 
was  not  there.  This  was  a  relief  to  me.  I 
dreaded  to  find  him  in  the  first  room,  and 
thanked  God  that  the  sight  of  his  corpse  had 
not  met  my  eyes  on  the  first  entrance.  I 
closed  the  door  and  looked  round  the  cham- 


ber in  every  part  My  heart  sickened  when 
I  beheld  the  disorder  in  which  it  lay.  Chain, 
books,  and  cushions  were  lying  on  the  floor ; 
a  thick  dust  covered  every  object ;  the  dishes 
were  yet  on  the  table  where  we  had  dined 
together ;  a  few  bones,  covered,  like  the  rest, 
with  the  deposit  of  months,  were  scattered 
on  the  cloth.  A  watch  was  lying  beside 
them;  it  had  stopped  long,  lonff  ago  at 
twelve  o'clock,  and  lay  there  blank  and 
speechless.  It  was  Schneider's.  I  knew  it 
again.  Alas  I  alas  1  type  of  its  owner ;  the 
busy  heart  was  mute  and  motionless.  I 
wept ;  tears  seemed  to  ease  my  heart  of  the 
heavy  load  that  was  crushing  it  within  my 
breast.  I  gathered  resolution  once  more, 
and  opened  the  door  of  the  second  chamber. 
But  he  was  not  there  either.  The  bed  was 
black  with  dust — he  had  slept  in  it  when  I 
left  him ;  and  there,  tossed  and  uncovered, 
it  remained  as  when  he  last  arose  from  it. 
At  the  window  a  table  was  standing,  and  on 
the  table  a  chair.  Some  panes  of  glass  were 
broken,  through  which  the  night  air  came 
down  upon  me  and  blew  the  flame  of  the 
candle  hither  and  thither.  There  he  had 
climbed  and  striven  to  escape,  but  the  iron 
bars  defied  him ;  he  had  broken  the  window, 
and  cried  in  vain  for  help ;  the  attendant  was 
deaf  and  infirm,  and  no  soul  ever  penetrated 
the  grounds  of  the  chateau.  It  was  plain, 
that  my  study  was  his  tomb.  This  certainty 
froze  my  blood,  and  I  trembled  in  every  limb. 
Now  that  it  was  a  certainty  I  felt  unable  to 
move  one  step  in  advance.  There  was  the 
study  door  not  entirely  closed,  and  yet  not 
sufficiently  open  to  reveal  aught  within. 
There  was  his  living  tomb.  It  must  be 
done !  every  breath  of  air  through  the  shat- 
tered panes  threatened  to  extinguish  my  light 
Better  to  face  the  worst  than  be  left  there  in 
sudden  fearful  darkness.  I  groaned  involun- ' 
tarily,  and  started  at  the  sound  of  my  own 
voice.  I  advanced — I  extended  my  hand. 
Good  God  !  the  door  resisted  me  1  Yes, 
there — there  across  the  threshold,  lay  a  dark 
and  shapeless  mass.  I  could  only  open  it 
by  main  strength,  and  all  strength  on  the 
instant  failed  me.  Terror  tied  my  tongue. 
I  felt  a  scream  of  horror  rising  to  my  lips, 
but  had  not  the  power  to  utter  it,  and,  stag- 
gering slowly  under  the  burthen,  the  agoniz- 
mg  burthen  of  supreme  fear,  I  dragged  my- 
self back  a^ain  through  the  rooms,  locked 
the  doors,  along  the  corridor  and  haU,«nd 
out  once  more  among  the  trees  and  the 
moonlight.  On  I  went  and  never  once 
looked  back;  out  through  the  ffreat  open 
gates,  on  along  the  high  road.    Dread  and 
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ao  unnaiaral  strength  possessed  me.  Yes- 
terday I  could  scarcely  walk  thirty  yards 
without  pain  and  fatigue ;  now,  I  was  insen- 
sible to  mere  bodily  grievances.  I  used  the 
fractured  limb  without  attending  to  the  ex- 
quisite suffering  it  must  have  occasioned  me. 
At  last  fatigue  overpowered  me.  I  sat  down 
by  the  roadside.  A  vehicle  passed  by.  The 
driver  saw  and  assisted  me  to  enter  it.  At 
last,  after  many  changes  and  stages,  I  reached 
Paris.  I  have  since  then  wandered  over 
Europe.  Languedoc  and  the  Chateau  Reg- 
nier  I  have  not  beheld  since  that  awful  night. 
I  am  a  pilgrim  and  an  outcast  without  peace 


I  or  rest, — wandering,  a  shadow,  among  men 
and  cities,  in  some  one  of  which  I  hope  to 

find  a  grrave." 

•  •  *  •  * 

Heinrich  8.  I  never  saw  again.  From 
time  to  time  I  hear  of  him  as  having  been 
seen  in  some  far  land, — three  years  since  he 
was  in  Russia,  and  last  summer  I  was  told 
that  he  had  been  for  a  few  weeks  in  Vienna. 
But  I  know  not ;  report  is  ever  vague  and 
uncertain.  He  lives,  I  fear:  perhaps  the 
next  news  may  be  of  his  death.  I  hope  so ; 
for  life  is  terrible  with  him.  May  he  die  in 
peace! 


■♦«- 


■♦«- 


From  Sharpe'f  Mag asine. 


THE    ORIGIN    OP    THE    IMPERIAL    VAULT, 


IK  THE  CATHEDRAL  OF  SPETER. 


Conrad  thb  Second,  Emperor  of  Ger- 
many, was  surnamed  the  Speierer,  from  his 
great  attachment  to  the  city  of  Speyer.  He 
-was  the  monarch  who  had  the  imperial  Vault 
erected  in  the  beautiful  cathedral  of  that 
town,  for  the  deposit  of  his  own  remains  and 
those  of  his  successors,  or  the  other  members 
of  his  family  who  might  happen  to  die  on 
the  western  side  of  the  Alps,  as  the  inscrip- 
tion over  the  entrance,  which  is  still  legible, 
implies.  The  historians  of  that  period  relate 
the  following  romantic  story  as  the  origin  of 
this  vault : — 

There  lived  at  the  court  of  the  emperor  a 
nobleman  of  the  name  of  Gain,  who,  having 
had  the  misfortune  to  offend  him,  fled  with 
his  wife  into  the  furthermost  recesses  of  the 
Black  Forest,  to  escape  the  vengeance  of  his 
irritated  master.  There  they  took  up  their 
abode,  in  a  miserable  and  destitute  hut. 
Some  time  after  their  flight,  as  the  emperor 
was  hunting  in  the  vicinity  of  the  count's 
retreat,  he  was  benighted,  and  compelled  to 
seek  shelter  for  the  night  in  the  very  dwell- 
ing of  the  man  who  had  so  much  offended 
him.  The  count  was  awav  at  the  time ;  but 
it  so  happened,  that  on  this  very  night  the 
countess  was  delivered  of  a  son,  in  a  cham- 
ber next  to  that  into  which  the  emperor  had 
retired,  immediately  after  the  birth  of  which 


he  heard  a  voice  emphatically  exclaim,  *'  Oh, 
Conrad  I  this  child  will  be  thy  son-in-law  and 
successor."  The  astounded  monarch  sum- 
moned his  two  attendants,  and  ordered  them 
at  once  to  get  possession  of  the  child,  and  de- 
stroy it.  But,  being  more  humane  than  their 
master,  they  determined  rather  to  preserve 
than  to  take  away  the  infant's  life  ;  although, 
as' a  proof  of  their  bloody  work,  Conrad  had 
ordered  them  to  bring  before  him  the  child's 
reeking  heart.  The  servants  stole  the 
child  ^om  the  countess's  chamber,  and  left 
the  hovel  apparently  with  the  intention  of 
killing  it. 

Outside  of  the  hut  there  happened  to  be 
a  quantity  of  game  which  had  been  killed  at 
the  hunt  the  preceding  day.  The  attendants 
at  once  bethought  themselves  of  a  stratacrem 
by  means  of  which  they  might  deceive  their 
bloody-minded  lord.  They  ripped  out  a 
heart  from  the  body  of  a  fawn,  and  brought 
it  to  the  cruel  king,  who  being  more  of  a 
monster  than  an  anatomist,  mistook  it  for  the 
heart  of  his  victim,  and  at  once  expressed 
his  approbation  and  delight  at  the  prompti- 
tude they  had  displayed  in  dispatching  a 
creature  which,  as  he  had  been  foretold, 
would  be  his  son  and  heir.  In  the  meantime, 
the  infant  had  been  laid  under  a  tree  by  the 
attendants  until  their  return;  but,  during 
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their  absence,  Herman,  Dake  of  Saabia, 
passing  by,  and  hearing  the  screams  of  the 
infant,  took  compassion  on  its  neglected  and 
abandoned  state,  had  it  removed  to  his  castle, 
and  adopted  it  for  his  own.  Years  flew  by, 
and  the  child  was  approaching  to  manhood, 
when  the  emperor  came  on  a  visit  to  the 
dnke.  The  young  count's  interesting  ap- 
pearance attracted  his  attention,  and  inquir- 
ing who  he  was,  Herman  related  the  singu- 
lar manner  in  which  he  had  come  by  him. 
Suspicion  immediately  entered  the  emperor's 
mind,  but  he  concealed  his  alarm ;  and  pre- 
tending he  had  taken  an  extraordinary  inter- 
est in  the  youth,  desired  the  duke  to  cede 
him  over  to  him,  saying  that  he  intended  to 
make  him  one  of  his  pages,  and  would  pro- 
vide for  his  welfare  in  life.  Though  the 
duke  loved  the  count  almost  as  much  as  if 
he  had  been  his  own  child,  he  could  not  re- 
fuse the  emperor's  demand,  and  young  Cain 
departed  with  his  sovereign  in  the  quality  of 
pagci  On  his  arrival  at  his  palace  at  Sua- 
bia,  the  emperor  forthwith  summoned  to  his 
presence  the  two  servants  whom  he  had 
eighteen  years  before  commissioned  to  de- 
stroy the  infant  in  the  Black  Forest,  in  order 
to  elicit  from  them  more  positive  proof  as  to 
the  count's  identity.  The  two  men,  terrified 
at  the  king's  demand,  fell  upon  their  knees, 
and  confessed  how  they  had  imposed  upon 
him,  but  declaring,  at  the  same  time,  that  if 
it  were  their  sovereign's  will  that  they  should 
die  for  what  they  had  done,  they  would 
rather  submit  to  the  worst  of  deaths  than 
exist  as  murderers.  The  enraged  monarch 
dismissed  them  from  his  presence.  There 
being  no  longer  any  doubt  about  the  young 
count's  origin,  the  prophecy  returned  to  the 
emperor's  recollection  with  increasing  force 
and  renewed  poignancy,  and  he  determined 
that  the  object  of  his  alarm  should  not  this 
time  escape  him.  He  dispatched  young  Cain 
to  the  empress,  who  was  then  residing  at 
Aix-la-Chapelle,  with  a  letter  containing  this 
terrible  injunction — "  As  you  set  a  value  on 
your  life,  see  that  the  bearer  of  this  be  se- 
cretly and  speedily  destroyed." 

The  traveller,  little  knowing  that  he  car- 
ried his  own  death-warrant,  proceeded  on  his 
joufrney,  which  lay  over  Speyer,  where,  on 
his  arrival,  he  lodged,  according  to  the  orders 
he  had  received,  at  the  house  of  the  dean  of 


the  cathedral,  who  was  a  most  worthy  pillar 
of  the  church ;  but,  fortunately  for  the  young 
count,  his  spiritual  aflRiirs  were  not  altogether 
so  important,  or  so  multiplied,  as  to  deprive 
him  of  a  great  deal  of  worldly  curiosity, 
which  was  more  than  usually  excited  on  the 
arrival  of  the  emperor's  page,  bearing  dis- 
patches for  the  queen — not  an  every- day 
occurrence.  He  sounded  the  count  on  the 
occasion  of  his  mission,  but  could  elicit  no- 
thing from  him  that  could  at  all  satisfy  his 
cariosity ;  and  whilst  he  was  exhausting  his 
ioterroffatory  resources,  and  drawing  largely 
upon  his  patience,  the  wearied  traveller  feu 
asleep.  Then  the  excited  dean,  unable  to 
resist  any  longer  the  impulse  of  his  feelings 
and  the  favor  of  the  moment,  approached 
the  sleeping  youth,  gently  drew  the  letter 
from  his  bosom,  where  it  was  concealed, 
with  trembling  hand  broke  the  imperial  seal, 
and,  as  he  finished  perusing  its  contents,  he 
could  not  forbear  shedding  tears ;  and  turn- 
ing his  eyes  towards  the  innocent  victim  of 
his  sovereign's  bloody  designs,  who  was  now 
buried  in  peaceful  slumber,  he  felt  convinced 
that  he.  had  done  no  crime  to  merit  such  a 
death — for  the  guilty  could  not  sleep  as  he 
then  slept,  and  resolved  to  avert  the  fate 
that  menaced  him. 

By  the  alteration  of  a  few  letters,  he 
changed  the  sense  of  the  words  containing 
the  cruel  order  to  the  queen  to  this — '*  Aa 
you  set  a  value  on  your  life,  see  that  the 
bearer  of  this  be  secretly  and  speedily  mar- 
ried to  our  daughter."  The  honest  dean 
then  consigned  the  letter  back  to  its  deposit 
Soon  after  this,  the  page  awoke,  took  leave 
of  his  host,  and  departed  for  Aix-la-Chapelle, 
where,  soon  after,  he  was  married  to  the 
emperor's  daughter. 

When  the  emperor  heard  of  this,  he  was 
greatly  astonished  and  dismayed  ;  but,  when 
he  discovered  that  his  daughter's  husband 
was  the  Count  Cain's  son,  he  forgrave  the 
past  and  made  him  co-regent  in  the  govern- 
ment ;  thus  fulfilling  the  prophecy  which 
had  been  foretold  to  him  in  the  hut  in  the 
Black  Forest.  Out  of  gratitude  to  the  Dean 
of  Speyer,  who  had  prevented  his  shedding 
innocent  blood,  he  made  him  chancellor,  and 
founded  the  imperial  vault  within  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  Speyer  minster. 


1858.] 


LTTERABT  IIISCELLAVnB& 


4K 


IITERAKY  MISCELLANIES. 


Tbx  notices  of  the  leading  literary  Journals  of 
tlie  publications  of  the  month  are  contained  in  the 
following  lists: 

The  Letters  and  Works  of  Philip  Dormer  Stan- 
hope, Earl  of  Chesterfield;  including  numerous 
Letters  and  Papers  now  first  published  from  the 
Original  Manuscripta  Edited,  with  Notes^  by  Lord 
Mahon.  This  volume  of  "  Miscellanies"  completes 
Lord  Mahon's  admirable  edition  of  the  Letters  and 
Works  of  the  wittiest  and  ablest  of  the  Stanhopes. 
It  contains  his  speeches  in  the  House  of  Lorda^  his 
diplomatic  and  yiceregal  addresses^  a  political 
pamphlet  supposed  to  be  his,  his  yarious  essays  in 
periodical  pubiicaUons,  his  poemi^  some  letters  not 
before  printed,  others  not  until  now  printed  cor- 
rectly, seyeral  important  paseages  (chiefly  political) 
restored  from  the  original  manuscripts  of  the  let- 
ters to  hie  son  and  to  the  Bishop  of  Waterford,  four 
▼ery  striking  papers  which  see  the  light  for  the 
first  time,  the  letters  of  elementary  instruction  to 
Philip  Stanhope  omitted  in  the  former  yolumei^ 
and  (not  the  least  of  its  merits)  an  excellent  index. 
The  JSxaminer  says  of  tt^e  book,  "  it  is  little  to  say, 
that  its  contents  may  be  studied  with  adyantage  by 
im  who  wish  to  obtain  a  mastery  and  facility  in  the 
writing  of  good  EngUsh.  Nowliere  are  the  graces 
of  style  more  consummately  displayed,  or  Uie  art  of 
concealing  art  more  happily  practised.  But  the 
book  has  also  merits  of  a  much  higher  cast  There 
are  in  it  stores  of  good  sense,  of  sound  and  subtle 
obeeryation,  of  just  and  eyen  high  thoughts,  which 
all  who  care  to  seek  may  find,  ft  has  been  the  fate 
of  Lord  Chesterfield  (which  few  perhaps  could  haye 
borne  eyen  to  well  as  he  has  done)  to  be  princi- 
pally judged  as  a  public  writer  by  letters  written 
without  the  most  distant  yiew  to  publication,  and 
including  matters  of  the  most  delicate  and  close 
fiamiliarity  as  between  father  and  son.  From  these, 
without  regard  to  their  specific  purpose,  his  own 
principles  miye  been  assumed ;  and  out  of  them  a 
system  of  life  has  been  constructed, — founded  on 
trading  theories  of  morals^  and  substituting  the  de- 
cencies for  the  yirtues^ — which  good  men  haye 
raised  their  yoices  against,  and  a  sayins  of  John- 
son's has  marked  as  with  the  sign  of  tne  plague. 
Yet  the  last  thing  Lord  Chesterfield  thought  of 
doing  when  he  be^n  those  letters  was  to  set  up 
any  general  example  for  fathers  and  sona** 

Memorials  and  Correspondence  of  Charles  James 
Fox.  Edited  by  Lord  John  Russell.  Vols.  L  and 
IL    This  is  the  first  instalment  of  a  work  which  the 

£ublio  has  looked  for  with  eager  interest  eyer  since 
[r.  Fox's  death  in  1806.  Mr.  Fox  was  long — and 
is  still,  perhaps-— the  great  hero  of  Whig  worship : 
—a  position  which  his  large  attainments^  his  suayity 
of  manner,  and  probably  his  strict  political  integ- 
rity, entitled  him  to  become.  Like  his  illustrious 
riyal,  Mr.  Fitt»  Fox  was  the  representatiye  of  a 
great  political  party ;  and  the  effects  of  the  senrioes 
which  each  rendered  to  his  followers  continue  still 


to  influence  political  connections,  and  eyen  society 
itself  The  biographer  of  Mr.  Fox  was  to  haye 
been  the  late  Lord  Holland, — Mr.  Fox-s  nephew, — 
and  from  1806  to  1858  public  attention  has  been 
kept  aliye  to  a  belief  thfit  the  biography  would  be 
one  worthy  of  the  subject  and  of  the  reputation  of 
its  writer.  The  final  disappointment  of  expecta- 
tions that  were  rife  for  twenty  years,  and  more, 
about  Mallet's  "  Life  of  the  great  Duke  of  Marlbo* 
rough"  was  scarcely  more  sore  than  that  which  a 
perusal  of  the  book  before  us  will  occasion  to  eyery 
oelieyer  in  Holland  House.  His  Lordship  collect- 
ed, it  is  true,  and  the  materials  were  entrusted  to 
Lord  John  Russell.  The  Athenceum,  noticing  it^ 
calls  it  a  disjointed  and  irregular  performance. 
Lord  John,  howeyer,  is  of  opinion  that  whateyer 
may  be  the  defects  of  these  yolumes,  they  will  giye 
to  Englishmen  "a  better  knowledge  than  they 
now  possess  of  one  of  the  most  striking  periods  of 
their  nistory,  and  of  one  of  the  greatest  men.** 

Correspondence,  Despatches,  and  other  Papers» 
of  Viscount  Castlereagh,  Second  Marquess  of  Lon- 
donderry. Edited  by  his  Brother,  Charles  William 
Vane,  Marquess  of  Londonderry,  6.C.B.  Vols. 
IX — XIL  These  yolumes  complete  the  Castle- 
reagh papers  and  despatches.  They  embrace  the 
period  when  Lord  Castlereagh  was  Secretary  for 
Foreign  Afbirs»  from  1818  to  1822.  There  is  no 
question  as  to  the  great  historical  yalue  of  these 
records  of  a  statesman  who  long  held  a  position  so 
prominent  Pin  the  British  goyernment^  and  exer- 
cised so  great  an  influence  both  at  home  and 
abroad.  With  abilities  and  eloquence  far  inferior 
to  those  of  Fox  and  Pitt^  Grattan  and  Canning,  and 
other  great  men  of  his  times^  it  was  the  good  for- 
tune of  Lord  Castlereagh  to  bring  to  a  successful 
issue  transactions  which  had  baffled  them  all. 

A  Selection  from  the  Correspondence  of  the  late 
Thomas  Chalmers^  D.D.,  LL.D.  Edited  by  hisSon- 
in-Law,  the  Rey.  William  Hanna,  LL.D.  The 
present  yolume  is  supplementary  to  the  four  which 
contain  Dr.  Ha^^na's  'Memoirs  of  the  Life  and 
Writings  of  Dr.  Chalmers.'  The  Literary  Oagette 
thinks  **  the  letters  now  printed  do  not  add  much 
to  what  is  generally  known  of  the  public  career  of 
Chalmers^  or  of  the  eyents  in  which  he  took  a 
leading  part^  but  they  reyeal  many  striking  and 
pleasing  traits  of  his  priyate  character,  his  warm 
affection,  his  busy  energy,  his  deyoted  piety,  and 
what  gaye  a  charm  to  so  much  intellectual  and 
moral  exoellence-^his  unaffected  humility." 

Family  Romance  ;  or.  Episodes  in  the  Domestic 
Annals  of  the  Aristocracy.  By  J.  Bernard  Burke, 
Esq.  These  yolnmee  contain  some  of  the  gleaning  of 
Mr.  Bernard  Burke's  more  elaborate  researches  into 
the  history  and  genealogies  of  the  British  aristocracy. 
A  number  of  miscellaneous  anecdotes,  traditions,  le- 
gends, and  romaniic  episodes  in  the  domestic  annals 
of  well-known  families,  are  collected  and  arranged, 
so  as  to  form  a  work  of  most  entertaining  reading,  not 
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without  poind  of  poblio  and  IiUtori«aI  intenat 
The  T*H«ty  of  oonteata  maj  b«  indicated  by  mere- 
ly naming  the  titlei  of  the  fint  aii  p^pen  in  aach 
Tolame— The  Heir  of  Thirleatane,  Tbe  Bereeford 
Ghoit  Story,  Maria  Stella,  L^dy  Newbornogh,  the 
Story  of  Colonel  Jamea  Rocb,  the  Prehen  Tngvij, 
the  true  Romance  of  Edward  Wortley  Honlagu^ 
Vidiutude«  of  Great  Familiea,  The  Fain  Tcatimo- 
ny,  Aclreasea  raised  to  Rank  by  Marriage,  Qeneral 
Daliell'a  Diaoer  at  Doddington,  Uie  &w«ey  Tra- 
gedy, Queen  EliiabethV  Taliaman.  There  ars 
aboDt  fifty  papers  aa  various  and  curious  in  their 
subjects  aa  tfaoae  of  which  we  have  givaa  the 
headings. 

The  eleventh  volume  of  Mr.  Orote's  Histoi;  of 
Greece  (haodKimely  re-printed  in  this  country  by 
the  Uessn.  Hakpsb)  elicits  this  juat  estimate  from 
the  Lilerarj/  Oatttti : — "  In  a  generation  in  which 
th«  biatorical  labors  of  Niebuhr  and  Arnold  must 
remain  fragments,  we  oan  ooncelTe  no  higher  gr*- 
tifioatioD  than  that  which  Mr.  Orote  is  oo  the  eve 
of  attaining — tbe  completion  of  a  well-planned  and 
skilful  I V -executed  hial^ry.  One  more  volume  will 
conclude  a  narrative,  which,  long  meditated,  pa- 
tiently elaborated,  'and  aocompanied  at  each  itage 
with  applsnss  and  eipectation,  will  probably  never 
be  superseded.  For,  on  the  one  hand,  it  will  not 
be  easy  to  find  any  resonroes  for  Qrecian  history 
which  Ur.  Grate  baa  not  thoroughly  explored;  and, 
on  the  other,  it  will  be  itill  more  difHcult  to  find 
an  hiitorian  who  so  remarkably  combines  the 
knowledge  which  ii  gained  in  the  cloMt  wi^  the 
experience  of  men  and  alfain  which  is  won  in  the 
world.  Itia,  indeed,  this  union  of  the  nun  of  let- 
ten  with  the  man  of  business  which  leads  us  so  con- 
fidently to  predict  a  permaaeut  reputation  for  Ur. 
Grote's  history.  We  do  not  dert«at«  from  the 
merits  of  his  predeceason  in  the  field  when  we  laj-, 
that  in  these  qualities,  in  their  amount  and  in  their 
union,  he  aurpuMe  them  all  and  sundry." 

The  fourth  volume  of  Colonel  Uure's  Criti»l 
History  of  the  I^ngnage  and  Literstore  of  Ancient 
Greece  baa  been  published,  it  is  occupied  chiefly 
with  the  early  history  of  Greek  prose,  with  the 
historian!  prior  to  Hentdottu,  and  with  the  delight- 
ful "father  of  history'  himself.  Colonel  Mure 
properly  estimates  and  doea  diacriminating  juaUoa 
to  this  noble  theme. 

Ur.  Uurray  has  issued,  in  •  magnificent  volume 
(which  UesuB.  PinNAU  £  Co.  have  imported),  se- 
venty lithogi-aphed  drawmga  of  tbe  bw  relieb  and 
other  UouuDienta  of  Nineveb,  which  have  been  the 
reault  of  Ur.  Layard'e  second  eipediiion  to  the 
buried  city.  The  objects  are  on  tbe  scale  of  an 
inch  and  a  half  or  two  inches  to  the  foo^  and  are 
not  mere  outlinei^  like  those  of  the  first  expedition. 
They  have  been  carefully  drawn  and  shaded  on  ihe 
■tone  by  Mr.  L.  Gruaer,  and  for  frantispiece  we 
have  a  splendid  colored  restoration  (by  Ur.  Qruner, 
after  the  sketches  of  Ur,  Ferguson,)  of  the  western 
fronts  uf  the  palnces  of  Nimroud,  looking  more  like 
the  goi^eous  viaiao  of  a  poet  than  the  outline  of 
what  once  was  real.  The  book  is  dedicated  to 
Lord  Cowley,  who  may  be  justly  proud  of  such  an 
offering. 

The  Frontier  Landa  of  tbe  Christian  and  Turk; 
oompiising  Travels  in  the  Region  of  the  Lower 
Danube,  in  18G0  and  ISGI,  by  a  British  Resident  in 
the  East.  An  important  work,  which  the  BpeeUUoT 
thus  characteriiea: — "  Ifotwithatanding  muah   of 


writing  shown  in  a  diipoBition  to  over-det^  tari- 
Sing  incidents,  the  book  nbounds  with  intereating 
matter.  Excepting  Hervia,  tbe  region  haa  bean  ' 
little  vieil«d  by  travellers:  the  few  who  have  veti- 
tured  thither  passed  rapidly  alon^  whereas  our 
Eastern  resideut  explored  the  oounliy  in  the  dis- 
charge of  hia  mission.  He  had  better  opportuni- 
ties of  obaerving  society  than  a  scampering  tn- 
Teller,  and  from  nature  or  tnuning  he  WM  mors 
able  to  profit  by  his  opportanitic^.  Hs  qniehlj 
catches  the  distinguiahitig  vntita  of  an  indindnal  or 
a  claia,  and  has  a  lively  mode  of  depicting  what  ha 
sees,  "hie  luidsoape*  and  so^al  condition  of  the 
oouDtrj  are  well  worth  studying.' 

Ughteen  Tears  on  (hs  Gold  Coast  of  AMck.  By 
Bro<lie  Cruickshank.  The  Btandurd  prououaeaa 
this  "one  of  the  moat  interestiDg  works  lAat  evcryit 
cune  into  our  hands.  Hra.  B^her  Stowe'a  wofk 
haa  indeed  made  us  all  familiar  with  the  degree  of 
intelligence,  and  the  dbpoaitiona  of  the  truisplanl- 
ed  African ;  but  it  has  been  reserved  to  Ur.  Cruiak- 
shank  to  eihitnt  the  children  of  Ham  in  their  ori- 
ginal state,  and  to  prove  that  by  the  eztenaion  of  a 
Knowledge  of  the  Uoapel,  and  t^  that  only,  can  tfc* 
African  be  brought  within  the  pale  of  ciriliiatioB. 
We  anxiously  desire  to  direct  public  altonlion  to  a 
work  so  valuable.  An  iuddentai  episode  is  an  a^ 
fecting  narrative  of  the  death  of  the  giftod  L.  S.  L,' 

Lord  Bacon  and  Sir  Walter  Raleigh.  By  tha 
late  Hacvej  Napier,  Sii.  Tbe  two  essays  tormiog 
this  volume  are  reprint^  the  one  from  ,ltie  *  Tiana- 
actions  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Edinburgh,'  and 
the  other  from  the  '  Edinburgh  Review,'  of  wbick 
Ur.  Napier  was  editor  after  the  retirement  of  Lotd 
JeCTrey  in  1S£U.  The  e«ay  on  Bacon  ia  ebiifiya 
hisloncal  examination  and  statement  of  the  inno- 
enoe  of  hta  works  on  the  progreie  and  direction  rf 
modern  philosophy.  The  life  of  Raleigh  is  a  apb^ 
ited  biographical  sketch,  with  on  estimate  of  \m 
public  and  literary  character,  "  founded  on  original 
information  derived  from  unpnbliahed  source^  and 
on  a  careful  examination  of  sil  the  print«d  antbori- 
tiea."  Ur.  Napier  did  not  appear  before  the  poUi* 
muah  as  an  author,  but  as  editor  of  the  'Edinburgh 
Review,'  and  of  the  '  KncyclopediaBntMiiei^'  M 
was  well  known  in  the  literaiy  world,  and  oeanpy> 
iog  one  of  the  ohairs  of  Law  in  tbe  ITniveni^  of 
Edinburgh,  he  was  esteemed  a  learned  and  efficient 
ProfesBDF. 

Elements  of  Flycholugy.  Part  L  By  J.  D.  Un- 
rell,  A.  U.  Ua.  Mobsli,  having  obtained  by  hk 
farmer  publications  a  name  among  the  oultivatofs 
of  mental  science,  now  appean  as  the  author  of  a 
more  formal  and  systematic  treatise  on  payidiology. 
Few  men  in  this  oountry  are  so  thoroughly  as- 
quainted  with  the  works  of  continental  as  well  M 
Kogli^  metaphysicians,  and  so  well  qualified  for 
noting  and  reporting  the  history  and  condition  of 
mulapbysicol  scienoe  as  a  branch  of  human  know- 
ledge. The  brief  analysis  of  the  Litentry  OoMUt 
is  the  following:  "  The  author  profeesea  to  deal  with 
psychology,  not  as  a  branch  of  transcendental  phi- 
losophy, but  as  a  positive  science,  the  Eaote  of  whiak 
are  to  be  observed  and  genermliied  on  the  some 
principltv  as  those  of  other  departments  of  indue- 
live  inquiry.  To  some  degree  Ibis  is  done,  but  ws 
must  say  that  Ur.  Uorell  hu  but  a  vague  and  iudia- 
Un«t  view  of  the  real  objeots  and  scope  of  the  Ha- 
ooniao  method  as  applicable  to  mental  acience.  U* 
doea  not  soffidently  discriiniuate  between  the  m- 
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oBMUjr  Moditioiu  Mid  Uwa  of  tluni^^  Kod  llw 
phenomena  of  mind  which  ore  proper  «ab]«iiti  of 
bdnetire  treatmeDt:,  The  meUphjsiciui,  in  ob- 
Mrrins  uid  Btodjioff  the  phuea  of  his  own  intol- 
leotiuir  or  emotioDBl  netore,  proceeds  Bocordiog  to 
the  miei  eiponnded  in  the  'NoTDm  Orgumo^' 
which  *re  spulieabls  to  the  iiiTealJntion  of  all 
■nbjecti,  metaud  u  well  u  phjiiod.  Tbe  proooMa 
of  cnenta!  introspection  afford  the  richeet  materials 
for  the  indnetiTe  ecience  o(  mind,  while  bj  Oemian 
nwtaphjtieiuM,  and  b;  Hr.  Morell  u  one  of  their 
too  oOMqiiioiu  sdmiren,  more  attention  la  given  to 
them  for  the  akk*  of  epecalstive  and  truiscendental 
metapbjMea.  The  distinction  between  Ptyehotagy 
•nd  ifetaphytkt  is  plainly  enongh  set  down  at  the 
ooramancement  of  the  treatise — the  fint  as  oocup;^- 
ing  ibwlf  with  the  phenomena  of  oonsciousneas,  the 
latter  delermining  the  neceasarj  modM  of  mental 
onateDee;  but  thronghout  the  work  Mr.  Morellap- 

Cia  ■ometimee  aa  inetaphjsician  where  he  ought  to 
psychologiri,  and  at  other  times  what  is  referred 
to  MobjectiTe  ought  to  be  iooludcd  among  the  lub- 
Jeetire  materials  of  inductive  inquirj.  The  reader 
aeenalomed  to  thew  studies  and  imbued  with  the 
BiMwniau  spirit,  will  readilj  perceive  this  confusion, 
•ad  will  at  the  «ame  time  appreciate  the  general 
learning  and  acutenen  of  the  author.  In  the  pre- 
MUt  volume  the  inveetigation  is  confined  to  tbe 
inielligeiKi  at  distinguished  from  the  fttlingt  and 
dte  mtl,  the  conaideration  of  which  ii  reierved  for 
a  MOond  part  of  the  "ElemeuUof  Pajrchologj." 

Historj  of  Scotland,  from  the  Revolution  to  the 
Extinction  of  the  last  Jacobite  Insurrection  (16S9- 
1T4S,)  b;  Hr.  John  Hill  Burton,  which  to  the  Ez- 
imituT  "appear*  not  onlj  admirablj  written,  but 
marked  hj  eareful  reeearoh,  excellent  prisciplea  of 
judgment,  and  views  of  evenU  both  original  and 
■triiing." 

Ttie  Oration*  of  Hfperidea,"  now  fint  printed  in 
facsimile,  with  a  short  account  of  the  diaooverj  of 
tbe  orisin*!  manuacript  at  Weetem  Thebe^  in 
Upper  Eglpt,  in  1847,  by  Joseph  Arden,  Esq., 
PJiA."  Hot  more  for  the  cirenmstauces  attending 
ita  discovery  than  for  it*  literary  value,  this  volume 
poaseesea  remarkable  interest.  It  supplies  an  ad- 
dition to  what  hod  already  been  found  (in  the 
••me  locality)  of  the  apology  for  Lyeophron,  and 
ooDtains  an  enUra  oration  for  Euxenippus — and,  as 
In  a  future  notice  we  shall  show,  eihibiu  more  of 
tho  manner  and  style  of  this  famooi  orator,  whose 
reputation  was  hardly  second  to  that  of  Demoa- 
thenea  whom  he  so  warmly  oppoaed,  than  hoi  been 
derived  from  any  preTious  autliority. 

Narrative  of  a  Journey  round  the  Dead  Sea  and 
in  tba  Bible  landa,  from  December  1850,  to  April 
1801.  By  F.  Oe  Sauley,  member  of  the  PreDdi 
InatitDte. 

An  Art  Student  in  Munich,  by  Anna  Hary  How- 
itL  Hary  Bowitt's  daughter  passed  a  twelvemonth 
In  Munich  as  a  sludent  of  paioting;  and  these  vol- 
>mea  give  an  account  of  her  daily  life  and  what  she 
saw.  The  Spretator  thus  notLCM<  it ;  "  Compiled,  or 
more  properly  extracted,  from  family  letters,  the 
narrative  has  the  freshness  of  oonvenation  with 
some  of  ita  minuteness,  and  presenta  a  very  charm- 
ing retlex  of  thooght  and  reeling,  aa  well  as  a  pio- 
tore  of  Bavarian  life,  and  of  what  is  to  be  seen  in 
the  great  art-city  of  Qermuiy.  So  interesting  and 
iDformiog  a  work  from  such  apparently  slender 
materials  is  a  rara  avis.  An  Art  Stndeutin  Uunich 
reminds  one  of  Wofbinglon  Irvmg'a  dcacriptive 


narratlveo.  Tl*  lady-painter  is  htdeedleaaqn^t 
and  elaborate ;  she  is  alao  looser  in  the  texture  of 
her  production  ;  but  she  is  more  natural  and  real." 

Closaic  and  Historic  Portraits.  By  James  Bruce. 
lliis  work  comprises  biographies  of  the  following 
claasio  and  hisloHo  personage*  :^appho,  j£^p, 
Pythagoras,  Aspasia,  Milo,  Ageailsue,  Socrate^ 
Plato,  Alcibiade*,  Helen  of  Troy,  Alexander  the 
Qreal,  Demetrius  Poliorcete^  Bcipio  Africann^ 
Sylla,  Cleopatra,  Julius  Cnsar,  Augustus,  llberia^ 
Qermanicns,  Caligula,  Lollia,  Paulina,  Csaonia, 
Boadieea,  Agrippmo,  Poppsea,  Otho,  Com  modus, 
Caracalla,  Ueliogabaln^  Zenobia,  Julian  the  Apos- 
tate, Epduiia,  Theodora,  Charlemagne,  Abetard 
and  Heloise,  Eliabeth  of  Hungary,  Dante,  Robert 
Bnice,  Ignei  de  Castro,  Agnes  Sorel,  Jane  Shore, 
Lucreiia  Borgia,  Anne  Bnllen,  Diana  of  Puitien, 
Catherine  de  Medici,  Queen  Eliiabeth,  Mary  Queen 
of  Scola,  Cervantes,  Sir  Kenelm  Dighy,  John  Sobi- 
eski,  Anne  of  Austria,  Ninon  de  I'iSidos,  Mdlle.  da 
Honlpeniier,  tbe  Duchess  of  Orleans,  Madame  de 
Haiat«non,  Catherine  of  Russia,  Madame  de  Stael. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Mi«ionary.  By  the  Hev 
J.  P.  Fletcher,  Curate  of  South  H.mpstead,  Author 
of  "A  Two  Years'  Residence  at  Nineveh." 

Tbe  Harmonies  of  Physical  Science  in  relation  to 
the  UIglier  Sentimenta;  with  Observations  on  th« 
Study  of  Medical  Science,  and  tbi-  Moral  and  Scien- 
tific Relations  of  Medical  Life.  By  William  Binds, 
M.D.,  Ac  A  view  of  the  wonders  of  nature,  espe- 
cially in  chemical  and  medical  science,  as  evidrncea 
of  design;  accompanied  with  remarksoo  the  proper 
feelings  and  conduct  that  should  characterize  the 
medical  man,  and  the  spirit  in  which  he  should 
undertake  his  professional  duties^ 

Trrfta  of  American  Int^ian  life  and  Character. 
By  a  Fur-Trader.  A  set  of  sketches  drawn  from 
the  lifelong  experience  of  an  old  servant  of  the 
Hudson's  Bay  Company,  whose  employment  hat 
ohitfly  though  not  wholly  lain  beyond  tbe  Rooky 
MouDioins.  The  incidents  of  fur-trading,  Indian 
character,  Indian  life,  and  Indian  Ireacbery  and 
massacre— the  last  by  no  means  the  least— form  the 
substance  of  the  book. 

The  Adventure^  of  a  I*dy  in  Tartary,  TbibSt, 
China,  and  Kashmir,  through  portions  ol  territory 
never  befure  visited  by  Europeans ;  with  an  account 
of  the  journey  from  the  Puujaub  to  Bombay,  over- 
land, via  the  btnous  Caves  of  Ajunta  and  Ellora. 
Alao,  an  account  of  the  Hahaileahwur  and  Neilgher- 
ty  Mountain^  the  Sanaiaria  of  the  Bombay  and 
Madras  Presidencies 

Sam  Slick's  Wise  Saws  and  Modem  Instancea' 
or.  What  he  Said,  Did,  or  Invented.  This  new 
work  is  well  reoei»ed,  Tbe  AthtTiavm  mj»:  "Let 
Sam  Blick  go  a  mackerel  fishing,  or  to  Court  in 
England — let  him  venture  alone  among  a  iribe  of 
tbe  sauciest  single  women  that  ever  banded  them- 
selves tt^lher  in  electric  chain  to  turn  tables  or  to 
mysti^  man,  our  hero  always  manages  to  come  off 
with  (lying  eoturs — to  beat  every  crattsmaa  in  the 
cunning  of  his  own  calling— to  get  at  tha  hesrt  of 
every  maid's  and  matron's  secret — to  answer  a  fool 
according  to  his  folly,  and  a  gentlemao  with  a  gen- 
tility whjch  has  a  feather  more  in  ita  cap  than  (ha 
gentlemau'a  own.  The  book  before  us  will  be  read 
and  laughed  over.  Its  quunt  and  racy  dialect  will 
please  some  readerft^its  abundance  of  yarns  wilt 
•muse  others.  There  is  something  in  the  two 
Tolnme*  to  suit  rettder*  of  every  bnmor." 
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The  nzth  toIqiim  of  the  rtpiint  of  Mr.  Hildreth's  toentli  CentQT^.  Bt  H.  W.  Datul  This  able  end 
History  of  the  United  Stately  draws  from  the  rigoroos  book  is  well  spoken  of  by  the  AUkatummt, 
Atkeiumtm  the  following  estimate:  "As  Mr,  Hil-  "Under  its  fancifal  title  it  professes  to  review  the 
dreth  proceeds  with  his  history,  we  become  more  great  political  qnestions  of  the  age — ^the  war  of 
and  more  possessed  with  the  feeling  to  which  we  principles  as  between  East  and  Weet  Liberty  is 
have  already  given  expression  in  noticing  the  pre-  Ormusd, — Despotism,  Ahriman.  Mr.  Davis  ezhi- 
vious  volumes — that  it  will  reqoire  a  very  differ-  bita  the  history  of  the  two  principles  for  the  last 
ent  style  of  treatment^  from  that  of  which  Mr.  Hil-  thirty  or  forty  vears — taking  America  as  the  re- 
dreth  seems  to  be  capable,  to  render  the  history  of  presentative  of  freedom,  Russia  as  that  of  slavery, 
the  great  American  Republic  interesting  to  readers  He  ur^es  on  his  countrymen  the  absolute  necessity 
on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  Mr.  Hildreth,  we  of  taking  a  part  in  this  war  of  principles;  under- 
have  again  to  repeat,  is  painstaking,  lucid,  and  we  taking  to  show  from  historical  documents  that  Rue- 
believe  accurate ;  but,  with  all  these  merits,  his  sia  has  more  than  once  dreamed  of  putting  down 
work  is  uniformly  and  preeminently  dry.  But  to  the  Republicanism  of  the  United  States  bv  force  of 
us,  who  want  only  the  essence  of  American  history,  arms.  The  book  is  often  eloquent,  and  almost  al- 
and to  whom  every  record  of  American  events  ways  suggestive" 

must  carry  with  it  an  indication  of  the  significance  ^  ^ew  edition  of  De  Lolme  on  the  Conatttotiatt 

of  those  evenU  from  a  general,  or  at  l^t  an  An-  of  England  has  appeared,  under  the  auspices  of 

glo  Saxon  point  of  view,  such  a  detailed  chronicle  john  M'Gregor,  M.  P.    The  Literary  Gaxette  says 

as  Mr.  Hildreth  persists  m  giving,  is  wearisome  and  of  it :  "  Although  it  is  easy  to  point  out  errors  and 

unprofiuble,**  defecto  in  De  Lolme,  it  is  universally  aoknowledg- 

Twenty-Seven  Years  in  Canada  West ;  or,  the  ed  that  it  is  far  the  best  book  ever  written  on  the 

Experience  of  an  Early  Settler.     Bj  Major  Strick-  English  constitution.     Its  value  is  not  diminished, 

land,  G.  M    Edited  by  Agnes  Strickland.     This^  but  rather  increased,  by  the  lapee  of  time  since  it 

we  believe,  is  the  thir^  if  not  the  fourth,  book  on  was  written." 

Canadian  emigration  which  we  owe  to  the  Strick-  j 

land  family,  in  its  authorship  not  unpleasantly  be-  ^* 

traving  difference  of  sex  from  its  predecessors^  and  The  last  number  of  The  Museum  of  Clauiul 

for'this  reason  worthy  of  being  considered  together  AntiquiHe%  \A  one  of  unusual  interest  and  value, 

with  them  containing  aa.  elaborate  dissertation  on  the  site  of 

Parisian*  Sights    and   French    Principles   seen  ttie  Holy  ScpjUchre  and  other  places  in  Jerusalem. 

throuKh  Ame5can  Spectacles,   published  by  the  The  examination  is  continued  ma  supplementaiy 

tiiruugii  f^*"''"^"  ^'F'^**^*^   K""*"  J^  X:  JL^  number  to  the  second  volume.    The  articles  state, 

Harper^  has  reached  a  second  edition,  and  is  dto-  ^  ^^^  ^^j^  ^^  ^^  ^^  researches  of  travellers  and 

nounced  by  the  Uterary  Oazette     one  of  the  hert  ^^  j^^^           ^^^  ^^  v^c^Xvtii  site  of  the  Holy 

recent  books  on  France.    Ensjhsh  readers  will  find  gepulchre  is  not  ^he  true  one  ;  and  it  is  melancholy 

a  most  amueinff  and  original  work,  wntten  in  a  ^  ^^^^^  ^^ifaX,  fh)m  the  Crusades  down  to  our  own 

lively  style,  and  embellished  with  clever  illustra-  ^^^  ^  superstition  and  a  lie  have  exercised  so  much 

^*^'^*'  influence  throughout  Christendom.    So  long  ago  as 

The  History  of  New  York,  from  its  earliest  Settle-  1741,  Jonas  Hortius,  a  German  traveller,  spoke  thus 
mcnt  to  the  Present  Time.  By  W.  H.  Carpenter  and  decidedly  oi).  the  subject :  "  Among  other  results 
T.  S.  Arthur.  A  series  of  histories  of  the  States  of  the  of  duf  ^91911^,  I  must  specially  mentioa  the  discov- 
Amcrican  Union  in  small  compass  and  popular  style,  eryv^iatwbat  is  now  received  as  Mount  Calvary 
the  ^^A«n<vtfm  thinks, 'is  a  Kood  idea,  and  if  well  car-  cannot  be  the  true  one.  I  trust  that  the  veil  of 
ried  out,  would  have  its  welcome  in  this  country  as  error  will  now  be  removed  from  the  eyes  of  the 
well  as  in  America.  We  cannot,  however,  congratu-  whole  world,  and  such  a  blow  be  given  to  the  god- 
late  Messrs.  Carpenter  and  Arthur  on  their  contri-  less  honoring  of  this  place,  that  the  deceived  people 
bution  to  such  a  series.  Their  narrative  is  dry  and  may  at  length  open  their  eyes,  and  consider  how 
colorless ;  their  facts  may  be  correct,  tnough  they  long  they  have  been  groping  in  the  dark,  and  fan- 
abstain  from  quoting  any  authorities ;  but  we  look  cied  that  those  offerings  could  be  well-pleasing  to 
in  vain  for  life,  for  animation  of  thought,  for  any  God  which  are  so  opposed  to  the  service  which  God 
pulse  of  the  old  Puritan  heart.  This  is  not  the  tale  requires.''  The  proofs  and  arguments  now  collected 
that  might  be  told  of  the  pilgrim  fathers — of  the  will  set  the  matter  at  rest  in  the  minds  of  all  dis- 
sailing  of  the  Mayflower — of  the  progress  of  the  interested  and  candid  inquirers. 
colony-K,f  therevoluUonaiywar."  ,p^^j^^  Louvcrture,  the  negro  hero  who  so 

The  Educationallnstitutions  of  the  United  States,  ^obly  distinguished  himself  by  his  resistance  to  the 
theu-  Character  and  Organization.  Translated  from  attempt  of  the  French  to  impose  their  yoke  on  his 
tiie  Swedish  of  P.  A.  Sijjestrom,  M.A.  By  Frederica  country,  Saint  Domingo,  and  who  was  carried  to 
Rowan.  The  result  of  a  journey  to  America,  at  the  France  and  confined  in  a  dungeon  till  he  died- 
public  expense  of  Sweden,  to  inquire  mto  education  this  noted  man  must  now  be  included  in  the  list  of 
in  the  United  States.  The  information  in  the  vol-  modem  authors.  A  work  has  just  been  published 
ume  18  mainly  derived  from  public  reports  on  the  containing  memoirs  of  his  life,  written  by  him 
schools,  or  the  laws  under  which  they  are  estoblished  ^y^^^  i^  the  fortress  of  Joux,  in  France.  They 
and.  regulated,  with  such  correction  aa  oral  inquiry  ^^re  principally  destined  to  be  placed  before  the 
and  examination  could  supply,  as  to  the  actual  work-  ^Sif^  Consul  Bonaparte.  They  contain  a  fuU  ao- 
mg.  The  book  contams  a  good  digest  of  the  schools  count  of  the  remarkable  events  in  which  he  figured, 
and  fivstems  of  education  m  the  model  States  of  and  a  complete  refutation  of  the  false  and  scanda- 
New  York  and  New  England,  with  notices  of  some  joug  charges  which  Bonaparte  caused  to  be  brought 
of  the  other  States  and  of  the  higher  colleges :  there  against  him,  as  a  pretext  for  keeping  him  in  con- 
are  notices,  too,  of  the  character  and  qualifications  fiuement.  They  are  ^Titten  with  much  simplicity 
of  the  teachers.  and  feeling,  combined  with  a  certain  degree  of 

The  War  of  Ormusd  and  Ahriman  in  the  Ifine-  dignity. 
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'rom   ih.    Briiiib  QnartsrlT   B<*lai 

MADAME    aUION.* 


JiRKUi  Taylor  reUtea,  in  one  of  hit  Mr- 
moos,  the  following  legend  : — "  Saint  Lewis 
the  itiog  having  sent  Ivo,  bishop  of  Cbartrea, 
on  an  cmbauy,  the  bishop  mtit  a  woman  on 
the  way,  grave,  sad,  fantastic,  and  melancho- 
\y,  with  fire  in  one  band,  and  water  in  the 
other.  He  asked  what  these  symbols  meant. 
She  answered.  My  purpose  is  with  fire  to 
bum  Paradise,  and  with  my  water  to  quench 
the  flames  of  bell,  that  men  may  serve  Qod 
without  the  incentives  of  hope  ftnd  fear,  and 
purely  for  the  love  of  Qod. '  This  fanciful 
personage  ii>ay  be  regarded  as  the  embodi- 
ment of  that  religious  idea  to  which  we  give 
the  name  of  Quietism.  It  is  the  ambition  of 
the  Quietist  to  attain  «  state  in  which  self 
shAll  be  practically  annihilated, — in  which 
nothing  shall  be  desired,  nothing  feared, — in 
which  the  finite  nature  ignores  itaelf  and  all 
creatures,  and  recognizes  only  the  Infinite — 
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is  swallowed  up  and  hidden  in  the  effulgence 
of  the  Divine  Majesty.  Quietism  attempts 
self-transcendence  by  self-annihilation.  It 
calls  on  man  to  become  Nothing,  that  he 
may  be  dissolved  in  Him  who  isATl.  It  haa 
many  various  names  to  denote  its  beloved 
contrasts  of  self-emptiness  and  Divine  fulness. 
That  reduction  of  self  to  an  inappreciable 
quantity  which  it  inculcates,  is  called  poverty, 
simplificaiion,  denudation,  indifference,  si- 
lence, quiet,  death.  That  self-finding  in  God 
which  is  the  immediate  consequence  of  this 
self-loss,  is  termed  union,  transformation, 
perfection,  pure  love,  immersion,  absorption, 
deification. 

Mysticism  is  the  romance  of  religion.  It* 
history  is  bright  with  stories  of  dazzling 
spiritual  adventnre,  sombre  with  tragedies 
of  the  soul,  stored  with  records  of  the 
achievements  and  the  woes  of  martyrdom 
and  saintship.  It  has  reconciled  the  most 
apposite  eitremes  of  theory  and  practice. 
In  theory  it  has  verged  repeatedly  on  pan- 
theism, ego-lfa«Bm,  nihilism.  In  prsciice  it 
has  produced  some  of  the  most  glorious  ex- 
amples of  humility,  benevolence,  and  untir- 
ing self-devotion.  It  has  commanded  with 
2B 
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lis  indescribable  fascinatioa  the  most  power- 
ful natures  and  the  most  feeble — minds  lofty 
with  a  noble  disdain  of  life  or  low  with  a 
weak  disgust  of  it.  If  the  self-torture  it 
exacts  be  terrible,  the  reward  it  holds  out 
has  been  found  to  possess  an  irresistible  at- 
Iraction.  It  lays  waste  the  soul  with  pur- 
gatorial pains,  but  it  is  to  leave  nothing 
there  on  which  any  fire  may  kindle  after 
death.  It  promises  a  perfect  sanctification, 
a  divine  calm,  the  fruition  of  an  absolute  re- 
pose on  this  side  the  grave.  It  has  been 
both  persecuted  and  canonized  by  kings  and 
pontiffs.  In  one  age  the  mystic  is  enrolled 
among  the  saints ;  in  another,  the  inquisitor 
barns  him,  or  a  kiire-de-cachet  consigns  him 
to  the  Bastille.  But  the  principle  is  inde- 
structible. There  always  have  been,  and 
probably  always  will  be,  minds  whose  reli- 
gion assumes  spontaneously  a  mystical  char- 
acter. States  of  society  continually  recur 
which  necessarily  foster  ^his  disposition. 
There  have  been  periods  in  \ybich  all  the 
real  religion  existing  in  a  country  has  been 
found  among  its  ny sties.  Then  this  inward 
contemplative  devotion  becomes  conspicuous 
as  a  power — ventures  out  into  public  life, 
and  attracts  the  eye  of  the  histonan.  Then 
its  protest  is  heard  against  literalism,  for- 
mality, scholasticism,  human  ordinances.  It 
reacts  strenuously  against  the  corruptions  of 
priestcraft.  But  its  voice  is  heard  also  dis- 
coursing concerning  things  unutterable.  It 
speaks  as  one  in  a  dream  of  the  third  heaven, 
and  of  celestial  experiences  and  revelations 
fitter  for  angels  than  for  men.  Its  stammer- 
ing utterance,  confused  with  excess  of  rap- 
ture, laboring  with  emotions  too  huge  or 
with  abstractions  too  spiritual  for  words,  is 
utterly  unintelligible.  Then  it  is  misrepre- 
sented. Mysticism  becomes  in  turn  the  vic- 
tim of  a  reaction — the  delirium  is  dieted  by 
persecution — it  is  consigned  once  more  to 
secrecy  and  silence.  There  it  survives,  and 
spins  in  obscurity  its  mingled  tissue  of  evil 
and  of  good.  We  must  not  blindly  praise 
it  in  our  hatred  of  formalism.  We  must  not 
vaguely  condemn  it  in  our  horror  of  extra- 
vafifance. 

Mr.  Upham  has  contributed  to  the  litera- 
ture of  America  an  interesting  and  instruc- 
tive bnok.  To  write  the  biography  of  Ma- 
dame Guyon  has  been  with  him  a  labor  of 
love,  and  he  makes  us  love  him  for  his  labor. 
To  what  external  section  of  the  Christian 
community  he  may  belong  we  know  not,  but 
his  devout  spirit  and  large-hearted  Christian 
charity  bring  him  near  to  our  hearts  at 
onee.    He  baa  availed  himself  conscientiottsly 
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of  the  best  materials  within  his  reach.  His 
style  is  calm  and  equable — almost  too  much 
60.  His  modest  and  gentle  nature  would 
seem  to  have  been  schooled  in  the  Quietbro 
he  records.  The  wrongs  of  Madame  Guyon 
are  narrated  by  him  with  a  patient  forbear- 
ance equal  to  that  with  which  she  endured 
them.  For  uncharitableness  itself  he  has 
abundant  charity,  and  the  worst  malignity  of 
persecution  cannot  provoke  him  to  asperitv 
or  carry  him  away  with  indignation.  In  his 
sympathy  with  Madame  Guyon,  and  in  his 
admiration  for  her  character  as  a  whole,  we 
fully  agree  with  him.  In  his  estimate  of  her 
Quietism  and  of  Quietism  generally,  we  dif- 
fer. We  shall  find  occasion,  as  we  proceed, 
to  show  why  we  think  him  wrong  in  regard- 
ing Quietism  and  the  highest  Christian  spi- 
rituality as  identical.  In  his  anxiety  to  do 
justice  to  Madame  (iFuyon,  he  has  transposed 
and  paraphrased  her  language,  softened 
many  expressions,  and  omitted  others.  He 
underrates,  we  think,  the  allowance  which 
thoughtful  readers  will  be  disposed  to  make 
for  her.  It  would  have  been  more  satisfac- 
tory had  he  represented  her  to  us  just  as 
she  was,  without  veiling  a  single  extravagance. 
There  is  a  nobleness  in  her  which  would  sur- 
vive the  disclosure,  and  preserve  for  her  me- 
mory a  place  in  the  affection  of  every  liberal 
mind .  The  biographer  might  have  appended 
to  her  exact  words  whatever  explanation  or 
comment  he  thought  necessary,  leaving  hb 
readers  to  judge  for  themselves.  The  best 
course  would  have  been,  to  have  placed  oc- 
casionally side  by  side  with  her  meditations 
some  of  the  rhapsodies  of  Angela  de  Folig- 
ni  or  St.  Theresa.  It  would  then  have  been 
seen,  that  in  comparison  with  these  bepraised 
and  sainted  devotees,  the  persecuted  Madame 
Guyon  was  sobriety  itself,  llius  instructed, 
the  protestant  would  be  placed  in  a  position 
to  do  her  full  justice.  But,  ignorant  of  mys- 
ticism generally,  and  of  the  expressions  to 
which  Romanist  mystical  writers  had  long 
been  accustomed,  he  would  see  in  Madame 
Guyon  standing  alone  only  a  monster  of  ex- 
travagance. Professor  Upham,  however, 
has  brought  much  less  information  of  this 
kind  to  his  subject  than  could  have  been  de* 
sired.  The  particular  form  of  mysticism 
which  goes  by  the  name  of  Quietism  can  only 
be  thoroughly  understood  by  a  comparison 
with  some  of  the  other  developments  of  its 
common  principle.  Jeane  Marie  Bouvieres 
de  la  Motne  was  bom  on  Easter-eve,  April 
Idth,  1648,  at  Montargis.  Her  sickly  child- 
hood was  distinguished  by  precocious  imita- 
tions of  that  religious  life  which  was  held  in 
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honor  by  every  one  aroand  her.  She  loved 
to  be  dressed  in  the  habit  of  a  little  nun. 
When  little  more  than  foar  years  old  she 
longed  for  martyrdom.  Her  school-fellows 
placed  her  on  her  knees  on  a  white  cloth» 
flourished  a  sabre  over  her  head,  and  told 
her  to  prepare  for  the  stroke.  A  shout  of 
triumphant  laughter  followed  the  failure  of 
the  child's  courage.  She  was  neglected  by 
her  mother,  and  knocked  about  by  a  spoiled 
brother.  When  not  at  school  she  was  the 
pet  or  the  victim  of  servants.  She  began  to 
g^w  irritable  from  ill  treatment,  and  insin- 
cere from  fear.  When  ten  years  old  she 
found  a  Bible  in  her  sick-room,  and  read  it, 
she  says,  from  morning  to  night,  committing 
to  memory  the  historical  parts.  Some  of  the 
writings  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales,  and  the  life 
of  Madame  de  Chantal,  fell  in  her  way.  The 
latter  work  proved  a  powerful  stimulant. 
There  she  read  of  humiliations  and  austeri- 
ties numberless,  of  charities  lavished  with  a 
princely  munificence,  of  visions  enjoyed  and 
miracles  wrought  in  honor  of  those  saintly 
virtues,  and  of  the  intrepidity  with  which 
the  famous  enthusiast  wrote  with  a  red- hot 
iron  on  her  bosom  the  characters  of  the  holy 
name  Jesus.  The  girl  of  twelve  years  old 
was  bent  on  copying  these  achievements  on 
her  little  scale.  She  relieved,  taught,  and 
-waited  on  the  poor ;  and,  for  lack  of  the  red- 
hot  iron  or  the  courage,  sewed  on  to  her 
breast  with  a  large  needle  a  piece  of  paper 
containing  the  name  of  Chnst.  She  even 
forged  a  Tetter  to  secure  her  admission  to  a 
conventual  establishment  as  a  nun.  The  de- 
ceit WHS  immediately  detected  ;  but  the  at- 
tempt shows  how  much  more  favorable  was 
the  religious  atmosphere  in  which  she  grew 
up  to  the  prosperity  of  convents  than  to  the 
inculcation  of  truth. 

With  ripening  years  religion  gave  place 
to  vanity.  Her  handsome  person  and  bril- 
liant conversational  powers  fitted  her  to  shine 
in  society.  She  began  to  love  dress,  and 
feel  jealous  of  rival  beauties.  Like  St.  The- 
resa, at  the  same  age,  she  sat  up  far  into  the 
night  devouring  romances.  Herautobio^- 
phy  records  her  experience  of'  the  mischiev- 
ous effects  of  those  tales  of  chivalry  and 
passion.  When  nearly  sixteen,  it  was  ar- 
ranged that  she  should  marry  the  wealthy 
M.  Guyon.  This  gentleman,  whom  she  had 
seen  but  three  days  before  her  marriage,  was 
twenty- two  years  older  than  herself. 

The  faults  she  had  were  of  no  very  grave 
description,  but  her  husband's  house  was 
destined  to  prove  for  several  years  a  pitUesa 
■hool  for  their  correction.    He  lived  with  his 


mother,  a  vulgar  and  hard-hearted  woman. 
Her  low  and  penurious  habits  were  unaffected 
by  their  wealth  ;  and  in  the  midst  of  riches, 
she  was  happiest  scolding  in   the   kitchen 
about  some  farthing  matter.    She  appears 
to  have  hated  Madame  Guyon  with  all  the 
strength  of  her  narrow  mind.     M.  Guyon 
loved  his  wife  after  his  selfish  sort.     If  she 
was  ill,  he  was  inconsolable.  If  any  one  spoke 
against  her,  he  flew  into  a  passion  ;  yet,  at  the 
instigation  of  his  mother,  he  was  continually 
treating  her  with  harshness.     An  artful  ser- 
vant girl,  who  tended  his  gouty  leg,  was 
permitted  daily  to  mortify  and  insult   his 
wife.     Madame  Guyon  had  been  accustomed 
at  home  to  elegance  and  refinement, — be- 
neath her  husband's  roof  she  found  politeness 
contemned  and   rebuked  as  pride.     When 
she  spoke  she  had  been  listened  to  with  at- 
tention— now  she  could  not  open  her  mouth 
without  contradiction.      She   was  charged 
with  presuming  to  show  them  how  to  talk, 
reproved  for  disputatious  forwardness,  and 
rudely  silenced.    She  could  never  go  to  see 
her  parents  without  having  bitter  speeches 
to  bear  on  her  return.     They,  on  their  part, 
reproached  her  with  unnatural  indifference 
towards  her  own  family  for  the  sake  of  her 
new   connections.     The  ingenious  malignity 
of  her  mother-in-law  filled  every  day  with 
fresh  vexations.     The   high   spirit   of    the 
young  girl  was  completely  broken.     She  had 
alreadv  gained  a  reputation  for  cleverness 
and  wit — now  she  sat  night-mared  in  com- 
pany, nervous,  stiff",  and  silent,  the  picture 
of  stupidity.     At  every  assemblage  of  their 
friends  she  was  marked  out  for  some  affront, 
and  every  visitor  at  the  house  was  instructed 
in    the    catalogue  of    her  offences.      Sad 
thoughts  would  come^-how  different  might 
all  this  have  been  had  she  been  suffered  to 
select  some  other  suitor.    But  it  was  too 
late.     The  brief   romance  of  her  life  was 
eone  indeed.    There  was  no  friend  into  whose 
heart  she  could  pour  her  sorrows.     Mean- 
while, she  was  indefatigable  in  the  discharge 
of  every  duty, — she  endeavored   by  kind* 
ness,  by  cheerful  forbearance,  b^  returning 
good  for  evil,  to  secure  some  kmder  treat- 
ment— she  was  ready  to  cut  out  her  tongue 
that  she  might  make  no  passionate  reply — 
she  reproached  herself  bitterly  for  the  tears 
she  could  not  hide.     But  these  coarse  hard 
natures  were  not  so  to  be  won.     Her  mag- 
nanimitv  surprised  but  did  not  soften  minds 
to  which  it  was  utterly  incomprehensible. 

Her  best  course  would  have  been  self-as- 
sertion and  war  to  the  very  utmost.  She 
would  have  been  justified  in  demaodiog  bee 
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right  to  be  mifttress  in  her  own  house — in 
declaring  it  incompatible  with  the  obligations 
binding  upon  either  side  that  a  third  party 
should  be  permitted  to  sow  dissension  be- 
tween a  husband  and  his  wife — in  putting 
her  husband,  finally,  to  the  choice  between 
his  wife  and  his  mother.  M.  Guyon  is  the 
type  of  a  large  class  of  men.  They  stand 
high  in  the  eye  of  the  world — and  not  alto- 
gether undeservedly — as  men  of  principle. 
But  their  domestic  circle  is  the  scene  of  cruel 
wrongs  from  want  of  reflection,  from  a  selfish, 
passionate  inconsiderateness.  They  would 
be  shocked  at  the  charge  of  an  act  of  bar- 
barity towards  a  stranger,  but  they  will  in- 
flict years  of  mental  distress  on  those  most 
near  to  them,  for  want  of  decision,  self-con- 
trol, and  some  conscientious  estimate  of  what 
their  home  duties  truly  involve.  Had  the 
obligations  he  neglected,  the  wretchedness  of 
which  he  was  indirectly  the  author,  been 
brought  fairly  before  the  mind  of  M.  Guyon, 
he  would  probably  have  determined  on  the 
side  of  justice,  and  a  domestic  revolution 
would  have  been  the  consequence.  But 
Madame  Guyon  conceived  herself  bound  to 
suffer  in  silence.  Looking  back  on  those 
mberable  davs  she  traced  a  father's  care  in 
the  discipline  she  endured.  Providence  had 
transplanted  Self  from  a  garden  where  it 
expanded  to  love  and  praise  to  a  highway 
where  every  passing  foot  might  trample  it 
in  the  dust. 

A  severe  illness  brought  her  more  than 
once  to  the  brink  of  the  grave.  She  heard 
of  her  danger  wilh  indifiference,  for  life  had 
no  attraction.  Heavy  losses  befell  the  family 
— she  could  feel  no  concern.  To  end  her 
days  in  a  hospital  was  even  an  agreeable 
anticipation.  Poverty  and  disgrace  could 
bring  no  change  which  would  not  be  more 
tolerable  than  her  present  suffering.  She 
labored,  with  little  success,  to  find  comfort 
in  religious  exercises.  She  examined  herself 
rigidly,  confessed  with  frequency,  strbve  to 
subdue  all  care  about  her  personal  appear- 
ance, and  while  her  maid  arranged  her  hair 
— how,  she  cared  not — was  lost  in  the  study 
of  Thomas  a  Kempis.  At  length  she  con- 
sulted a  Franciscan,  a  holy  man,  who  had 
just  emerged  from  a  five  years'  solitude. 
"Madame,"  said  he,  *'you  are  disappointed 
and  perplexed  because  you  seek  without 
what  you  have  within.  Accustom  yourself 
to  seek  God  in  your  heart,  and  you  will  find 
him." 

From  the  hour  of  that  interview  with  the 
Franciscan  she  was  a  mystic.  The  secret  of 
the  iaterior  Jife  Sfiahed  upon  her  in  a  mo- 


ment She  had  been  starving  in  the  midst 
of  fulness  ;  God  was  near,  not  afar  off ;  the 
kingdom  of  heaven  was  within  her.  The 
love  of  God  took  possession  of  her  soul  with 
an  inexpressible  happiness.  Beyond  ques* 
tion,  her  heart  apprehended  in  that  joy  the 
great  truth  that  God  is  love — that  He  is 
more  ready  to  forgive,  than  we  to  ask  for- 
giveness— that  He  is  not  an  austere  being 
whose  regard  is  to  be  purchased  by  rich 
gifts,  tears,  and  penance.  This  emancipat- 
ing, sanctifying  belief  became  the  foundation 
of  her  religion.  She  raised  on  this  basis  of 
true  spirituality  a  mystical  superstructure,  in 
which  there  was  some  hay  and  stubble',  but 
the  corner  stone  had  first  been  rightly  laid, 
never  to  be  removed  from  its  pUce. 

Prayer,  which  had  before  been  so  difficult, 
was  now  delightful  and  indispensable ;  hours 
passed  away  like  moments — she  could  scarce- 
ly cease  from  praying.  Her  trials  seemed 
great  no  longer ;  her  inward  joy  consumed, 
like  a  fire,  the  reluctance,  the  murmur,  and 
the  sorrow,  which  had  their  birth  in  self.  A 
spirit  of  confiding  peace,  a  sense  of  rejoicing 
possession,  pervaded  all  her  days.  God  was 
continually  present  with  her,  and  she  seemed 
completely  yielded  up  to  God.  She  ap- 
peared to  feel  herself,  and  to  behold  all 
creatures  as  immersed  in  the  gracious  omni- 
presence of  the  Most  High.  In  her  adoring 
contemplation  of  the  Divine  presence,  she 
found  herself  frequently  unable  to  employ 
any  words,  or  to  pray  for  any  particular 
blessings.  She  was  then  little  more  than 
twenty  years  of  age.  The  ardor  of  ber  de- 
votion would  not  suffer  her  to  rest  even  here. 
It  appeared  to  her  that  self  was  not  yet  suf- 
ficiently suppressed.  There  were  some  things 
she  chose  as  pleasant,  other  things  she 
avoided  as  painful.  She  was  possessed  with 
the  notion  that  every  choice  which  can  be 
referred  to  self  is  selfish,  and  therefore 
criminal. 

On  this  principle  Ji]sop*8  traveller,  who 
gathered  his  cloak  about  him  in  the  storm, 
and  relinquished  it  in  the  sunshine,  should 
be  stigmatized  as  a  selfish  man,  because  he 
thought  only  of  his  own  comfort,  and  did  not 
remember  at  the  moment  his  family,  his 
country,  or  his  Maker.  It  is  not  regard  for 
self  which  makes  us  selfish,  but  regard  for 
self  to  the  exclusion  of  due  regard  for  others. 
But  the  zeal  of  Madame  Guyon  blinded  her 
to  distinctions  such  as  these.  She  became 
filled  with  an  insatiable  desire  of  suffering. 
She  resolved  to  force  herself  to  what  she 
disliked,  and  deny  herself  what  was  gratify- 
ing, that  the  mortified  seniles  might  at  last 
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have  no  choice  whatever.     She  displayed 
the  most  astoDishing  power  of  will  m  her 
efforts  to  annihilate   her  will.     Every  day 
she  took  the  discipline  with  scourges  pointed 
with  iron.     She  tore  her  flesh  with  brambles, 
thorns,  and  nettles.     Her  rest  was  almost 
destroyed  by  the  pain  she  endured.     She 
was  in  very  delicate  health,  continually  fall- 
ing ill,  and  could  eat  scarcely  anything.    Yet 
the  forced   herself  to   eat  what  was  most 
nauseous  to  her;  she  often  kept  wormwood 
in  her  mouth,  and  put  coloquintida  in  her 
food,  and  when  she  walked  she  placed  stones 
in  her  shoes.    If  a  tooth  ached  she  would 
bear  it  without  seeking  a  remedy ;  when  it 
ached  no  longer,  she  would  go  and  have  it 
extracted.     She   imitated   Madame  Chantal 
in  dressing  the  sores  of  the  poor,  and  minis- 
tering to  the  wants  of  the  sick.     On  one  oc- 
casion she  found  that  she  could  not  seek  the 
indulgence  offered  by  her  church  for   re- 
mitting some  of  the  pains  of  purgatory.     At 
that  time  she  felt  no  doubt  concerning  the 
power  of  the  priest  to  grant  such  absolution, 
but  she  thought  it  wrong  to  desire  to  escape 
any  suffering.     She  was  afraid  of  resembling 
those  mercenary  souls,  who  are  afraid  not  so 
much  of  displeasing  God,  as  of  the  penalties 
attached  to  sin.    She  was  too  much  in  earnest 
for   visionary   sentimentalism.      Her  efforts 
manifest  a  serious  practical  endeavor  after 
that    absolute  disinterestedness   which  she 
erroneously  thought  both  attainable  and  en- 
joined.    She  was  far  from  attaching  any  ex- 
piatory value   to    these  acts  of  voluntary 
mortification,  they  were  a  means  to  an  end. 
When  she  believed  that  end  attained  in  the 
entire  death  of  self,  she  relinquished  them. 
In  a  similar  spirit,  the  Suabian  mystic  Suso, 
in  the  fourteenth  century,  at  length  aban- 
doned a  course  of  austerity  far  more  severe, 
at  the  suggestion  of  the  famous  Tauler.    The 
fact  that  such  inflictions  were  discontinued, 
as  requisite  no  longer,  shows  that  their  ob- 
ject was  discipline,  not  atonement.     Many  of 
those  mystics  who  carried  them  to  the  sreat- 
est  length  would  have  shrunk  with  horror 
from  the  idea  of  relying  on  ^heir  own  suffer- 
ings for  salvation,  instead  of,  or  in  addition 
to,  the  merits  of  the  Saviour.  The  rigid  self- 
scrutiny  of  Madame  Guy  on  was  constantly 
discovering  selfishness  in  what  had  seemed 
innocent,  pride  in  what  once  looked  praise- 
worthy.    She  was  struggling   through  the 
mortification  of  the  senses  towards  the  higher 
mortification  of  the  will.     Her  aim  was  to- 
tally to  lose   her  own  activity;   to  desire 
nothing,  to  do  nothing,  but  from  the  prompt- 
ing of  the  Cbtiat  formed  within ;  to  substi- 


tute God  for  the  annihilated  self  in  the  inmost 
of  the  soul.  Some  mystics  have  carried  this 
so  far  as  to  believe  that  they  became  them- 
selves a  revelation,  almost  an  incarnation  of 
Deity,  every  thought  an  inspiration,  every 
act  divine.  Madame  Guy  on  was  saved  from 
such  excesses.  Like  the  more  sober  Quakers, 
she  was  willing  that  the  Outer  should  direct 
the  Inner  Light.  But  she  did  not  escape 
the  lesser  error  of  frequently  mistaking  her 
own  impulses  for  divine  monitions,  and  en- 
deavoring to  read  in  the  mysteries  of  Provi- 
dence the  immediate  will  of  God.  With  all 
the  mystics  she  interpreted  too  literally  the 
language  of  St.  Paul,  "  I  live,  yet  no  more  I, 
but  Christ  liveth  in  me." 

Situated  as  Madame  Gujon  now  was,  her 
mind  had  no  resource  but  to  collapse  upon 
itself,   and   the  feelings  so    painfully   pent 
up  became  proportionately  vehement.     She 
found  a  friend  in  one  M^re  Granger,  but  her 
she  could  see  seldom,  mostly  by  stealth.  An 
ignorant  confessor  joined  her  mother  in-law 
and  husband  in  the  attempt  to  hinder  her 
from    prayer  and  religious  exercises.     She 
endeavored  in  everything  to  please  her  hus- 
band, but  he  complainea  that  she  loved  God 
so  much  she  had  no  love  left  for  him.     She 
was  watched  day  and  night ;  she  dared  not 
stir  from  her  mother-in-law's  chamber  or  her 
husband's   bedside.     If  she  took  her  work 
apart  to  the  window  they  followed  her  there 
to  see  that  she  was  not  in  prayer.     When 
her  husband  went  abroad,  he  forbade  her  to 
pray  in  his  absence.     The   affections    even 
of  her  child  were  taken  from  her,  and  the 
boy   was  taught  to  disobey  and  insult   his 
mother.    Thus  utterly  alone,  Madame  Guy- 
on,  while   apparently  engaged  in  ordinary 
matters,  was  constantly  in  a  state  of  abstrac- 
tion;   Her  mind  was  elsewhere,  rapt  in  devout 
contemplation.  She  was  in  company  without 
hearing  a  word  that  was  said.    She  went  out 
into  the  garden  to  look  at  theflowers,and  could 
bring  back  no  account  of  them,  the  eye  of 
her  revery  could  mark  nothing  actually  visi- 
ble.    When  playing  at  piquet,  to  oblige  her 
husband,  this   "  interior  attraction"   was  of- 
ten more  powerfully  felt  than  even  when  at 
church.     In    her    Autobiography  she    de- 
scribes her  experience  as  follows : 

"  The  spirit  of  prayer  was  nourished  and  in- 
creased from  their  contrivances  and  endeavors  to 
disallow  me  any  time  for  practising  it.  I  loved 
without  motive  or  reason  for  loving; ;  for  nothing 
passed  in  my  head,  but  much  in  the  innermost  of 
my  soul.  1  thought  not  about  any  recompense^ 
gift  or  favor,  or  aa^t.\^\tv^^Vv\c.Vv\^^^x^"^>^^»^ss^«^* 
The  We\\-be\oved  vj%a  x3cv^  qi\^  <Ss^tiv.  n^WO^^- 
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coDtemplate  bis  attribates.    I  knew  notbing  else  I  at  the  very  interyals  when  she  was  able  to 
but  to  lote  and  to  suffer.    Oh,  ignorance  more  I  steal  out  to  hear  it,  some  priest  was  always 


truly  learned  than  any  science  of  the  Doctorn, 
since  it  so  well  taught  me  Jesus  Christ  crucified, 
and  brought  me  to  be  in  love  with  his  holy  cross. 
In  its  beginning  I  was  attracted  with  so  much 
force,  that  it  seemed  as  if  my  head  was  going  to 
join  my  heart.    I  found  that  insensibly  my  body 
l)ent  in  spite  ofme.    I  did  not  then  comprehend 
from  whence  it  came ;  but  have  learned  since, 
that  as  all  passed  in  the  will,  which  is  the  sove- 
reign of  the  powers,  ihat  attracted  the  others  after 
it,  and  reunited  tliem  in  God,  their  divine  centre 
and  sovereign  happiness.    And  as  these  powers 
were  then  unaccustomed  to  be  united,  it  renuired 
the  more  violence  to  effect  that  union.     Where- 
fore it  was  the  more  perceived.    Afterwards  it 
became  so  strongly  riveted  as  to  seem  to  be 
quite  natural.    This  was  so  strong  that  I  could 
have  wished  to  die,  in  order  to  be  inseparably 
united  without  any  interstice  to  him  who  so  pow- 
erfully attracted  my  heart.    As  all  passed  in  the 
will,  the  imagination  and  the  understanding  being 
absorbed  in  it,  in  a  union  of  enjoyment,  I  knew 
not  what  to  say,  having  never  read  or  heard 
of  such  a  state  as  1  experienced ;  for  before  this 
I  had  known  nothing  of  the  operations  of  God  in 
souls.    I  had  only  read  '  Philothea*  (written  by 
St.  Francis  de  Sales),  with  the  'Imitation  of 
Christ'  (by  Thomas  4  Kempie),  and  the  Holv 
Scriptures;  also  the  'Spiritual  Combat,'  which 
mentions  none  of  these  thingH.*' — Tlie  Life  tifLady 
Guion^  by  Her  self ;  Anon.  Tram.  1772,  p.  87. 

In  this  extract  she  describes  strange  phy- 
sical sensations  as  accompanying  her  inward 
emotion.  The  intense  excitement  of  the  soul 
assumes,  in  her  overstrained  and  secluded 
imagination,  the  character  of  a  corporeal 
seizure.  The  sickly  frame,  so  morbidly  sen- 
sitive, appears  to  participate  in  the  superna- 
tural influences  communicated  to  the  spirit. 
On  a  subsequent  occasion  she  speaks  of 
herself  as  so  oppressed  by  the  fulness  of  the 
divine  manifestations  imparted  to  her,  as  to 
be  compelled  to  loosen  her  dress.  More  than 
once  some  of  those  who  sat  next  her  imagin- 
ed that  they  perceived  a  certain  marvellous 
efflux  of  grace  proceeding  from  her  to  them- 
selves. She  believed  that  many  persons  for 
whom  she  was  interceding  with  great  fervor, 
were  sensible  at  the  time  of  an  extraordinary 
gracious  influence  instantaneously  vouch- 
safed, and  that  her  spirit  communicated  mys- 
teriously, <*  in  the  Lord,"  with  the  spirits  of 
those  dear  to  her  when  far  away.  She  tra- 
ced a  special  intervention  of  Providence  in 
the  fact  that  she  repeatedly  *'  felt  a  strong 
draught  to  the  door"  just  when  it  was  ne- 
cessarj  to  go  out  to  receive  a  secret  letter 
from  her  friend,  Mere  Granger;   that  the 


found  performing,  or  ready  to  perform,  the 
service,  though  at  a  most  unusual  hour. 

Madame  Guy  on  had  still  some  lessons  to 
learn.  On  a  visit  to  Paris,  the  glitterbg 
equipages  of  the  park,  and  the  gaieties  of  St. 
Cloud,  revived  the  old  love  of  seeing  and 
being  seen.  During  a  tour  in  the  provinces 
with  her  husband,  flattering  visits  and  grace- 
ful compliments  everywhere  followed  snch 
beauty,  such  accomplishments,  and  such  vir- 
tue, with  a  delicate  and  intoxicating  applause. 
Vanity — dormant,  but  not  dead — awoke 
within  her  for  the  last  time.  She  acknow- 
ledged, with  bitter  self-reproach,  the  power 
of  the  world,  the  weakness  of  her  own  re- 
solves. In  the  spiritual  desertion  which  en- 
sued, she  recognised  the  displeasure  of  her 
Lord,  and  was  wretched.  She  applied  to 
confessors — they  were  miserable  comforters, 
all  of  them.  They  praised  her  while  she 
herself  was  filled  with  self-loathing.  She 
estimated  the  magnitude  of  her  sins  by  the 
greatness  of  the  favor  which  had  been  shown 
her.  The  bland  worldliness  of  her  rel^ous 
advisers  could  not  blind  so  true  a  heart,  or 
pacify  so  wakeful  a  conscieifoe.  She  found 
relief  only  in  a  repentant  renewal  of  her  self- 
dedication  to  the  Saviour,  in  renouncing  for 
ever  the  last  remnant  of  confidence  in  any 
strength  of  her  own. 

It  was  about  this  period  that  she  had  a 
remarkable  conversation  with  a  b^gar, 
whom  she  found  upon  a  bridge,  as,  followed 
by  her  footman,  she  was  walking  one  day  to 
church.  This  singular  mendicant  refused 
her  offered  alms — spoke  to  her  of  Ood  and 
divine  things — and  then  of  her  own  state, 
her  devotion,  her  trials,  and  her  faults.  He 
declared  that  God  required  of  her  not  merely 
to  labor  as  others  did  to  secure  their  salva- 
tion, that  they  might  escape  the  pains  of 
hell,  but  to  aim  at  such  perfection  and  pnri^ 
in  this  life,  as  to  escape  those  of  purgatory. 
She  asked  him  who  he  was.  He  replied, 
that  he  had  formerly  been  a  beggar,  but 
now  was  such  no  more ; — mingled  with  the 
stream  of  people,  and  she  never  saw  him 
afterwards. 

This  incident  is  not  unimportant.  It  be- 
trays the  existence  of  perfectionist  doctrine 
ajpong  the  religious  minds  of  the  time,  and 
indicates  one  great  cause  of  the  hostility 
with  which  that  principle  was  assailed  when 
subsequently  proclaimed  by  Madame  Guyoo. 
She  believed  that  God  frequently  visited  the 


rata  should  have  held  up  precisely  wVxen  %Yie\  ^\)^&\i^tcio^^•^^'<^d.  vith  inflictions  of  spirit- 
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distress^  which  was  identical,  both  in  charac- 
ter and  object,  with  the  purifjing  flame  of 
purgatory.  This  interior  purgation  was  de- 
signed to  chastise  transgression — to  cleanse 
away  the  dross  of  self-dependence  and  of 
worldliness — to  annihilate  all  selfish  longingrs 
after  even  spiritual  gifts  and  pleasures  for 
their  own  sake — ^and  to  render  the  soul  pure 
and  passive,  a  perfect  sacrifice  to  God. 

The  beauty  of  Madame  Guy  on  had  cost 
her  tender  conscience  many  a  pang.  She 
had  wept  and  prayed  over  that  secret  love  of 
display  which  had  repeatedly  induced  her  to 
mingle  with  the  thoughtless  amusements  of 
the  world.  At  four-and-twenty  the  viru- 
lence of  the  small- poz  released  her  from  that 
■nare.  M.  Guyon  was  laid  up  with  the  gout. 
She  was  left  when  the  disorder  seized  her  to 
the  tender  mercies  of  her  mother-in'law. 
That  inhuman  woman  refused  to  allow  any 
but  her  own  physician  to  attend  her,  yet  for 
him  she  would  not  send.  The  disease,  un- 
checked, had  reached  its  height  when  a 
medical  man,  passing  that  way,  happened  to 
call  at  the  house.  Shocked  at  the  spectacle 
Madame  Guyon  presented,  he  was  proceed- 
ing at  once  to  bleed  her,  expressing,  in  no 
measured  terms,  his  indignation  at  the  bar- 
barity of  such  neglect.  The  mother  in-law 
would  not  hear  of  such  a  thing.  He  per- 
formed the  operation  in  spite  of  her  threats 
and  invectives,  leaving  her  almost  beside  her- 
self with  rage.  That  lancet  saved  the  life  of 
Madame  Guyon,  and  disappointed  the  rela- 
tive who  had  hoped  to  see  her  die.  When 
at  length  she  recovered,  she  refused  to  avail 
herself  of  the  cosmetics  generally  used  to 
conceal  the  ravages  of  the  disorder.  Through- 
out her  suffering  she  had  never  uttered  a 
murmur,  or  felt  a  fear.  She  had  even  con- 
cealed the  cruelty  of  her  mother-in-law.  She 
said,  that  if  God  had  designed  her  to  retain 
her  beauty,  He  would  not  have  sent  the 
scourge  to  remove  it.  Her  friends  expected 
to  find  her  inconsolable — they  heard  her 
speak  only  of  thankfulness  and  joy.  Her 
confessor  reproached  her  with  spiritual  pride. 
The  afifection  of  her  husband  was  vbibly  di- 
minished. Yet  the  heart  of  Madame  Guyon 
overflowed  with  joy.  It  appeared  to  her, 
that  the  God  to  whom  she  longed  to  be 
wholly  given  up  had  accepted  her  surrender, 
and  was  removing  everything  that  might  in- 
terpose between  Himself  and  her. 

The  experience  of  Madame  Guyon,  hither- 
to, bad  been  such  as  to  teach  her  the  sur- 
render of  every  earthly  source  of  gratification 
or  ground  of  confidence.  Yet  one  more 
painful  stage  on  the  road  to  self-annihilation 


remuned  to  be  traversed.  She  must  learn 
to  give  up  cheerfully  even  spiritual  pleasures. 
In  the  year  1674,  according  to  the  probable 
calculation  of  Mr.  Upharo,  she  was  made  to 
enter  what  she  terms  a  state  of  desolation, 
which  lasted,  with  little  intermission,  for 
nearly  seven  years.  All  was  emptiness, 
darkness,  sorrow.  She  describes  herself  as 
cast  down,  like  Nebuchadnezzar,  from  a 
throne  of  enjoyment,  to  live  amon^  the 
beasts.  "  Alas !"  she  exclaimed,  "  is  it  pos- 
sible that  this  heart,  formerly  all  on  ^re, 
should  now  become  like  ice?"  The  heavens 
were  as  brass,  and  shut  out  her  prayers; 
horror  and  trembling  took  the  place  of  tran- 
quillity; hopelessly  oppressed  with  guilt, 
she  saw  herself  a  victim  destined  for  hell. 
In  vain  for  her  did  the  church  doors  open, 
the  holy  bells  ring,  the  deep-voiced  intona- 
tions of  the  priest  arise  and  fall,  the  chanted 
psalm  ascend,  through  clouds  of  azure  wan- 
dering incense.  The  power  and  the  charm 
of  the  service  had  departed.  Of  what  avail 
was  music  to  a  burning  wilderness  athirst  for 
rain  ?  Gladly  would  she  have  had  recourse 
to  the  vow,  to  the  pilgrimage,  to  the  penance, 
to  any  extremity  of  self-torture.  She  felt 
the  impotence  of  such  remedies  for  such 
anguish.  She  had  no  ear  for  comfort,  no 
eye  for  hope,  not  even  a  voice  for  com- 
plaint. 

During  this  period  the  emotional  element 
of  religion  in  her  mind  appears  to  have  suf- 
fered an  almost  entire  suspension.  Regard- 
ing the  loss  of  certain  feelings  of  delight  as 
the  loss  of  the  divine  favor,  she  naturally 
sank  deeper  and  deeper  in  despondency.  A 
condition  by  no  means  uncommon  in  ordinary 
Christian  experience  assumed,  in  her  case,  a 
morbid  character.  Our  emotions  may  be 
chilled,  or  kindled,  in  ever-varying  degrees 
from  innumerable  causes.  We  must  accus- 
tom ourselves  to  the  habitual  performance 
of  duty,  whether  attended  or  not  with  feel- 
ings of  a  pleasurable  nature.  It  is  generally 
found  that  those  powerful  emotions  of  joy 
which  attend,  at  first,  the  new  and  exalting 
consciousness  of  peace  with  God,  subside 
after  a  while.  As  we  grow  in  religious 
strength  and  knowledge,  a  steady  principle 
supplies  their  place.  We  are  refreshed,  from 
time  to  time,  by  seasons  of  heightened  joy 
and  confidence,  but  we  cease  to  be  dependent 
upon  feeling.  At  the  same  time,  there  is 
nothing  in  Scripture  to  check  our  desire  for 
retaining  as  constantly  as  possible  a  sober 
gladness,  for  finding  duty  delightful^  andt.K^ 
"  joy  oC  \.V^  IfcOt^'  w«  ^\xv«i^-   "^«M^  'w^ 
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fied  expressions  of  Madame  Gujon  at  once 
exaggerate  and  obscure; 

During  this  dark  interval  M.  Guyon  died. 
His  widow  undertook  the  formidable  task  of 
settling  his  disordered  afifairs.  Her  brother 
gave  her  no  assistance ;  her  mother-in-law 
harassed  and  hindered  to  her  utmost ;  yet 
Madame  Guyon  succeeded  in  arranging  a 
chaos  of  papers,  and  bringing  a  hopeless  im- 
broglio of  business  matters  into  order,  with 
an  iniegrity  and  a  skill  which  excited  univer- 
sal admiralion.  She  felt  it  was  her  duty ; 
she  believed  that  divine  assistance  was 
vouchsafed  for  its  discharge.  Of  business, 
she  says,  she  knew  as  little  as  of  Arabic; 
but  she  knew  not  what  she  could  accomplish 
till  she  tried.  Minds  far  more  visionary  than 
hers  have  evinced  a  still  greater  aptitude  for 

?iraciical  affriirs.  She  neyer  imagined,  like 
gnatius  Loyola,  that  the  mystery  of  the 
Trinity  was  unfolded  to  the  immediate  gaze 
of  her  mortal  eyesight,  or  that  time,  before 
her  exalted  vision,  rolled  away  its  accumu- 
lated ages,  and  disclosed  the  secrets  of  crea- 
tion, and  the  marvels  of  the  six  days.  She 
dared  not  to  dream,  with  Swedenborg,  that 
the  franchise  of  the  celestial  city  whs  already 
hers — its  topography  and  its  legislature — its 
manners  and  its  customs,  revealed  for  her 
inspection — its  saints  and  seraphim,  her  fa- 
miliar visitants.  Yet  both  Loyola  and  Swe- 
denborg  were  eminent  in  different  ways  for 
expertness  and  promptitude  in  action,  for  ac- 
curate mastery  of  detail,  for  sagacious 
management  of  mankind.  Like  the  Knight 
of  La  Mancha,  they  could  display  an  excel- 
lent judfjrment  in  every  province  of  life,  un- 
occupied by  the  illusions  of  their  spiritual 
knight-errantry. 

The  twenty-second  of  July,  1 680,  is  cele- 
brated by  Madame  Guyon,  as  the  happy  era 
of  her  deliverance.  A  letter  from  La  Combe 
was  the  instrument  of  a  restoration  as  won- 
derful in  her  eyes,  as  the  bondage.  This 
ecclesiastic  had  been  first  introduced  by 
Madame  Guyon  into  the  path  of  mystical 
perfection.  His  name  is  associated  with  her 
own  in  the  early  history  of  the  Quietist 
movement.  He  subsequently  became  her 
Director,  but  was  always  more  her  disciple 
than  her  guide.  His  admiration  for  her 
amounted  to  a  passion.  Incessant  persecu- 
tion and  long  solitary  imprisonment,  com- 
bined, with  devotional  extravagance,  to  cloud 
with  insanity  at  last  an  intellect  never  power- 
ful. This  feeble  and  affectionate  soul  perish- 
ed, the  victim  of  Quietism,  and  perhaps  of 
lore.  It  should  not  be  forgotten,  that  before 
the  inward  condition  of    Madame  Qujoxk 


changed  thus  remarkably  for  the  better,  her 
outward  circumstances  had  undergone  a  si- 
milar improvement.  She  liyed  now  in  her 
own  house,  with  her  children  about  her. 
That  Sycorax,  her  mother-in-law,  dropped 
gall  no  longer  into  her  daily  cup  of  life. 
Domestic  tormentors,  worse  than  the  goblins 
which  buffeted  St.  Antony,  assailed  her 
peace  no  more.  An  outer  sky  grown  thus 
serene,  an  air  thus  purified,  may  well  have 
contributed  to  chase  away  the  night  of  the 
soul,  and  to  give  to  a  few  words  of  kindly 
counsel  from  Lacombe  the  brightness  of  this 
day-star.  Our  simple-hearth  enthusiast 
was  not  so  absolutely  indifferent  as  she 
thought  herself  to  the  changes  of  this  tran- 
sitory world. 

Madame  Guyon  had  now  triumphantly 
sustained  the  last  of  those  trials,  which,  like 
the  probation  of  the  ancient  mysteries,  made 
the  porch  of  mystical  initiation  a  passage 
terrible  with  pain  andperiL  Henceforward, 
she  is  the  finished  Quietist ;  henceforward, 
when  she  relates  her  own  experience,  she 
describes  Qmetism.  At  times,  when  the 
children  did  not  require  her  care,  she  would 
walk  out  into  a  neighboring  wood,  and 
there,  under  the  shade  of  the  trees,  amidst 
the  singing  of  the  birds,  she  now  passed  as 
many  happy  hours  as  she  had  known  months 
of  sorrow.  Her  own  language  will  best  in- 
dicate the  thoughts  which  occupied  this 
peaceful  retirement,  and  exhibit  the  princi- 
ple there  deepened  and  matured.  She  says 
here  in  her  Autobiography — 

**When  I  had  lost  all  created  supports,  and 
even  divine  ones,  I  then  found  myself  happily  ne- 
cessitated to  fall  into  the  pare  divine,  and  to  fail 
into  it  through  all  which  seemed  to  remove  me 
farther  from  it.  In  losing  all  the  gifts  with  all 
their  supports,  I  found  the  Giver.  Oh, poor  crea- 
tures, who  pass  along  all  your  time  in  feeding  on 
the  gifts  of  God,  and  think  therein  to  be  moet  fa- 
vored and  happy,  how  I  pity  you  if  ye  stop  here, 
short  of  the  true  rest,  and  cease  to  go  forward  to 
God,  through  resignation  of  the  same  gifts  !  How 
many  pass  all  their  lives  this  way,  and  think 
highly  of  themselves  therein  !  There  are  others 
who,  being  designed  of  God  to  die  to  themselves, 
yet  pass  all  their  time  in  a  dying  life,  and  in  in- 
ward agonies,  without  ever  entering  into  God, 
through  death  and  total  loss ;  because  Uiev  are 
always  willing  to  retain  something  under  plausi- 
ble pretexts,  and  so  never  lose  se^  to  the  whole 
extent  of  the  designs  of  God.  Wherefore,  they 
never  enjoy  God  in  his  fulness^-^  loss  that  wiu 
not  perfectly  be  known  until  another  life.*- — Aulo- 
biography ^  vol.  i.  p.  168. 

She  describes  herself  as  having  ceased 
\  Uom  «\\  ^^Vl-Qin^tLatied  action  and  choice. 
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To  her  omazemeat  and  nnspeaksble  happi- 
ness, it  appeared  as  though  all  (nch  nataral 
mOTement  ezJBtedJno  longer — a  higher  power 
bad  displaced  and  occupied  its  room.  "  I 
even  perceived  no  more  (she  cootinnee)  the 
son)  which  He  had  fornierly  conducted  by 
his  rod  and  his  staEF,  l)ecfMise  now  He  alone 
appeared  to  me,  my  soni  having  given  up 
its  place  to  Him.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  tt 
was  wholly  and  altogether  passed  into  its 
Ood,  to  make  but  one  and  the  same  thing 
with  Him;  even  as  a  little  drop  of  irater 
cost  into  the  sea  receives  the  qiuliiiee  of  the 
sea."  She  spealcs  of  herself  as  now  practis- 
ing the  virtues  no  longer  at  virtwt — that  is, 
not  by  separate  and  constrained  efforts.  It 
would  have  required  effort  not  to  JpracUse 
them.  The  soul  thus  united  with  Ood  "  has 
immanent  in  itself  the  essence  of  all  Chris- 
tian virtues  and  duties,  which  naturally  and 
without  effort,  as  if  a  man  should  have  them 
witboat  knowing  that  he  had  them,  develop 
themselves  on  appropriate  occasions  by  iheir 
own  law  of  action." — Upham,  vol.  i.  p.  188. 
Somewhat  later  she  expresses  herself  in 
language  rendered  by  Mr.  Upham  as  follows  : 

"  The  hod)  psBsing  □□!  of  ilseir  bj  iljing  U>  it 
•elf  necessarily  pLBses  into  its  divine  object  This 
Is  the  taw  of  its  transition.  When  it  passes  out 
of  self,  which  is  limited,  and  Ihererore  is  not  God, 
and  conseqaently  is  exii,  it  necesBarily  pauses  into 
the  Dnlimited  and  universal,  which  is  God,  ami 
tharefara  is  the  true  good.  My  own  experience 
•eemed  to  me  to  be  a  veriGcation  of  thin.  My 
spirit  di  Ben  thralled  from  xelfishneBs,  became 
united  with  and  lost  in  God,  its  Snvcreien,  who 
attracted  it  more  and  moreloHimselr.  And  this 
was  so  much  the  case,  that  I  could  seem  to  see 
and  know  God  only,  and  not  m^selT.  ...  It 
was  thus  that  my  soul  was  lost  in  God,  who  com- 
municated to  it  his  qualities,  having  drawn  it  out 

of  all  that  it  bad  of  its  own O   happy 

poverty,  happy  loss,  happy  nothing,  which  gives 
DO  leas  than  God  himself  in  his  own  immensity 
— no  more  circumscribed  lo  the  limited  manner 
of  the  creation,  bat  always  drawing  it  out  of  that 
to  plnnee  it  wholl;  into  his  divine  Essence.  Then 
the  souF  knows  that  all  the  states  of  self- pi  easing 
visions,  of  intellectual  illuuiinations,  of  ecstasies 
and  raptures,  of  whatever  value  they  might  once 
have  been,  are  now  rather  obsCaclea  than  advance- 
ments; and  that  Ibey  are  not  of  service  in  the  stale 
of  experience  which  is  far  above  them ;  because 
tlie  stale  which  has  props  or  supports,  which  is 
the  case  with  the  merely  illuminated  and  ecstatic 
■late,res[B  in  them  in  some  degree  and  faur  pain  (o 
lose  them.  But  the  soul  cannot  arrive  at  the 
state  of  which  I  am  now  speaking,  withoot  the 

loss  of  all  Bucb  supports  and  helps The 

•oul  is  then  so  submissive,  and  perhaps  we  may 
say  so  passive, — that  is  to  ssy,  is  so  disposed 
equally  to  receive  from  the  band  of  God  Mtber 


good  or  evil,— as  is  truly  aatonishing.  It  receives 
both  the  one  and  the  other  without  any  seltiib 
emotions,  letting  them  flow  and  be  Inst  as  they 
came."— Vol.  i.  pp.  263,  363. 

These  passages  convey  the  substance  of 
the  doctrine  which,  illustrated  and  express- 
ed in  various  ways,  pervades  all  tbe  writings 
of  Madame  Ouyon.  This  is  the  principle, 
adorned  by  the  fancy  of  her  Torrmi*  and  in- 
culcated in  the  practical  directions  of  her 
Short  Method  nf  Prayer.  Such  is  the  state 
to  which  Quietism  proposes  to  conduct  its 
votaries.  In  some  places,  she  qualifies  the 
slrengtb  of  her  eipreasions — she  admits  that 
we  are  not  at  alt  times  equally  conscious  of 
this  absolute  union  of  the  soul  with  its  cen- 
tre— the  lower  nature  may  not  be  always 
insensible  to  distress.  But  the  higher,  the 
inmost  element  of  the  soul  is  all  the  while 
profoundly  calm,  and  recollection  presently 
imparts  a  similar  repose  to .  the  inferior  na-. 
ture.  There  is  a  separation  here  similar  to 
that  described  by  Richard  of  St.  Victor,  and 
other  mystics,  as  the  parting  asunder  of  the 
soul  and  spirit.  When  the  soul  has  thus 
passed,  as  she  phrases  it.  oul  of  the  Nothing 
mto  the  All,  when  its  feet  are  set  in  "a  large 
room"  (nothing  less,  according  to  her  inter- 
pretation, than  tbe  compass  of  Infinity),  "  a 
substantial  or  essential  word "  is  spoken 
there.  It  is  a  continuous  word,  potent,  in- 
effable, ever  uttered  without  language.  It 
is  the  immediate  unchecked  operation  of  re- 
sident Deity.  What  it  speaks,  it  effects.  It 
is  blissful  and  mysterious  as  the  language  of 
heaven.  We  border  here  on  the  almost  pan- 
theistic maxim  of  Eckart,  that  God  is  what 
he  does.  With  Ifadame  Goyon,  the  events 
of  Providence  are  Ood,  and  the  decbions  of 
the  sanctified  judgment  respecling  them  are 
nothing  leas  than  the  immediate  voice  of  God 
in  the  soul.  She  compares  the  nature  thus 
at  rest  in  Ood  to  a  tablet  on  which  tbe  di- 
vine hand  writes, — it  must  be  held  perfect- 
ly still,  else  the  characters  traced  there  will 
be  distorted  or  incomplete,  In  her  very 
humility  she  verges  on  tbe  audacity  which 
arrogates  inspiration.  If  she,  passive  and 
helpless,  really  acts  no  more,  the  im- 
pulses she  feels,  her  words,  her  aotions, 
must  all  bear  the  impress  of  an  infallible  di- 
vine sanction.  It  ia  easy  to  see  that  her 
speech  and  action — always  well-meant,  but 
frequently  ill-judged — were  her  own  after 
all,  though  nothing  of  her  own  seemed  left. 
She  acknowledges  that  she  was  sometimes 
at  a  loss  as  to  the  course  of  duty.  She  waa 
guided  iaoi«^kaik.ians«\t^  ■»»fesro.-^»»^!* 
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of  the  Bible  and  the  casoal  expressions  of 
others,  somewhat  after  the  fashion  of  the 
sortes  Yirgilianae  and  the  omens  of  ancient 
Rome.  Her  knowledge  of  scripture,  the 
native  power  of  her  intellect,  and  the 
tenderness  of  her  conscience,  preserved  her 
from  pushing  the  doctrine  of  the  inward 
light  to  its  worst  extreme.  A  few  steps 
farther  in  that  course  and  we  meet  with  the 
mediaeval  fanatics  who  declared  themselves 
a  manifestation  of  the  Holv  Ghost — and  with 
the  prophetic  jargon  and  fantastic  outrage 
of  the  maddest  followers  of  George  Fox. 

Quietist  as  she  was,  few  lives  have  been 
more  busy  than  that  of  Madame  Gujon  with 
the  activities  of  an  indefatigable  benevolence. 
It  was  only  self-originated  action  which  she 
strove  to .  annihilate.  In  her  case,  Quietism 
contained  a  reformatory  principle.  Genu- 
flexions and  crossings  were  of  little  value  in 
comparison  with  inward  abasement  and  cru- 
cifixion. The  pravers  repeated  by  rote  in 
the  oratory  were  immeasurably  inferior  to 
that  Prayer  of  Silence  she  so  strongly  com- 
mends— that  prayer  which,  unlimited  to 
tim^s  and  seasons,  unhindered  by  words,  is 
a  state  rather  than  an  act — a  continuous  sense 
of  submission,  which  breathes,  moment  by 
moment,  from  the  serene  depth  of  the  soul, 
"  Thy  will  be  done."  But  we  must  not  sup- 
pose that  all  who  embraced  Quietism  were 
so  far  enlightened  as  its  ardent  and  intrepid 
apostle.  Mysticbm  was  not,  in  reality,  a 
phenomenon  new  to  the  priesthood.  They 
were  prepared  to  turn  that,  like  everything 
else,  to  their  own  advantage.  The  artful 
director  made  the  doctrine  of  passivity  very 
serviceable.  It  was  attractive  to  feeble 
minds,  and  out  of  it  he  forged  their  fetters. 
Their  passivity  must  be  submission  to  him, 
who  was  to  be  to  them  as  God. 

As  contrasted  with  the  mysticism  of  St. 
Theresa,  that  of  Madame  Guyon  appears  to 
great  advantage.  She  guards  her  readers 
against  attempting  to  form  any  image  of  God. 
She  aspires  to  an  intellectual  elevation — a 
spiritual  intuition,  above  the  sensuous  region 
of  theurgy,  of  visions,  and  of  dreams.  She 
saw  no  tTesuits  in  heaven  bearing  white  ban- 
ners among  the  heavenly  throng  of  the  re- 
deemed. She  beheld  no  devil,  •'  like  a  little 
negro,"  sitting  on  her  breviary.  She  did 
not  hear  the  voice  of  Christ  **like  a  low 
whistle."  She  did  not  see  the  Saviour  in  an 
ecstasy  drawing  the  nail  out  of  his  hand. 
She  felt  no  large  white  dove  fluttering  above 
her  head.*     But  she  did  not  spend  her  days 

•  La  Yida  de  la  B.  M.  Ther«aa  de  Jmoil  pa  800, 
%0%  810,  227.    Ed.  1616. 


in  founding  convents — a  slave  to  the  interests 
of  the  clergy.  So  they  made  a  saint  of 
Theresa*  and  a  confessor  of  Madame  Guyoo. 

In  the  summer  of  1681,  Madame  Guyon, 
now  thirty-four  years  of  age,  quitted  Paris 
for  Gex,  a  town  Iving  at  the  foot  of  the  Jura 
about  twelve  miles  from  Geneva.  It  was 
arranged  that  she  should  take  some  part  in 
the  foundation  and  management  of  a  new 
reliffious  and  charitable  institution  there.  A 
period  of  five  years  was  destined  to  elapse 
before  her  return  to  the  capital.  During 
this  interval,  she  resided  successively  at  Gex, 
Thonon,  Turin,  and  Grenoble.  Wherever 
she  went,  she  was  indefatigable  in  works  of 
charity,  and  also  in  the  diffusion  of  her  pe- 
culiar doctrines  concerning  self-abandonment 
and  disinterested  love.  Strong  in  the  per- 
suasion of  her  divine  mission,  she  could  not 
rest  without  endeavoring  to  influence  the 
minds  around  her.  The  singular  charm  of 
her  conversation  won  a  speedy  ascendancy 
over  nearlv  all  with  whom  she  came  in  con- 
tact. It  IS  easy  to  see  how  a  remarkable 
natural  gift  in  this  direction  contributed  both 
to  the  attempt  and  the  success.  But  the 
Quietist  had  buried  nature,  and  to  nature 
she  would  owe  nothing,-^these  conversations! 
powers  could  be,  in  her  eyes,  only  a  special 
gift  of  utterance  from  above.  This  mistake 
reminds  us  of  the  story  of  certain  mooki 
upon  whose  cloister  garden  the  snow  never 
lay,  though  all  the  country  round  was  buried 
in  the  rigor  of  a  northern  winter.  The 
marvellous  exemption,  long  attributed  by  su- 
perstition to  miracle,  was  discovered  to  arise 
simply  from  certain  thermal  springs  which 
had  their  source  within  the  sacred  inclosure. 
It  is  thus  that  the  warmth  and  vivacity  of 
natural  temperament  has  been  commonly 
regarded  by  the  mystic  as  nothing  less  than 
a  fiery  impartation  from  the  altar  of  the 
celestial  temple. 

At  Thonon  her  apartment  was  mited  by 
a  succession  of  applicants  from  every  class, 
who  laid  bare  their  hearts  before  her,  and 
sought  from  her  lips  spiritual  guidance  or 
consolation.  She  met  them  separately  and 
in  groups,  for  conference  and  for  prayer.  At 
Grenoble,  she  says  she  was  for  some  time 
engaged  from  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  till 
eight  at  evening  in  speaking  of  God  to  all 
sorts  of  persons, — "  friars,  priests,  men  of 
the  world,  maids,  wives,  widows,  all  came, 
one  after  another,  to  hear  what  was  to  be 
said." — (  Upham,  vol.  i.  p.  357.)  Her  efforts 
among  the  members  of  the  House  of  the  No- 
vitiates in  that  city  were  eminently  successful, 
and  she  appears  to  have  been  of  real  service 
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to  many  who  had  sought  peace  in  vain  by 
the  austerities  and  the  routine  of  monastic 
seclusion.  Meanwhile,  she  was  active,  both 
atThonon  and  Grenoble,  in  the  establish- 
ment of  hospitals.  She  carried  on  a  large 
and  continually  increasing  correspondence. 
In  the  former  place,  she  wrote  her  Torrents, 
in  the  latter,  she  published  her  Short  Me- 
ihod  of  Prayer^  and  commenced  her  Com- 
mentarieson  the  Bible. 

But,  alas !  all  this  earnest,  tireless  toil  is 
unauthorized.  Bigotry  takes  the  alarm,  and 
cries,  the  Church  is  in  danger.  Priests  who 
were  asleep — priests  who  were  place-hunting 
— priests  who  were  pleasure- hunting,  awoke 
from  their  doze,  or  drew  breath  in  their 
chase,  to  observe  this  woman  whose  life 
rebuked  them — to  observe  and  to  assail  her ; 
for  rebuke,  in  their  terminology,  was  scandal. 
Persecution  hemmed  her  in  on  every  side ; 
no  annoyance  was  too  petty,  no  calumny  too 
gross,  for  priestly  jealousy.  The  inmates  of 
the  religious  community  she  had  enriched 
were  taught  to  insult  her — tricks  were  devised 
to  frighten  her  by  horrible  appearances  and 
unearthly  noises — her  windows  were  broken 
— her  letters  were  intercepted.*  Thus  be- 
fore a  year  had  elapsed,  she  was  driven  from 
Oez.  Some  called  her  a  sorceress ;  others, 
more  malignant  yet,  stigmatized  her  as  half  a 
Protestant.  She  had  mdeed  recommended 
the  reading  of  the  Scriptures  to  all,  and  spo- 
ken fSlightrngly  of  mere  bowing  and  bead- 
counting.  Monstrous  contumacy — said,  with 
one  voice,  spiritual  slaves  and  spiritual  slave- 
owners— that  a  woman  desired  by  her  bishop 
to  do  one  thing,  should  discover  an  inward 
call  to  do  another.  At  Thonon  the  priests 
burnt  in  the  public  square  all  the  books  they 
could  find  treating  of  the  inner  life,  and  went 
home  elated  with  their  performance.  One 
thought  may  have  embittered  their  triumph 
— had  it  only  been  flesh  instead  of  paper. 
She  inhabited  a  poor  cottage  that  stood  by 
itself  in  the  fields,  at  some  distance  from 
Thonon.  Attached  to  it  was  a  little  c^arden, 
in  the  management  of  which  she  took  plea- 
sure. One  night  a  rabble  from  the  town 
were  incited  to  terrify  her  with  their  drunken 
riot — they  trampled  down  and  laid  waste  the 
garden,  hurled  stones  in  at  the  windows,  and 
shouted  their  threats,  insults,  and  curses, 
round  the  house  the  whole  night.    Then 

*  She  appears  to  have  attributed  these  alarma,  in 
several  mBtaocefl^  to  demoniaeal  agency.— ^w^oMo^. 
vol  ii.  p.  5.  A  colloquy  of  Eraamu^  entitled  Virgo 
pttniUtu,  •atirixei^  amuaingly  enooffh^  these  hob- 
goblin devioei^  so  frequentfj  emmojed  by  the 
monka 


came  an  episcopal  order  to  quit  the  diocese. 
When  compelled  subsequently,  by  the  op- 
position she  encountered,  to  withdraw  secret- 
ly from  Grenoble,  she  was  advised  to  take 
refuge  at  Marseilles.  She  arrived  in  that 
city  at  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  but  that 
very  afternoon  all  was  in  uproar  against  her, 
so  vigilant  and  implacable  were  her  enemies. 

In  the  year  1666,  Madame  Guyon  return- 
ed to  Paris,  and  entered  the  head-quarters 
of  persecution.  Rumors  reached  her,  doubt- 
less from  beyond  the  Alps,  of  cruel  measures 
taken  against  opinions  similar  to  her  own 
which  had  spread  rapidly  in  Italy.  But  she 
knew  not  that  all  these  severities  originated 
with  Louis  Xiy.  and  his  Jesuit  advisers — 
that  her  king,  while  revoking  the  Edict  of 
Nantes,  and  dispatching  his  dragoons  to  ex- 
tirpate Protestantism  in  France,  was  sending 
orders  to  D'Etrees,  his  ambassador  at  Rome, 
to  pursue  with  the  utmost  rigor  Italian 
Quietism — and  that  the  monarch,  who  shone 
and  smiled  at  Marly  and  Versailles,  waa 
crowding  with  victims  the  dungeons  of  the 
Roman  Inquisition. 

At  Paris,  Madame  Guyon  became  the 
centre  of  a  small  but  illustrious  circle,  who 
listened  with  delight  to  her  exposition  of 
that  Quietism  to  which  the  tender  earnest- 
ness of  her  language  and  her  manner  lent 
so  indescribable  a  charm.  There  were  the 
Duke  and  Duchess  of  Beauvilliers,  the  Duke 
and  Duchess  of  Chevreuse,  the  Duchess  of 
Bethune,  and  the  Countess  of  Guiche.  The 
daughters  of  Colbert  and  of  Fouquet  forgot 
the  long  enmity  of  their  fathers  in  a  reli- 
gious friendship,  whose  tie  was  yet  more 
closely  drawn  by  their  common  admiration 
for  Madame  Guyon.  But  letters  filled  with 
complaints  against  La  Combe  and  Madame 
Guyon  poured  in  upon  Harlay,  Archbishop 
of  Paris.  He  procured  the  arrest  of  La 
Combe,  who  spent  the  remainder  of  his 
days  in  various  prisons.  A  little  calumny 
and  a  forged  letter  obtained  from  the  king  a 
lettre  de  cachet  confining  Madame  Guyon  to 
an  apartment  in  the  Convent  of  St.  Marie. 
The  sisters  were  strongly  prejudiced  against 
her,  but  her  gentle  patience  won  all  hearts, 
and  her  fair  jailers  soon  vied  with  each 
other  in  praises  of  their  fascinating  prisoner. 
An  examination  elicited  nothing  decidedly 
unfavorable.  Not  a  stain  could  be  detected 
in  her  character ;  she  offered  to  submit  all 
her  papers  and  her  writings  to  investigation. 
The  intercession  of  Madame  Miramion  and 
other  friends  with  Madame  de  Main  tenon, 
procured  her  release  after  a  captivity  of 
eight  months. 
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The  most  dangerous  enemy  Madame 
Gujon  had  as  yet  was  her  own  half-brother, 
P^re  La  Mothe.  He  had  calumniated  her 
in  secret  while  in  Switzerland  ;  he  was  still 
more  active  now  she  was  ia  Paris^  He 
wished  to  become  her  Director,  but  La 
Combe  was  in  the  way.  The  artifices  of  La 
Mothe  procured  his  arrest.  He  advised 
Madame  Ouyon,  with  hypocritical  protesta- 
tions of  friendship,  to  flee  to  Montargis 
from  the  scandalous  reports  he  himself  had 
circulated,  and  from  adversaries  he  himself 
had  raised  up.  Then  she  would  have  been 
at  his  mercy — he  would  have  pointed  to  her 
flight  as  a  proof  of  guilt,  and  her  own  pro- 
perty and  the  guardianship  of  her  children 
might  have  been  secured  for  himself.  He 
injured  her  as  a  relation  only  could.  Peo- 
ple said  her  cause  must  be  a  bad  one  since 
her  own  brother  was  constrained,  from  re- 
gard to  the  credit  of  religion,  to  bear  witness 
against  her.  A  woman  who  had  committed 
sacrilege  at  Lyons,  and  had  run  away  from 
the  convent  of  penitents  at  Dijon,  was  em- 
ployed by  him  to  forge  letters  which  should 
damage  the  character  of  Madame  Guy  on  ; 
to  personate  one  of  her  maids  and  go  from 
confessor  to  confessor  throughout  Paris, 
asserting  that  after  living  sixteen  or  seven- 
teen years  with  her  mistress  she  had  quitted 
her,  at  last,  in  disgust  at  her  abominable 
life. 

Keleiised  from  the  convent  of  St.  Marie, 
Madame  Guy  on  .was  conducted  by  her  court 
friends  to  express  her  thanks  to  Madame  de 
Maintenon  at  St.  Cyr.  This  institution  had 
been  founded,  ten  years  previously,  for  the 
education  of  the  daughters  of  noble  but 
impoverished  families.  The  idea  originated 
with  Madame  de  Maintenon ;  it  was  execu- 
ted with  royal  speed  and  magnificence  by 
Louis,  and  St.  Cyr  became  her  favorite  resort. 
In  fifteen  months  two  thousand  six  hundred 
workmen  raised  the  structure,  on  a  marshy 
soil,  about  half  a  league  from  Paris — the 
genius  of  Mansard  presided  over  the  archi- 
tecture— the  style  of  the  ordinances  was 
revised  by  Boileau  and  Racine.  There  three 
hundred  young  ladies  of  rank,  dressed  in 
gowns  of  brown  crape,  with  white  quilted 
caps,  tied  with  ribbons,  whose  color  indica- 
ted the  class  to  which  they  belonged  in  the 
school,  studied  geography  and  drawing, 
heard  mass,  sang  in  the  choir,  and  listened 
to  preachments  from  the  lips  of  Madame 
Brinon — who  discoursed,  so  swore  some  of 
the  courtiers,  as  eloquently  as  Bourdaloue 
himself.  Tired  out  with  the  formal  splen- 
dors of  Yersailles,  Madame  de  MiuatenoQ 


was  never  so  happy  as  when  playing  the 
part  of  lady-abbess  at  St.  Cyr.  Often  she 
would  be  there  by  six  in  the  morning, 
would  herself  assist  at  the  toilette  of  the 
pupils,  would  take  a  class  throughout  the 
day,  would  give  the  novices  lessons  on  spiri- 
tual experience ;  nothing  in  its  routine  was 
dull,  nothing  in  its  kitchen  was  mean.  She 
hated  Fontainbleau,  for  it  tore  her  from  her 
family  at  St.  Cyr.  For  the  private  theatri- 
cals of  St.  Cyr,  Racine  wrote  Esther,  at  the 
request  of  Madame  de  Maintenon.  Happy 
was  the  courtier  who  could  obtain  permis- 
sion to  witness  one  of  these  representations* 
who  could  tell  with  triumph  to  envious 
groups  of  the  excluded,  what  an  admirable 
Ahasuerus  Madame  de  Caylus  made,  what 
a  spirited  Mordecai  was  Mademoiselle  da 
Glapion,  how  the  graceful  Mademoiselle  de 
Veillenne  charmed  the  audience  in  the  prayer 
of  Esther — in  short,  how  far  the  Esther  sur- 
passed the  Phedra,  and  the  actresses,  the 
Raisins  and  the  Chammel^s  of  the  Parisian 
boards.  Louis  himself  drew  up  the  list  of 
admissions,  as  though  it  were  for  a  journey 
to  Marly — he  was  the  first  to  enter — and 
stood  at  the  door,  with  the  catalogue  of 
names  in  one  hand,  and  his  cane  held  across 
as  a  barrier  in  the  other,  till  all  the  privi* 
leged  had  entered.  But  the  fashion  of  asce- 
ticism which  grew  with  every  year  of  Main- 
tenon's  reign  threw  its  gloom  over  St.  Cyr. 
The  absolute  vows  were  introduced,  and 
much  of  the  monotonous  austerity  of  con- 
ventual life.  Religious  excitement  was  the 
only  resource  left  to  the  inmates  if  they 
would  not  die  of  ennui.  This  relief  was 
brought  them  by  Madame  Guyon. 

Madame  Maintenon  was  touched  with  pity 
for  the  misfortunes  of  Madame  Guyon,  with 
admiration  for  such  patience,  such  forget- 
ful ness  of  self, — she  found  in  the  freshness 
and  fervor  of  her  religious  conversation  a 
charm  which  recalled  the  warmer  feelings  of 
youth,  which  was  welcome,  for  its  elevation, 
after  the  fatigue  and  anxiety  of  state ;  for 
its  sweetness,  as  contrasted  with  the  barren 
minutiae  of  rigid  formalism  :  she  invited  her 
constantly  to  her  table — she  encouraged  her 
visits  to  St.  Cyr — she  met  with  her,  and 
with  Fenelon,  at  the  H6tels  de  Chevreuse 
and  Beauvilliers,  where  a  religious  coterie 
assembled  three  times  a  week  to  discuss  the 
mysteries  of  inward  experience.  Thus, 
during  three  or  four  years  of  favor  with 
Madame  de  Maintenon,  Madame  Guyon  be- 
came in  eflect  the  spiritual  instructress  of  St. 
Cyr,  and  found  herself  at  Paris  surrounded 
by  disciples  whose  numbers  daily  increased, 
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!Uid  whom  she  withdrew  from  the  licentious 
luetics  of  the  capital.  At  St.  Cyr  the 
foung  ladies  studied  her  books,  and  listened 
to  her  as  an  oracle — the  thoughtless  grew 
Berious — the  religious  strained  every  faculty 
to  imitate  the  attainments  of  one  in  whom 
they  saw  the  ideal  of  devotion.  In  Paris, 
mystical  terminology  became  the  fashiona- 
ble language — it  .was  caught  up  and  glibly 
uttered  by  wits  and  roues — it  melted  from 
the  lips  of  beauties  who  shot  languishing 
g;laDces  at  their  admirers,  while  they  affected 
to  be  weary  of  the  world,  and  coquetted 
while  they  talked  significantly  of  holy  in- 
difference or  pure  love.  Libertines,  like 
rreville,  professed  reform,  and  wrote  about 
mysticism, — atheists,  turned  Christians,  like 
Corbinelli,  now  became  Quietists,  and  might 
be  seen  in  the  salon  of  Madame  le  Maigre, 
where  Corbinelli  shone,  the  brilliant  exposi- 
tor of  the  new  religious  romanticism. 

During  this  period  Madame  Guyon  he- 
same  acquainted  with  Fenelon.  At  their 
first  interview  she  was  all  admiration,  he  all 
distrust.  '  Her  mind,'  she  says,  '  had  been 
taken  up  with  him  with  much  force  and 
sweetness ;'  it  seemed  to  be  revealed  to  her 
that  he  should  become  one  of  her  spiritual 
Bbildren.  Fenelon,  on  his  part,  thought  she 
bad  neglected  her  duty  to  her  family  for  an 
imaginary  mission,  but  he  had  inquired 
sODcerning  her  life  at  Montargis,  and  heard 
>Dly  praise.  After  a  few  conversations  his 
loobts  vanished — he  had  proposed  objec- 
Lions — requested  explanations — pointed  out 
anguarded  expressions  in  her  books — she 
was  modest,  submissive,  irresistible.  There 
was  a  power  in  her  language,  her  manner, 
ber  surviving  beauty,  which  mysteriously 
dissipated  prejudice,  which  even  Nicole, 
Bossuet,  Boileau,  Gaillard,  could  not  with- 
itand  when  they  conversed  with  her, — which 
iras  only  overcome  when  they  had  ceased  to 
behold  her  face,  when  her  persuasive  accents 
lOanded  no  longer  in  their  ears.  She  re- 
called to  the  thoughts  of  Fenelon  his  youth- 
'ol  studies  at  St.  Sulpice ; — there  he  had 
Temsed  the  mystical  divines  in  dusty  tomes, 
ilaaped  and  brazen- cornered, — now  he  be- 
leld  their  buried  doctrine  raised  to  life  in 
he  busy  present,  animating  the  untaught 
eloquence  of  a  woman,  whom  a  noble  en- 
husiasm  alone  had  endowed  with  all  the 
irerogatives  of  genius,  and  all  the  charms  of 
leauty.  This  mendship,  which  events  ren- 
lered  afterwards  so  disastrous  for  himself, 
raa  beneficial  to  Madame  Guyon.  Fenelon 
aught  her  to  moderate  some  of  her  spiritual 
zcesses.     Her  extravagance  reached  its  cul- 


minating point  at  Thonon.  At  Paris,  in- 
fluenced doubtless  by  Fenelon,  as  well  as  by 
more  frequent  intercourse  with  the  worldf, 
she  no  longer  enjoys  so  many  picturesque 
dreams,  no  more  heals  the  sick  and  casts  out 
devils  with  a  word,  and  no  longer — as  in 
her  solitude  there — suffers  inward  anguish 
consequent  on  the  particular  religious  condi- 
tion of  Father  La  Combe  when  he  is  three 
hundred  miles  off.  Her  Quietism  becomes 
less  fantastic,  and  less,  in  a  word,  mesmeric. 
Mr.  Upham  appears  to  us  as  much  to  over- 
rate the  influence  she  exercised  on  Fenelon, 
as  he  underrates  that  which  he  exerted  over 
her.  It  is  curious  to  observe,  how  the  ac- 
quaintance of  Fenelon  with  Madame  Guyon 
began  with  suspicion  and  ripened  mto 
friendship,  while  that  of  Bossuet,  commen- 
cing with  approval  and  even  admiration, 
ended  in  calumny  and  persecution.  Bossuet 
declared  to  the  Due  de  Chevreuse  that 
while  examining  her  writings,  for  the  first 
time,  he  was  astonished  by  a  light  and  unc- 
tion he  had  never  before  seen,  and,  for  three 
days,  was  made  to  realise  the  divine  Pre- 
sence in  a  manner  altogether  new.  Bossuet 
had  never,  like  Fenelon,  studied  the  mystics. 
The  two  most  influential  Directors  at  St. 
Cyr  were  Godet  des  Marais,  Bishop  of 
Cbartres,  and  Fenelon.  These  two  men 
form  a  striking  contrast.  Godet  was  dis- 
gusting in  person  and  in  manners — a  sour 
ascetic — a  spiritual  martinet— devoted  to  all 
the  petty  austerities  of  the  most  formal  dis 
cipline.  Fenelon  was  dignified  and  gentle, 
graceful  as  a  courtier,  and  spotless  as  a  saint 
— the  most  pure,  the  most  persuasive,  the 
most  accomplished  of  religious  guides.  No 
wonder  that  most  of  the  young  inmates  of 
St.  Cyr  adored  Fenelon,  and  could  not  en- 
dure Godet.  Madame  de  Maintenon  wavered 
between  her  two  confessors  :  if  Fenelon  was 
the  more  agreeable,  Godet  seemed  the  more 
safe.  Godet  was  miserably  jealous  of  his 
rival.  He  was  not  sorry  to  find  that  the  new 
doctrines  had  produced  a  little  insubordina- 
tion within  the  quiet  walls  of  St.  Cyr — that 
Fenelon  would  be  compromised  by  the  in- 
discretion of  some  amonff  his  youthful  ad- 
mirers. He  brought  a  lamentable  tale  to 
Madame  Maintenon.  Madame  du  Peron,  the 
mistress  of  the  novices,  had  complained  that 
her  pupils  obeyed  her  no  longer;  they 
neglected  regular  duties  for  unseasonable 
prayers;  they  had  illuminations  and  ecsta- 
sies ;  one,  in  the  midst  of  sweeping  her  room, 
would  stand,  leaning  on  her  broom,  lost  in 
contemplation;  another,  instead  of  hearing 
lessons,  became  inspired,  and  resigned  herself 
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to  the  operation  of  the  Spirit ;  the  under- 
mistrees  of  the  classes  stole  away  the  en- 
lightened from  the  rest,  and  they  were  found 
in  remote  comers  of  the  house,  feasting  in 
secret  on  the  sweet  poison  of  Madame  Ouy- 
on's  doctrine.  The  precise  and  methodical 
Madame  Maintenon  was  horrified.  She  had 
hoped  to  realize  in  her  institute  the  ideal  of 
her  church,  a  perfect  uniformity  of  opinion, 
an  unerring  mechanism  of  obedience.  We 
wished,  said  she,  to  promote  intelligence,  we 
have  made  orators  ;  devotion,  we  have  made 
Quietists ;  modesty,  we  have  made  prudes ; 
elevation  of  sentiment,  and  we  have  pride. 
She  commissioned  Godet  to  reclaim  the 
wanderers,  to  demand  that  the  books  of 
Madame  Guyon  should  be  surrendered,  set- 
ting herself  the  example  by  publicly  deliver- 
inff  into  his  hand  her  own  copy  of  the  Short 
Method  ;  she  requested  Madame  Guyon  to 
refrain  from  visiting  St.  Cyr ;  she  began  to 
doubt  the  prudence  or  the  orthodoxy  of 
Fenelon.  What  would  the  king  say,  if  he 
heard  of  it — he,  who  had  never  liked  Fene- 
lon— who  hated  nothing  so  much  as  heresy 
— who  had  but  the  other  day  extinguished 
the  Quietism  of  Molinos  ?  She  had  read  to 
him  some  of  Madame  Guyon 's  exposition  of 
the  Canticles  ;  and  he  called  it  dreamy  stuff. 
Doctrines  really  dangerous  to  purity  were  in- 
sinuated by  some  designing  monks,  under 
the  name  of  Quietism.  The  odium  fell  on 
the  innocent  Madame  Guyon ;  and  her  friends 
would  necessarily  share  it.  Malicious  voices 
charged  her  with  corrupting  the  principled  of 
the  Parisian  ladies.  Madame  Guyon  replied 
with  justice, — when  they  were  patching,  and 
painting,  and  ruining  their  families  by  gam- 
bling and  by  dress,  not  a  word  was  said 
against  it ;  now  that  they  have  withdrawn 
from  such  vanities,  the  cry  is,  that  I  have 
ruined  them.  Rumor  grew  more  loud  and 
scandalous  every  day  ;  the  most  incredible 
reports  were  most  credited ;  the  schools, 
too,  had  taken  up  the  question  of  mysticism, 
and  argued  it  with  heat :  Nicole  and  I^ami 
had  dissolved  an  ancient  friendship  to  quar- 
rel about  it, — as  Fenelon  and  Bossuet  were 
soon  to  do, — no  controversy  threatened  to 
involve  so  many  interests,  to  fan  so  many 
passions,  to  kindle  so  many  hatreds,  as  this 
variance  about  disinteresteaness,  about  indif- 
ference, about  love. 

The  politic  Madame  Maintenon  watched 
the  gathering  storm,  and  became  all  caution. 
At  all  costs,  she  must  free  herself  from  the 
faintest  suspicion  of  fellowship  with  heresy. 
She  questioned  on  the  opinions  of  Madame 
Guyon,  Bossuet  and  Noailles,  Bourdaloue, 


Joly,  Tiberge,  Brisacier,  and  Tronson ;  and 
the  replies  of  these  esteemed  divines,  uniform- 
ly unfavorable,  decided  her.  It  would  be 
necessary  to  disown  Madame  Guyon ;  her 
condemnation  would  become  inevitable. 
Fenelon  must  be  induced  to  disown  her  too, 
or  his  career  was  at  a  close ;  and  Madame 
de  Maintenon  could  smile  on  him  no  longer. 

Madame  Guyon,  alarmed  by  the  growing 
numbers  and  vehemence  of  her  adversariet^ 
had  recourse  to  the  man  who  afterwards  be- 
came her  bitterest  enemy.  She  proposed  to 
Bossuet  that  he  should  examine  her  writings. 
He  complied,  held  several  private  interviews 
with  her,  and  expressed  himself,  on  the 
whole,  more  favorably  than  could  have  been 
expected.  But  these  conferences,  which  dkl 
not  altogether  satisfy  Bossuet,  could  do  noth- 
ing to  allay  the  excitement  of  the  public 

Madame  Guyon  now  requested  the  ap- 
pointment of  commissioners,  who  should  in- 
vestigate, and  pronounce  finally  concerning 
her  life  and  doctrine.  Three  were  choaen— 
Bossuet ;  Noailles,  Bishop  of  Chalons ;  and 
Tronson,  Superior  of  St  Sulpice.  Noailles 
was  a  sensible,  kind-hearted  man ;  Tronson, 
a  worthy  creature,  in  poor  health,  with  little 
opinion  of  his  own  ;  Bossuet,  the  accredited 
champion  of  the  Gallican  church,  accustom- 
ed to  move  in  an  atmosphere  of  flattery — ^the 
august  dictator  of  the  ecclesiastical  world — 
was  absolute  in  their  conferences.  They  met, 
from  time  to  time,  during  some  six  monthii 
at  the  little  village  of  Issy,  the  countryren- 
dence  of  the  Superior  of  St.  Sulpice.  When 
Madame  Guyon  appeared  before  them,  Bos- 
suet alone  was  harsh  and  rude ;  he  put  the 
worst  construction  on  her  words;  he  inter- 
rupted her;  now  he  silenced  her  replies, 
now  he  burlesqued  them ;  now  he  affected 
to  be  unable  to  comprehend  them ;  now  he 
held  up  his  hands  in  contemptuous  amaxe- 
ment  at  her  ignorance ;  he  would  not  snfier 
to  be  read  the  justification  which  had  cost 
her  so  much  pains  ;  he  sent  Away  her  friend, 
the  Duke  of  Chevreuse.  This  ominous  se- 
verity confused  and  frishtened  her«  She 
readily  consented  to  retire  to  a  oonyent  in 
the  town  of  Meaux,  there  to  be  voder  the 
surveillance  of  Bossuet.  She  undertook  this 
journey  in  the  depth  of  the  most  frightfiil 
winter  which  had  been  known  for  many 
years ;  the  coach  was  buried  in  the  snow, 
and  she  narrowly  escaped  with  life.  The 
commissioners  remained  to  dra«r  up,  by  the 
fireside,  certain  propositions,  which  shooU 
determine  what  was,  and  what  was  not,  tmi 
mysticism.  These  constitute  the  celebrated 
Articles  of  Issy. 
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Bossuet  repeatedlj  visited  Madame  Gutod, 
at  Meaux.  The  great  man  did  not  disdain  to 
approach  the  sick-bed  of  his  victim,  as  she 
lay  in  the  last  stage  of  exhaustion,  and  there 
endeavor  to  overreach  and  terrify  her.  He 
demanded  a  submission,  and  promised  a 
favorable  certificate ;  the  submission  he  re- 
ceived, the  certificate  he  withheld.  He 
sought  to  force  her,  by  threats,  to  sign  that 
she  did  not  believe  in  the  incarnation.  The 
more  timid  she  appeared,  the  more  boister- 
ons  and  imperative  his  tone.  One  day,  he 
would  come  with  words  of  kindness,  on  ano- 
ther, with  words  of  fury ;  yet,  at  the  verv 
time,  this  Pilate  could  sty  to  some  of  his 
brethren,  that  he  found  no  serious  fault  in 
her.  He  declared,  on  one  occasion,  that  he 
was  actuated  by  no  dislike — he  was  urged  to 
rigorous  measures  by  others ;  on  another, 
that  the  submission  of  Madame  Ouyon,  and 
the  suppression  of  Quietism,  effected  by  his 
skill  and  energy,  would  be  as  good  as  an 
archbishopric  or  a  cardinal's  hat  to  him. 
Justice  and  ambition  contended  within  him  ; 
for  a  little  while  the  battle  wavered,  till  pre- 
sently pride  and  jealousy  brought  up  to  the 
standard  of  the  latter  reinforcements  so  over- 
whelming, that  justice  was  beaten  for  ever 
from  the  field.  After  six  months'  residence 
at  Meaux,  Madame  Guy  on  received  from 
Bossuet  a  certificate,  attesting  her  filial  sub- 
missiveness  to  the  Catholic  faith,  his  satisfac- 
tion with  her  conduct,  authorizing  her  still  to 
participate  in  the  sacrament  of  the  Church, 
and  acquitting  her  of  all  implication  in  the 
heresy  of  Molinos. 

Meanwhile  Fenelon  had  been  added  to  the 
Dumber  of  the  commissioners  at  Issy.  He 
and  Bossuet  were  still  on  intimate  terms ; 
but  Bossuet,  like  all  vain  men,  was  a  danger- 
ous friend.  He  knew  how  to  inspire  confi- 
dence which  he  did  not  scruple  to  betray. 
Madame  Guyon,  conscious  of  the  purity  of 
her  life,  of  the  orthodoxy  of  her  intention, 
persuaded  that  such  a  man  must  be  superior 
to  the  meaner  motives  of  her  persecutors, 
had  placed  in  the  hands  of  Bossuet  her  most 
private  papers,  not  excluding  the  Autobio- 
graphiff  which  had  not  been  submitted  even 
to  Uie  eye  of  Fenelon.  To  Bosseut,  Fenelon 
had,  in  letters,  unfolded  his  most  secret 
thoughts — the  conflicts  and  aspirations  of  his 
spiritual  history,  so  unbounded  was  his  reli- 
ance on  his  honor,  so  exalted  his  estimate  of  the 
judgment  of  that  powerful  mind  in  matters  of 
religion.  The  disclosures  of  both  were  distort- 
ed and  abused  to  crush  them ;  both  had  to 
rue  the  day  when  they  trusted  one  who  could 
sacrifice  truth  to  glory.    At  Issy,  the  defer- 


ence and  the  candor  of  Fenelon  were  met  by 
a  haughty  reserve  on  the  part  of  Bossuet. 
The  meekness  of  Fenelon  and  the  timidity  of 
Madame  Guyon,  only  inflamed  bis  arrogance ; 
to  bow  to  him  was  to  be  overborne ;  to  con- 
front him  was  at  once  to  secure  respect,  if 
not  fairness.      The  Articles   were  already 
drawn  up  when  the  signature  of  Fenelon 
was  requested.     He  felt  that  he  should  have 
been  allowed  his  fair  share  in  their  construc- 
tion ;  as  they  were,  he  could  not  sign  them ; 
he  proposed  modifications;    they  were  ac- 
ceded to;    and   the  thirty-four  Articles  of 
Issy  appeared  in  March,  1695,  with  the  name 
of  Fenelon  associated  with  the  other  three. 
To  any  one  who  reads  these  Articles,  and 
the  letter  written  by  Fenelon  to  Madame  de 
la  Maisonfort,  aljter  signing  them,  it  will  be 
obvious  that  the  Quietism  of  Fenelon  went 
within  a  very  small   compass.     When   he 
comes  to  explain  his  meaning,  the  controversy 
is  manifestly  but  a  dispute  about  words.    Ue 
did  not,  like  Madame  Guyon,  profess  to  con- 
duct devout  minds  by  a  certain  method  to 
the  attainment  of  perfect  disinterestedness. 
He  only  maintained  the  possibility  of  realiz- 
ing a  love  to  God,  thus  purified  from  self. 
He  was  as  fully  aware  as  his  opponents,  that 
to  evince  our  love  to  God  by  willingness  to 
endure  perdition,  was  the  same  thing  as  at- 
testing our  devotion  to  Him  by  our  readiness 
to  hate  Him  for  ever.     This  is  the  standing 
objection  against  the  doctrine  of  disinterested 
love :  our  own  divine,  John  Howe,  urges  it 
with  force ;  it  is  embodied  in  the  thirty-second 
of  the  Articles  in  question.     But  it  does  not 
touch  Fenelon's  position.     His  assertion  is, 
that  we  should  will  our  own  salvation  only 
because  God  wills  it ;  that,  supposing  it  pos- 
sible for  us  to  endure  hell  torments,  retaining 
the  grace  of  God  and  our  consciousness  that 
such  suffering  was  according  to  His  will,  and 
conducive  to  His  glory,  the  soul,  animated  by 
pure  love,  would  embrace  even  such  a  doom. 
It  is  but  the  supposition  of  an  impossible 
case.    The  Quietism  of  Fenelon  does  not  pre- 
clude the  reflex  actions  of  the  mind,  or  con- 
fine the  spirit  of  the  adept  to  the  sphere  of 
the  immediate.    It  forbids  only  the  introspec- 
tion of  self-complacency.    It  does  not  merge 
distinct  acts  in  a  continuous  operation,  nor 
discourage  strenuous  effort  for  self-advance- 
ment in  holiness,  or  for  the  benefit  of  others — 
it  only  teaches  us  to  moderate  that  impati- 
ence which  has  its  origin  in  self,  and  declares 
that  our  own  co-operation  becomes,  in  cer- 
tain cases,  unconscious — is,  as  it  were,  lost  in 
a  *' divine  facility."    The  indefatigable  bene^ 
volence  of  his  life  abundantiy  repudiates  the 
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slanderous  conclusion  of  his  adversaries,  that 
the  doctrine  of  indifference  concerning  the 
future  involves  indifference  likewise  to  moral 
good  and  evil  in  the  present.  Bossuet  him- 
self is  often  as  mystical  as  Fenelon.  St. 
Francis  de  Sales  and  Madame  de  Chantal 
said  the  very  same  thingR,  not  to  mention  the 
unbridled  utterances  of  the  earlier  and  the 
mediaeval  mystics  canonized  by  the  Church 
of  Rome.  Could  the  controversy  have  been 
confined  to  the  real  question,  no  harm  would 
have  been  done.  It  would  have  resemble 
the  duel,  in  Ben  Jonson's  play,  between  Fas- 
tidious  Brisk  and  Signor  Pantarvalo,  where 
the  rapiers  cut  through  taffeta  and  lace,  gold 
embroidery  and  satin  doublets,  but  nowhere 
enter  the  skin.  Certain  terms  and  certain 
syllogisms,  a  well- starched  tlieory,  or  an  ar- 
gument trimmed  with  the  pearls  of  eloquence 
— might  have  been  transfixed  or  rent  by  a 
dextrous  pen,  on  this  side  or  on  that,  but  the 
prize  of  the  conqueror  would  not  have  been 
court  favor,  or  the  penalty  of  the  conquered 
exile.  Theologians  might  have  written,  for 
a  few,  the  learned  history  of  a  logical  cam- 

Saign,  but  the  eyes  of  Europe  would  never 
ave  been  turned  to  a  conflict  for  fame  and 
fortune  raging  in  the  Vatican  and  at  Ver- 
sailles, enlisting  every  religious  party  through- 
out Roman-catholic  Christendom,  and  in- 
volving the  rise  or  fall  of  some  of  the  most 
illustrious  names  among  the  churchmen  and 
nobility  of  France. 

The  writings  of  Madame  Guyon  had  now 
been  condemned,  though  without  mention  of 
her  name;  Bossuet  had  intimated  that  here- 
quired  nothing  further  from  her ;  she  began 
to  hope  that  the  worst  might  be  over,  and 
returned  with  her  friends  from  Meaux  to 
Paris,  to  live  there  as  much  retired  as  possi- 
ble. This  fligiit,  which  he  chose  to  call  dis- 
honorable, irritated  Bossuet;  she  had  suffer- 
ed him  to  see  that  she  could  trust  him  no 
longer;  he  endeavored  to  recover  the  certifi- 
cate he  had  given ;  an  order  was  procured 
for  her  arrest.  The  police  observed  that  a 
house  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Antome  was  al- 
ways entered  by  a  pass-key.  They  made 
their  way  in,  and  found  Madame  Guyon. 
They  brought  away  their  prisoner,  ill  as  she 
was,  and  the  king  was  induced,  with  much 
difficulty,  to  sign  an  order  for  her  incarcera- 
tion at  Vincennes.  The  despot  thought  a 
convent  might  suffice — not  so  the  persecutor. 
Bossuet  had  been  for  some  time  occupied 
in  writing  a  work  which  should  demolish 
with  a  blow  the  doctrine  of  Madame  Guyon, 
and  hold  her  up  to  general  odium.  It  con- 
sisted of  ten  books,  and  was  entitled  /n- 


structioM  on  the  States  of  Prayer.  He  showed 
the  manuscript  to  Fenelon,  desiring  him  to 
append  a  statement,  approving  all  it  contain- 
ed, which  should  accompany  the   volume 
when   published.      Fenelon    refused.      Six 
months  ago  he  had  declared  that  he  could  be 
no  party  to  a  personal  attack  on  Madame 
Guyon :  the  Instructions jfonisLined  little  else. 
That  tremendous  atlacif  was  no  mere  expo- 
sure of  unguarded  expressions — no  mere  de- 
duction of  dangerous  consequences,  possibly 
unforeseen    by  a  half-edupated    writec;.  it 
charged  Madame  Guyon  with  kavi^lorher 
sole  design  the  inculcation  of  a  false  spiritu- 
ality, which  abandoned,  as  an  imperfectioo, 
faith  in  the  divine  Persons  and  the  humanity 
of  Christ;  which  disowned  the  authority  of 
Scripture,  of  tradition,  of  morality;  whith 
dispensed,  n^h  vocal  prayer  and  acts  of  wor- 
ship;   wtSob   established  an    impioqa  and' 
brutal  in<fijE||rence  between  vice  and  virtue—- 
between  everlastiofir  hate  of  God  and  ever- 
lasting   love;    which   forbad   resistance  to 
temptation  as  an   interruption   to  repose; 
which   taught  an  imaginary  perfection  ex- 
tinguishing the  nobler  desires  only  to  inflame 
the  lower,  and  qlothiqj^  the  waywardness  of 
self-will  and  passion  rmiit^  the  authority  of 
inspiration  and  oCpropkecy.     Fenelon  knew 
that  this  acGUsa|ipn  was  one  mass  of  false- 
hood.    If  Bossuet  himself  believed  it,  why 
had  he  suffered  &Qe]b  a  monster  still  to  com- 
mune ;  why  had  he  been  so  faithless  to  bis 
high  office  in  the  church  as  to  give  his  testi- 
monials declaring  the  purity.  '61  her  purpose 
and  the  soundness  of  her  faith,  when  he  bad 
not  secured  the  formal  retraction  of  a  single 
error  ?     To  sign  his  approval  of  that  book, 
would  be  not  merely  a  cowardly  condemna- 
tion of  a  woman  whom  he  knew  to  be  inno- 
cent— it  would  be  the  condemnation  of  him- 
self.    His  acquaintance  with  Madame  Guyon 
was  matter  of  notoriety.     It  would  be  to  say 
that  he — a  student  of  theology,  a  priest,  an 
archbishop,  the  preceptor  of  princes — bad 
not  only  refrained  from  denouncing,  but  had 
honored  with  his  friendship,  the  teacher  of  aa 
abominable  spiritualism  which  abolished  the 
first  principle  of  right  and  wrong.     It  would 
be  to  declare,  in  fact,  such  a  prelate  far  more 
guilty  than  such  a  heretic.     And  Bossuet 
pretended  to  be  his  friend — Bossuet,  who 
had  laid  the  snare  which  might  have  been 
the  triumph  of  the  most  malignant  enemy. 
It  was  not  a  mere  question  of  persons — Ma- 
dame Guyon  might  die  in  prison — he  him- 
self might  be  defamed  and  disgraced — he  did 
not  mean  to  become  her  champion — surely 
that  was  enough,  knowing  what  he  knew;— 
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let  her  enemies  be  satisfied  with  his  silence — 
he  could  not  suffer  another  man  to  take  his 
pen  out  of  his  hand  to  denounce  as  an  emis- 
Barv  of  Satan  one  whom  he  believed  to  be  a 
child  of  God. 

Such  was  Fenelon's  position.  He  wished 
to  be  silent  concerning  Madame  Oujon.  To  as- 
sent to  the  charges  brought  against  her  would 
not  have  been  even  a  serviceable  lie,  if  such 
a  man  could  have  desired  to  escape  the  wrath 
of  Bossuet  at  so  scandalous  a  price.  Every 
one  would  have  said  that  that  Archbishop  of 
Cambray  had  denounced  his  accomplice  out 
of  fear.  Neither  was  he  prepared  to  embrace 
the  opposite  extreme  and  to  defend  the  per- 
sonal cause  of  the  accused,  many  of  whose 
expressions  he  thought  questionable,  ortho- 
dox as  might  be  her  explanation,  and  many 
of  whose  extravagancies  he  disapproved.  His 
enemies  wished  to  force  him  to  speak,  and 
were  prepared  to  damage  his  reputation 
whether  he  appeared  for  or  against  the  pri- 
soner at  Vincennes.  At  length  it  became 
necessary  that  he  should  break  silence ;  and 
when  he  did,  it  was  not  to  pronounce  judg- 
ment concerning  the  oppressed  or  her  op- 
pressors, it  was  to  investigate  the  abstract 
Jaestion — the  teaching  of  the  Church  on  the 
octrine  of  pure  love.  He  wrote  the  Maxims 
cf  the  Sainti. 

This  celebrated  book  appeared  in  January, 
1697,  while  Fenelon  was  at  Cambray,  amaz- 
ing the  Flemings  of  his  diocese  by  affording 
them,  in  their  new  archbishop,  the  spectacle 
of  a  church  dignitary  who  really  cared  for 
his  flock,  who  consigned  the  easier  duties  to 
his  vicars,  and  reserved  the  hardest  for  him- 
self ;  who  entered  their  cottages  like  a  father, 
listened  with  interest  to  the  story  of  their 
hardships  or  their  griefs ;  who  consoled,  coun- 
selled, and  relieved  them ;  who  partook  of 
their  black  bread  as  though  he  had  never 
shared   the  banquets  of  Versailles,  and  as 
though  Paris  were  to  him,  as  to  themselves, 
a  wonderful  place  far  away,  whose  streets 
were  paved  with  gold.     Madame  Guy  on  was 
in  confinement  at  the  village  of  yaugirard, 
whither  the  compassion  of  Noailles  haotrans- 
ferred   her  from   Vincennes,  resigned  and 
peaceful,  writing  poetry  and  singing  hymns 
with  her  pious  servant  girl,  the  faithful  com- 
panion of  her  misfortunes.     Bossuet  was  vis- 
iting St.  Cyr — very  busy  in  endeavoring  to 
purify  the  theology  of  the  young  ladies  from 
all  taint  of  Quietism — but  quite  unsuccessful 
in  reconciling  Madame  de  la  Maisonfort  to 
the  loss  of  her  beloved  Fenelon. 

The  Maxima  of  the  Saints  was  an  exposi- 
tion and  vindication  of  the  doetrioes  of  pnf6 
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love,  of  mystical  union,  and  of  perfection,  as 
handed  down  by  some  of  the  most  illustrious 
and  authoritative  names  in  the  Roman-catho- 
lic Church,  from  Dionysius,  Clement,  and 
Augustine,  to  John  of  the  Cross,  and  Francis 
de  Sales ;  it  explained  their  terminology — it 

f)laced  in  juxtaposition  with  every  article  of 
egitimate  mysticism  its  false  correlative — the 
use  and  the  abuse, — and  was,  in  fact,  though 
not  expressly,  a  complete  justification  (on  the 
principles  of  his  church)  of  that  moderate 
Quietism  held   by  himself,  and  in  substance 
by  Madame  Ouyon.    The  book  was  approved 
by  Tronson,  by  Fleury,  by  Hubert,  by  Pirot, 
a  doctor  of  the  Sorbonne,  by  P^re  le  Chaise, 
the  King's  Confessor,  by  the  Jesuits  of  Cler- 
mont,— but  it  was  denounced  by  Bossuet ;  it 
was  nicknamed  the  Bible  of  the  Little  Church ; 
Pontchartrain,  the  comptroller-general,  and 
Maurice  Le  Tellier,  Archbishop  of  Rheims, 
told  the  king  that  it  was  fit  only  for  knaves 
or  fools.   Louis  sent  for  Bossuet.    The  Bishop 
of  Meaux  cast  himself  theatrically  at  the  feet 
of  majesty,  and  with  pretended  tears,  im- 
plored forgiveness  for  not  earlier  revealing 
the  heresy  of  his  unhappy  brother.     A  com- 
promise was  yet  possible,  for  Fenelon  was 
ready  to  explain  his  explanations,  and  to  sup- 
press whatever  might  be  pronounced  danger- 
ous in  his  pages.     But  the  eacle  of  Meaux 
had  seen  the  meek  and  dove-like  Fenelon — 
once  almost  more  his  disciple  than  his  friend 
-—erect  the  standard  of  independence  and  as- 
sume the  post  of  a  rival ;  his  pride  was  roused, 
he  was  resolved  to  reign  alone  on  the  eccle- 
siastical Olympus  of  the  court,  and  he  would 
not  hear  of  a  peace  that  might  rob  him  of  a 
triumph.     Did  Fenelon  pretend  to  shelter 
himself  by  great  names — he,  Bossuet,  would 
intrench  himself  within  the  awful  sanctuary 
of  the  Church;   he  represented  religion  in 
France ;  he  would  resent  every  attack  upon 
his  own  opinions  as  an  assault  on  the  Catholic 
faith ;  he  had  the  ear  of  the  king,  with  whom 
heresy  and  treason  were  identical;  success 
was  all  but  assured,  and,  if  so,  war  was  glory. 
Such  tacticsare  not  peculiar  to  the  seventeenth 
century.    In  our  own  day,  every  one  implicat- 
ed in  religious  abuses  identifies  himself  with 
religion — brands  every  exposure  of  his  mis- 
conduct as  hostility  to  the  cause  of  Ood — in- 
vests his  miserable  personality  with  the  benign 
grandeur  of  the  Gospel,  and  stigmatizes  as 
troublers  in  Israel  all  who  dare  to  inquire  into 
his  procedure,  while  innumerable  dupes  or 
cowards  sleepily  believe,  or  cautiously  pretend 
to  do  so,  that  those  who  have  management  in 
a  good  object  must  themselves  be  good. 
Fenelon  now  requested  the  royd  permii 
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sion  to  appeal  to  Rome  ;  he  obtained  it,  but 
was  forbidden  to  repair  thither  to  plead  in 
person  the  cause  of  his  book,  and  ordered  to 
qait  the  court  and  confine  himself  to  his 
diocese.  The  king  went  to  St.  Cyr,  and  ex- 
pelled thence  three  young  ladies,  for  an  of- 
fence he  could  not  comprehend, — the  sin  of 
Quietism.  Intrigue  was  actire,  and  the  Duke 
de  Beauvilliers  whs  nearly  losing  his  place  in 
the  royal  household  because  of  his  attach- 
ment to  Fenelon.  The  duke — noble  in  spi- 
rit as  in  name — and  worthy  of  such  a  friend- 
ship, boldly  told  Le  Grand  Monarque  that 
he  was  ready  to  leave  the  palace  rather  than 
to  forsake  his  friend.  Six  days  before  the  ban- 
ishment of  Fenelon,  Louis  had  sent  to  Inno- 
cent XII.  a  letter,  drawn  up  by  Bossaet, 
saying  in  effect  that  the  Maxims  had  been 
condemned  at  Paris,  that  everything  urged 
in  its  defence  was  futile,  and  that  the  royal 
authority  would  be  exerted  to  the  utmost  to 
execute  the  decision  of  the  pontifical  chair. 
Bossuet  naturally  calculated  that  a  missive, 
thus  intimating  the  sentence  Infallibility  was 
expected  by  a  great  monarch  to  pronounce, 
— arriving  almost  at  the  same  time  with  the 
news  of  a  disgrace  reserved  only  for  the 
most  grave  offences,  would  secure  the  speedy 
condemnation  of  Fenelon's  book. 

At  Rome  commenced  a  series  of  delibera- 
tions destined  to  extend  over  a  space  of  near- 
ly two  years.  Two  successive  bodies  of  ad- 
judicators were  impannelled  and  dissolved, 
unable  to  arrive  at  a  decision.  A  new  con- 
gregation of  cardinals  was  selected ,  who  held 
scores  of  long  and  wearisome  debates,  while 
rumor  and  intrigue  alternately  heightened  or 
depressed  the  hopes  of  either  party.  To 
write  the  Maxims  of  the  Saints  was  a  delicate 
task.  It  was  not  easy  to  repudiate  the  mys- 
ticism of  Molinos  without  impugning  the 
mysticism  of  St.  Theresa.  But  the  position 
of  these  judges  was  more  delicate  yet.  It 
was  still  less  easy  to  censure  Fenelon  with- 
out rendering  suspicious,  at  the  least,  the  or- 
thodoxy of  the  most  shining  saints  iii  the  Ca- 
lendar. On  the  one  hand,  there  might  be 
risk  of  a  schism ;  on  the  other,  pressed  the 
urgency  and  the  influence  of  a  powerful  par- 
ty, the  impatience,  almost  the  menaces,  of  a 
great  king. 

The  real  question  was  simply  this — is  dis- 
interested love  possible  ?  Can  man  love  God 
for  his  own  sake  alone,  with  a  love,  not  ex- 
cluding, but  subordinating  all  other  persons 
and  objects,  so  that  they  shall  be  regarded 
only  in  God  who  is  All  in  All  ?  If  so,  is  it 
dangerous  to  assert  the  possibility,  to  com- 
mead  this  divine  ambition,  as  Fenelon  \i«A 


done  ?  But  the  discussion  was  complicated 
and  inflamed  by  daily  slander  and  recrimina- 
tion, by  treachery  and  insinuation,  and  by  the 
honest  anger  they  provoke  ;  by  the  schemes 
of  personal  ambition,  by  the  rivalry  of  reli- 
gious parties,  by  the  political  intrigues  of  the 
State,  and  by  the  political  intrigues  of  the 
Church ;  by  the  interests  of  a  crew  of  sub- 
altern agents,  who  loved  to  fish  in  muddy 
waters  ;  and  by  the  long  cherished  animosity 
between  Gailican  and  Ultramontanist.  Cou- 
riers pass  and  repass  continually  between 
Rome  and  Cambray,  between  Rome  and 
Paris.  The  Abb^  Bosauet  writes  constantly 
from  Rome  to  the  Bishop  of  Meauz;  the 
Abb6  de  Qhantarac  from  the  same  city  to 
the  Archbishop  of  Cambray.  Chantarac 
writes  like  a  faithful  friend  and  a  good  man ; 
he  labors  day  and  night  in  the  cause  of  Fen- 
elon ;  he  bids  him  be  of  good  cheer  and  put 
his  trust  in  God.  The  letters  of  the  Abb6 
Bossuet  to  his  uncle  are  worthy  of  a  familiar 
of  the  Inquisition.  After  circulating  calum- 
nies against  the  character  of  Madame  Guyoo, 
after  hinting  that  Fenelon  was  a  partaker  of 
her  immoralities  as  well  as  of  her  heresy*  and 
promising,  with  each  coming  post,  to  produce 
fresh  confessions  and  new  discoveries  of  the 
most  revolting  licentiousness,  he  sits  down  to 
urge  Bossuet  to  second  his  efforts  by  pro- 
curing the  banishment  of  every  friend  whom 
Fenelon  yet  has  at  court ;  and  to  secure*  by 
a  decisive  blow  in  Paris,  the  ruin  of  that 
'^  wild  beast"  Fenelon  at  Rome.  Bossuet 
lost  no  time  in  acting  on  the  suggestion  of  ao 
base  an  instrument. 

At  Paris  a  hot  war  of  letters,  pamphleti^ 
and  treatises,  was  maintained  by  the  leaden* 
whose  quarrel  everywhere  divided  the  city 
and  the  court  into  two  hostile  encampments. 
Fenelon  offered  a  resistance  Bossuet  had  never 
anticipated,  and  the  veteran  polemic  was 
deeply  mortified  to  see  public  opinion  doubt- 
ful whether  he  or  a  younger  rival  had  won 
the  laurels  in  argument  and  eloquence.  In 
an  evil  hour  for  his  fame  he  resolved  to  crush 
his  antagonist  at  all  costs ;  he  determined 
that  the  laws  of  honorable  warfare  should  be 
regarded  no  more,  that  no  confidence  sbouU 
be  any  longer  sacred.  In  the  summer  of 
1698  the  storm  burst  upon  the  head  of  the 
exile  at  Cambray.  Early  in  June*  Fenelon 
heard  that  the  Abb6  de  Beaumont,  hit 
nephew,  and  the  Abb6  de  Langeron*  his 
friend,  had  been  dismissed  in  disgrace  from 
the  office  of  sub-preceptors  to  the  young 
Duke  of  Burgundy ;  that  Dupuy  and  de  Les- 
chelles  had  been  banished  the  court  because 
\  ol  \^\«\t  ^\AA^\;\ineQt  to  him ;  that  his  brother 
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htd  been  expelled  from  the  marine,  and  a 
son  of  Madame  Guyon  from  the  gaards ;  that 
the  retiring  and  paci6c  Fleary  had  narrowly 
escaped  similar  ignominy  for  a  similar  cause; 
that  the  Dukes  of  Beauvilliers,  Chevreuse, 
and  Quiche,  were  themselves  menaced,  and 
(he  prospect  of  their  downfall  openly  dis- 
cussed ;  and  that  to  correspond  with  him  was 
hereafter  a  crime  f^ainst  the  State.  Within 
A  month,  another  Job's  messenger  brought 
him  tidings  that  Bossuet  had  produced  a 
book  entitled  An  Account  of  Quietism-^n 
attack  so  terrible  that  the  dismay  of  his  re- 
maining friends  had  almost  become  despair. 
Bossuet  possessed  three  formidable  weapons 
— his  influence  as  a  courtier,  his  authority  as 
a  priest,  his  powers  as  an  author.  He 
wielded  them  all  at  once,  and  all  of  them 
dishonorably.  If  he  was  unfair  in  the  first 
capacity,  when  he  invoked  the  thunders  of 
royalty  to  ruin  the  cause  of  a  theological  op- 
ponent— if  he  WHS  unfair  in  the  second,  when 
ne  denounced  forbearance  and  silenced  inter- 
ceasion  as  sins  against  God, — he  was  yet 
more  so  in  the  thurd,  when  he  employed  all 
his  gifts  to  weave  into  a  malignant  tissue  of 
falsehood  and  exaggeration  the  memoirs  of 
Idadame  Guyon,  the  correspondence  of  Fen- 
elon  with  Madame  Maintenon,  and  his  former 
confidential  letters  to  himself — letters  on  spi- 
ritual matters  to  a  spiritual  guide^ — letters 
which  should  have  been  sacred  as  the  secrecy 
of  the  confessional.  The  sensation  created  by 
the  Account  of  Quietism  was  prodigious.  Bos- 
suet presented  his  book  to  the  king,  whose 
approval  was  for  every  parasite  the  authen- 
tication of  all  its  slanders.  Madame  de 
liaintenon,  with  her  own  hand,  distributed 
copies  among  the  courtiers ;  in  the  salon  of 
Marly  nothing  else  was  talked  of;  in  the 
beautiful  gardens  groups  of  lords  and  ladies, 
such  as  Watteau  would  have  loved  to  paint, 
were  gathered  on  the  grass,  beside  the  foun- 
tains, beneath  the  trees,  to  hear  it  read ;  it 
was  begged,  borrowed,  stolen,  greedily 
snatched  and  delightedly  devoured ;  its  anec- 
dotes were  so  piquant,  its  style  so  sparkling, 
its  bursts  o^  indignant  eloquence  so  grand; 

fay  ladies,  young  and  old,  dandies,  wits,  and 
biertines,  found  its  scandal  so  delicious — 
Madame  Guyon  was  so  exquisitely  ridicu- 
lous— Lacombe,  so  odious  a  Tartuffe — Fen- 
elon,  so  pitiably  displumed  of  all  his  dazzling 
'virtues;  and,  what  was  best  of  all,  the  in- 
sinuations were  worse  than  the  charges — the 
book  gave  much  and  promised  more — it 
hinted  at  disclosures  more  disgraceful  yet, 
and  gave  free  scope  to  every  malicious  in- 
vention and  every  prurient  conjecture. 


The  generous  Fenelon,  more  thoughtful 
for  others  than  for  himself,  at  first  hesitated 
to  reply  even  to  such  a  provocation,  lest  he 
should  injure  the  friends  who  yet  remained 
to  him  at  Versailles.  But  he  was  s^on  con- 
vinced that  their  position,  as  much  as  his, 
rendered  an  answer  im  perati ve.  He  recei  ved 
Bossuet's  book  on  the  8th  of  July,  and  by 
the  18th  of  August  his  defence  had  been 
written,  printed,  and  arrived  at  Rome,  to 
gladden  the  heart  of  poor  Chantarac,  to  stop 
the  mouth  of  the  enemy,  and  to  turn  the  tide 
once  more  in  behalf  of  his  failing  party 
This  refutation,  written  with  such  rapidity,.  < 
and  under  such  disadvantages,  was  a  master- 
piece— it  redeemed  hb  character  from  every 
calumny — it  raised  his  reputation  to  its 
height — it  would  have  decided  a  fair  contest 
completely  in  his  favor.  It  was  composed 
when  his  spirit  was  oppressed  by  sorrow  for 
the  ruin  of  his  friends,  and  darkened  by  the 
apprehension  of  new  injuries  which  his  justi- 
fication might  provoke, — by  a  proscribed 
man  at  Cam  bray,  remote  from  the  assistance 
and  appliances  most  needful, — without  a 
friend  to  guide  or  to  relieve  the  labor  of  ar- 
ranging and  transcribing  documents,  and  of 
verifying  dates,  where  scrupulous  accuracy 
was  of  vital  importance, — when  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  procure  correct  intelligence  from  Paris^ 
and  hazardous  to  write  thither  lest  he  should 
compromise  his  correspondents, — when  even 
his  letters  to  Chantarac  were  not  safe  from 
inspection, — when  it  would  be  difficult  to 
find  a  printer  for  such  a  book,  and  yet  more 
so,  to  secure  its  circulation  in  the  metropolia. 
As  it  was,  D*Argenson,  the  lieutenant  oif  po- 
lice,-—a  functionary  portrayed  by  his  eon  tem- 
poraries as  at  once  the  ugliest  and  most  un- 
principled of  men, — seised  a  package  of  seven 
hundred  copies  at  the  gates  of  Paris.  The 
Reply  appeared,  however,  and  was  eagerly 
read.  Even  the  few  who  were  neutral,  the 
many  who  were  envious,  the  host  who  were 
prejudiced,  could  not  withhold  their  admira- 
tion from  that  lucid  and  elegant  style — that 
dignified  and  unaffected  eloquence ;  numbera 
yielded,  in  secret,  at  least,  to  the  force  of 
such  facts  and  such  arguments ;  while 
all  were  astonished  at  the  skill  and  self- 
command  with  which  the  author  had  jus- 
tified his  whole  career  without  implicating  a 
single  friend;  and,  leaving  untouched  the 
shield  of  every  other  adversary,  had  con- 
centrated all  his  force  on  exposing  the  con* 
tradicUons,  the  treachery,  and  the  falsehood 
of  Bossuet's  accusation. 

The  controversy  uow  dtvw^  Vs^  ^  ^^«^^ 


448 


THE  SOOnS  OF  ABBOIBFOBD. 


[^«g-» 


Fenelon,  and  Fenelon  rejoined  with  RemarJcB 
on  the  Remarks  of  Bossuet.  Sixty  loyal 
doctors  of  the  Sorbonne  censured  twelve  pro- 
positions in  the  Maxims,  while  Rome  was  yet 
undecided.  Towards  the  close  of  the  same 
year  ( J  698)  Loiiis  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Pope, 
yet  more  indecently  urgent  than  his  former 
one,  demanding  a  thorough  condemnation  of 
to  dangerous  a  book  ;  and  this  epistle  he 
seconded  by  depriving  Fenelon,  a  few  weeks 
afterwards,  of  the  title  and  pension  of  pre- 
ceptor— that  pension  which  Fenelon  had  once 
nobly  offered  to  return  to  a  treasury  ex- 
hausted by  ambitious  wars. 

Innocent  XII.  had  heard,  with  indignant 
sorrow,  of  the  arbitrary  measures  adopted 
against  Fenelon  and  his  friends.  He  was 
mortified  by  the  arrogance  of  Louis,  by  the 
attempts  so  openly  made  to  forestall  his  judg- 
ment. He  was  accustomed  to  say  that 
Cambray  had  erred  through  excess  of  love  to 
God,  Meaux,  by  want  of  love  to  his  neighbor. 
But  Louis  was  evidently  roused,  and  it  was 
not  safe  to  provoke  him  too  far.  After  a  last 
effort  at  a  compromise,  the  Pope  yielded,  and 
the  cardinals  pronounced  a  condemnation,  far 
less  complete,  however,  than  the  vehemence 
of  the  accusers  had  hoped  to  secure.  Twenty- 
three  propositions  extracted  from  the  Maxims 
were  censured,  but  the  pontiff  openly  declared 
jthat  such  censure  did  not  extend  to  the  ex- 
planations which  the  Archbishop  of  Cambray 
had  given  of  his  book.  This  sentence  was 
delivered  on  the  12th  of  March,  1699.  The 
submission  of  Fenelon  is  famous  in  history. 
He  received  the  intelligence  as  he  was  about 
to  ascend  the  pulpit;  he  changed  his  subject, 
and  preached  a  sermon  on  the  duty  of  sub- 
mbsion  to  superiors.  Bossuet  endeavored, 
in  vain,  to  represent  the  obedience  which  was 


the  first  to  pronounce  the  sentence  of  self- 
condemnation  as  a  profound  hypocrisy. 

Madame  Ouyon  lingered  for  four  years  a 
solitary  prisoner  in  the  dungeons  of  the 
Bastille.  In  the  same  tower  wiw  confined  the 
Man  of  the  Iron  Mask,  and  she  may  have 
heard,  in  her  ceU,  the  melancholy  notes  of  the 
guitar  with  which  her  fellow-prisoner  beguiled 
a  captivity  whose  horrors  had  then  lasted 
seven  and  thirty  years.  There,  n  constitution 
never  strong,  was  broken  down  by  the  stony 
chill  of  rigorous  winters,  and  by  the  noxious 
vapors  which  steamed  from  the  stagnant  moat 
in  summer.  She  was  liberated  in  1702,  and 
sent  to  Blois — a  picturesque  old  city,  whose 
steep  and  narrow  streets,  cut  into  innumer- 
able steps,  overlook  the  Loire ;  crowned  on 
the  one  side  by  its  fine  church,  and  on  the 
other  by  the  royal  chateau,  memorable  for 
the  murder  of  the  Guises ;  its  massive  pro- 
portions adorned  by  the  varying  tastes  of 
successive  generations,  then  newly  beautified 
after  the  designs  of  Mansard,  and  now  a  mm, 
the  delight  of  every  artist.  There  she  lived 
in  quiet,  sought  out  from  time  to  time  by 
visitors  from  distant  provinces  and  other 
lands, — as  patient  under  the  infirmity  of  de- 
clining age  as  beneath  the  persecutions  of  her 
earlier  years — finding,  as  she  had  always 
done,  some  sweet  in  every  bitter  cup,  and  a 
theme  for  praise  in  every  trial,  purified  by 
her  long  afflictions,  elevated  by  her  hope  of 
glory,  full  of  charity  and  full  of  peace,  re- 
signed and  happy  to  the  last  Her  lateil 
letter  is  dated  in  1717, — Boeanet  had  de- 
parted, and  Fenelon, — and  before  the  close  of 
that  year,  she  also,  the  subject  of  such  lonr 
and  bitter  strife,  had  been  removed  beyond 
all  the  tempests  of  this  lower  world. 


Th8  Scottb  of  Abbotsford. — Mr.  Wal- 
ler Scott  Lockhart  Scott,  of  Abbotsford,  the 
only  son  of  Mr.  Lockhart,  and  grandson  of 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  died,  unmarned,  on  the 
10th  inst.,  at  the  early  age  of  twenty-seven. 
When  Sir  Walter  died  he  left  two  sons  and  a 
grandson  to  perpetuate  the  lineage  of  his 
noose ;  and  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  that  even 
a  ehance  thought  could  have  crossed  his 
mind  that  all  three  should  die  childless  and 
abroad  in  the  short  space  of  twenty  years. 
The  only  grandchild  of  the  great  norelist 


now  alive  is  Mr.  Lockhart's  only  surviving 
child,  Mrs.  Hope.  It  was  but  a  month  ago 
that  we  were  called  on  to  chronicle  the  deadi» 
at  thirty-seven,  of  the  closest  link  in  blood 
to  Scott's  great  contemporary — Byron  ;  and 
here  are  we  now  recording  the  death,  at 
twenty-seven,  of  the  closest  link  in  blood  to 
Byron^s  great  contemporary.  Sir  Walter 
Scott.  It  seems  as  if  it  were  ordained  that  the 
children  of  the  brain  shall  be  the  sole  crea- 
tions of  great  authors  destined  to  endure.— 
Athmaum, 
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Amongrt  wids  vans  Mt  likt  •  liUla  dmI, 
As  if  it  had,  br  natarc'R  oniiDiag  hand, 
Bmd  ohoicelj  piok«d  ont  ftom  all  the  reat, 
And  laid  (orUi  for  aniample  of  tha  baiL' — Fatrit  ^imo.* 


WBKU  IB  ITT 

This  is  the  glorioni  Fntn  or  Junx  I — and 
it  ia  aet  like  «  gem  id  the  centre  of  the  Lon- 
don wuon.  Oh,  mighty,  mamtudinoos 
London,  how  ihon  tut  enjoying  thyself!  All 
thy  bravery  is  on,  all  Ihy  misery  ia  hidden  ; 
ura  here  are  youth,  beanty,  age,  wisdom, 
ralor,  genius,  loyalty,  all  eurrauDding  Queen 
Tietoria,  ginng  them  enchanting  reception, 
diapensing  regal  hospitalities — ay,  not  to  her 
own  loving  suluects  alone,  but  to  the  repre- 
Mntatives  of  alt  the  great  potentates  and 
people  of  the  earth  ;  for  raat  as  is  her  em> 
pire,  she  is  at  peace  with  all  the  world. 
1H  often  said,  and  it  has  become  splendidly 
stereotyped  in  English  phraseology,  that  the 
mn  never  sets  on  her  empire  ;  and  the  Queen, 
mneb  aa  her  anxieties  are 'Occupied  with 
north,  soath,  east,  and  west,  had  recent  rea> 
son  to  muse,  not  unpleasiogly,  on  a  certain 
little  speck  in  the  Soathem  Pacifio  Ocean, 
where  she  is  specially  loved,  and  where, 
after  their  humble  fashion,  they  celebrate 
ber  natal  day  with  flag  fluttering  gaily,  and 
bell-ringing  and  singing  and  dancing — the 
only  day,  it  seeme,  m  the  year,  in  which 
Terpsichore  can  find  time  from  her  other  en- 
gagements to  show  her  merry  face  and  foot, 
with  feathery  touch,  for  a  moment — and, 
bark !  the  boom  of  a  gun,  forsooth,  all  on 
the  same  day,  and  to  glorify  the  same  occa- 
sion I  But  what  a  gun  I  In  the  language 
of  the  inhabitants  of  this  little  paradise  of 
which  we  are  about  to  apeak,  that  gun, "  for 
fifty-Bve  years  had  been  depont^  at  tbe 
bottom  of  the  sea,  on  a  bed  of  coral,  guiltless 
of  hlood,  during  tbe  time  so  many  ibousanda 
of  mankind  became  in  Europe  food  tar  can- 
non !"  Her  Majesty,  amidst  ail  the  splendors 
which  aurroand  her,  may  hear  with  pleasure 
how  her  royal  name  was  used  at  a  certain 


tiny  speck  in  the  Pacific  Ocean,  with  all  the 
aforesaid  acoorapanimeots,  on  Tuesday  Ifaa 
24th  of  May,  18A3  :— 

"TheQneen!  tbeQaeen!  our  gracious  Qaeen ! 

Come  raise  on  high  your  voice*, 
And  let  it  by  your  smile  be  aeen 

That  every  heart  rejaces! 
Her  natal  day  we'll  celebrate 

With  ardor  and  devotion, 
And  Britain'!  festal  emulate 

In  the  Faciflc  Ocean! 


•*  Now  tet  Old  En|[iand's  flag  be  si 
That  flag  long-famed  in  atorj ; 

And  as  it  waves  above  our  head. 
We'll  think  npon  Its  ^lory  ! 

Then  flre  THit  Gna — ibe  Bounty's  Gnn — 


Well  all  unite  in  singing — 

"  Ibe  Queen  !  the  Queen  !  God  bleu  the  Queen  '■ 

And  all  hsr  royal  kindred ; 
Prolonged  and  happy  be  her  reipi — 

Br  faction  never  hindered  \ 
May  high  and  low,  the  rich  and  poor, 

The  happy  or  distreaeed. 
O'er  her  wide  realm,  from  ahore  to  shore, 

Ariae  and  call  her  blesned  !" 

These  are  words  that  come  echoing  cheer- 
ily from  the  Pacific,  and  may  fitly  find  their 
way  to  the  regal  solitudes  of  Osborne  and 
Balmoral.  Both  Queen  and  Prince  know 
who  wrote  theae  lines  of  simple  loyalty  and 
love ;  nay,  they  have  eeen  and  spoken  with 
him,  and  that  within  theee  last  few  months, 
and  at  Osborne  aforesaid.  But  he  has  since 
travelled  from  the  royal  presence,  exhilarated 
with  its  cheering  brightoeag,  t«n  thousand 
miles  and  more,  and  doubtless  joined  in  sinic- 
ing  these  same  verses  at  that  speck  in  the 
Pacific,  on  the  24th  of  May,  now  immediate- 
ly last  past.  The  news  has  come  r«ther 
quickly,  to  be  sure ;  but  there  ia  the  fact — 
and  it  has  also  come  without  the  aid  of  the 
submerged  cleatria  win  I 
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Well !  where  is  it  f    Tis  Qneeo  Victoria's 
— but  somewhat  out  of  the  reach  of  her  gay 
little  Fairy,  and,  therefore,  the  Qaeen  may 
never  take  a  trip  to  see  it !     Four  years  ago, 
a  French  military  gentleman  made  his  ap- 
pearance there  with  a  party  of  friends,  all  in 
military  uniform,  and  politely  asked,  through 
our  poet,  of   whom  more  anon,  in  broken 
English,  "  Veder  de  people   had  heard  of 
Prince  Louis  Napoleon  and  de  French  Re- 
publique?  and  would  dey  enlist  demselves 
under  it  ?*'     And  then  he  took  out  a  paper 
for  their  signatures ;  but  our  poet  aforesaid 
quietly  pointed  to  the  little  English  flag  wav- 
ing over  their  heads  at  that  moment,  assured 
the  complaisant  visitor  that  they  knew  all 
about  Louis  Napoleon  and  the  French  Re- 
public, but  that  all  the  people  there  were 
faithful  subjects  of  Victoria,  Quksn  of 
England  ;  on  which  the  polite  Frenchman 
bowed,  begged  pardon,  returned  the  paper 
to  his  pocket,  and  said,  that  ''  he  did  not 
know   it  was  a  colony  !"     Nor  is  it ;  but 
its  inhabitants  are  entirely   English ;   and. 
Bays  their  recent  historian,  "  such  a  loyal 
and  united  community,  as  a  whole,  cannot 
be  found  in  any  of  the  colonies  or  dependen- 
cies of  the  British  empire  1    The   English 
union- jack  is  hoisted  on  all  grand  occasions, 
and  lo  England  the  people  would  look  for 
protection,  ahould  any  attempt  be  made  to 
disturb  their  position."     Ay,  and  as  fast  as 
steam  or  sail  could  bring  their  protectors, 
they  wuuld  go  1     And  one  of  them — as  brave 
and  good  an  admiral  as  ever  strode  quarter- 
deck— has  recently  been  to  this  mysterious 
place,   and   speaks  of    it  as   we    do.     "I 
stayed,"  says  he, "  four  days  upon  that  speck 
on  the  ocean,  but  rising  like  a  paradise  on 

its  bosom  1" 

"  Away  !  away  !"  says  one  who  accompanied 
him,  ''  we  are  off  to  the  world  again,  truly 
sorry  to  leave  this  island ;  their  happiness  in 
this  life  consists  solely  in  virtue,  and  their 
virtue  is  their  truest  pleasure  !*'  Ay,  ad- 
miral !  as  you  stood  on  the  quarter-deck, 
while  your  noble  ship  fired  twenty-one  guni 
in  honor  of  her  Majesty's  flag,  they  said, 
in  thundering  tones,  "  Queen  Victoria  will 
protect  you/'  as  far  as  she  can ;  but,  dear 
Islanders,  you  are  safe  under  the  protection 
of  a  higher  Power,  who  listens  well- pleased 
to  the  voice  of  prayer  and  praise  ever  as- 
cending the  heavens  from  your  swelling 
wilderness  of  waters. 

But  where  is  it  ?  If  we  had  an  eight  thou- 
sand mile  boring  iron,  after  it  had  passed 
through  heaven  only  knows  how  many  miles, 
as  Humboldt  would  tell  us,  of  boiling  gramte. 


and  vacant  space,  or  water,  or  whatever  else 
constitutes  the  globe  which  is  faTored  with 
the  exbtence  of  London  fat  which  point  the 
boring  iron  would  enter),  it  would  come  pok- 
ing out  at  the  antipodes,  not  so  very  far  from 
our  little  paradise.    We  say,  not  so  very  (nx 
— but,  in  operations  on  so  grand  a  scale,  wa 
must  be  allowed  literally  a  little  latitude — 
and  longitude.     But  our  island  (for  island  it 
is)  is  to  be  found  in  the  waters  which  con- 
tain the  island-home  of  immortal  Robinson 
Crusoe  1    No  gold  has  been  found  there,  but 
a  much  more  remarkable  article.     Yet  it  will 
tempt  none  of  our  venturous  Califomian  and 
Australian  emigrants  to  go  in  quest  of  it — 
it  is  Virtue  grown  out  of  Vice  ! — Innocxnck 
out  of  Guilt  1     Ah  1  what  a  thrilling  page 
of  man's  history  chronicles  that  same  JitUe 
spot !    Let  us  read  it  off  in  our  way,  and  take 
our  own  time  in  doing  it.     We^ought  all  to 
take  pains  with  our  task ;  for— ahall  we  say 
it  ? — Mao  A  is  no  stranger  to  that  little  par- 
adise !    And  well  we  knew,  from  that  saiiie 
poet  of  whom  we  have  been  speaking,  and 
whom  we  ourselves  saw  shortly  before  he 
was  seen  by  Majesty,  that  they  have  read 
— and   perhaps   they  are  at  this  moment 
reading — what  has  been  given  to  the  world 
from  these   pages.     And  patient  confiding 
reader,  rarely  have  they  contained  anythinffto 
compare,  in  interest  and  instructivenesa,  with 
the  events  which  we  shall  try  now  to  present 
to  you  as  some  #f  them  have  recently  come 
under  our  own  notice ;  and  we  shall,  for  a 
reason  of  our  own,  reserve,  till  somewhat 
advanced  in  our  story,  all  indication  of  the 
source  from  which  we  have  taken  it.     Those 
events  are  of  a  nature  to  arrest  the  attention, 
and  occasionally  to  agitate  and  excite  the 
hearts  and  imaginations  of  all   classes  of 
readers.     Some  of  them  are  old,  others  new, 
and  both  thoroughly  authentic ;  but  the  for- 
mer acquire  a  vivid  and  charming  air  of 
novelty  from  their  connection  with  the  latter. 

THE   MUTINY. 

Lieutenant  Bligh  had  been  for  several 
years  sailing-master  in  the  Resolution  (d 
the  celebrated  circumnavigator.  Captain 
Cook ;  and  in  the  year  1787  was  intrusted 
with  the  command  of  his  majesty  King 
George  the  Third's  armed  ship  the  Bounty^ 
on  an  interesting  expedition  to  the  South 
Sea  Islands — namely,  acting  on  the  sugges- 
tion of  Sir  Joseph  Banks,  who  had  visited 
Otaheite  with  Captain  Cook  in  1769 — to  try 
the  experiment  of  introducing  plants  of  the 
bread-fruit  tree,  which  supplm  their  food  to 
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the  Otaheitans,  into  the  West  Indies.  The 
Bounty  set  sail  from  Spithead  orv  the  23d 
December,  1787.  Mr.  Bligh  was  then  in  the 
yery  prime  of  life — about  thirty-three  years 
of  age.  He  returned  to  England  and  landed 
at  Portsmouth  on  the  14th  of  March,  1790  ; 
having  experienced,  during  that  brief  interval, 
such  a  disastrous  adventure  as  will,  with  its 
incidents,  always  associate  his  name  with  one 
of  the  most  painfully  interesting  passages  in 
our  naval  history,  now  little  he  thought  of 
it  as  he  issued  in  buoyant  spirits  from  Spit- 
head!  The  Bounty  was  of  215  tons  burden, 
and,  including  Bligh,  a  botanist,  and  a  gar- 
dener, carried  forty-six  persons.  On  the 
26th  of  the  ensuing  October,  they  reached 
Otaheite  fnow  called  Tahiti),  and  met  with  a 
Tery  frienaly  reception  from  the  natives,  who 
supplied  them  in  abundance  with  roasted  pig 
and  bread-fruit  during  a  delightful  stay  of 
six  months,  during  which  Mr.  Bligh  succeed- 
ed in  collecting  upwards  of  a  thousand  plants 
of  the  bread-fruit  tree.  With  these  they  quit- 
ted Tahiti  in  the  spring  of  1789,  on  their  way 
to  the  West  Indies.  Mr.  Bligh,  though  an 
able  commander,  seems  to  have  been  of  a 
somewhat  hasty  temper ;  and  it  is  possible 
that  he  and  the  master's  mate,  Mr.  Fletcher 
Christian,  lived  not  on  the  best  terms  together. 
The  latter  was  a  young  man,  only  twenty- four 
years  old,  of  respectable  family,  of  talent  in 
his  profession,  and  possessed  of  a  daring  and 
adventurous  spirit. 

On  the  evening  of  the  27th  of  April  1789, 
the  commander  invited  him  to  supper,  but 
he  declined  ;  having,  doubtless,  by  that  time 
conceived  the  audacious  purpose  which  he 
afterwards  so  quickly  carried  into  effect. 
This  memorable  night  was  one  distinguished 
even  in  the  tropical  regions  for  its  tranquil 
loveliness;  and  we  may  conceive  the  command- 
er of  the  Bounty t  as  his  vessel  softly  clave 
the  sparkling  waters,  and  his  sails  glistened 
in  the  silver  moonlight,  pacing  the  deck,  and 
enjoying  the  beauty  of  the  hour.  But  who 
can  tell  what  an  hour  may  bring  forth  ?  He 
was  woke  out  of  sleep  at  break  of  day  by  a 
startling  vision — his  cabin  full  of  men  armed 
with  pistols  and  cutlasses,  headed  by  Mr. 
Christian!  On  his  calling  out  to  know  what 
they  meant,  a  voice  sternly  exclaimed,  "  Hold 
your  tongue,  sir,  or  you  are  dead  this  instant !" 
With  oaths  and  great  violence  they  tied  his 
hands  behind  his  back,  without  giving  him 
time  to  dress ;  and  then,  hurrying  him  on 
deck,  forced  him,  with  eighteen  persons, 
chiefly  officers,  superior  and  petty,  into  the 
ship's  launch,  flinging  to  them  about  32  lb. 
of  poric,  150  lb.  of  bread,  28  gallons  of  water. 


6  quarts  of  rum,  6  bottles  of  wine,  4  cutlass- 
es, a  quadrant,  a  compass,  and  a  small  quanti- 
ty of  canvas,  twine,  and  cordage.  The  heart- 
less mutineers  then  sailed  away,  leaving  their 
unfortunate  commander,  and  almost  all  his 
officers — nineteen  persons — in  a  boat  on  the 
Pacific  Ocean  only  23  feet  long,  and  6  feet  9 
inches  broad,  heavily  laden,  and  without  any 
awning !  Could  the  mutineers  have  foreseen 
what  was  in  store  fnr  them,  they  would  not 
have  dared  a  retributive  Providence,  and 
might  have  reflected  a  little  on  an  old  English 
maxim — "  Begin  nothing  of  which  you  have 
not  well  considered  tlie  end^  Which  fared 
worse,  the  mutineers  or  their  victims,  remains 
to  be  seen.  We  shall  rapidly  follow  the  course 
of each. 

THE   BOAT   ADRIFT. 

Here  is  scope  for  the  imagination,  and  for 
sympathy.  What  will  be  thought  of  a  slight 
open  boat,  thus  crammed  with  human  beings, 
performing  a  voyage  across  the  ocean  of  near- 
ly four  thousand  miles  ?  Well  indeed,  and 
often,  might  they  have  exclaimed,  on  their 
lonely  and  perilous  voyage, 

"  Ye  gentlemen  of  England,  that  dwell  at  home 

at  ease, 
Ah  !  little  do  you  think  upon  the  dangers  of  the 

seas!" 

The  ship  left  the  hapless  boat's  crew  at 
about  thirty  miles  distance  from  Tofoa,  one 
of  the  Friendly  Islands,  and  the  first  thing 
the  latter  attempted  was  to  land  at  the  is- 
land, to  procure  bread-fruit  and  water.  The 
savages,  however,  received  them  barbarously, 
attacking  them  with  stones,  and  beat  them 
off  the  island,  where  they  left  dead  one  of 
their  number,  who  had  gallantly  remained 
last  on  shore  to  push  the  boat  off.  The  sava- 
ges surrounded  and  killed  him  on  the  spot, 
and  others  pushed  off  in  canoes  to  attack 
the  unfortunate  boat's  crew,  who,  it  must  be 
remembered,  had  not  been  vouchsafed  a  sin- 
gle piece  of  firearms  for  their  protection. 
jSome  cloths  thrown  into  the  water  to  amuse 
their  pursuers,  however,  diverted  their  atten- 
tion ;  and  Mr.  Bligh  and  his  friends  escaped 
massacre.  But  what  was  now  to  be  done  ? 
Whither  were  they  to  direct  their  course  ? 

*'  The  world  was  all  before  them,  where  to  choose 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  their  guide  !*' 

After  much  consideration,  Mr.  Bligh  obtain- 
ed his  companions'  concurrence  in  a  proposal 
to  make  for  a  Dutch  settlement  on  the  island 
of  Timor  (pC  YilivoJi  \kk»^  >isAi«  ^wj^c^i&^Xs^ 
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the  name),  a  digtance  of  3618  miles !  The 
gunwales  of  the  boat  were  onlj  six  inches 
above  the  water,  and  it  is  easy  to  imagine 
the  misery  to  which  eighteen  people  were 
to  be  so  long  consigned,  even  regarding  only 
their  cabin^»   cribbed,  con6ned  condition: 
they  were  to  traverse  the  ocean  by  day,  by 
night,  in  all  weathers,  over  a  space  of  com- 
paratively unexplored  ocean,  equal  to  nearly 
a  sixth  of  the  entire  circumference  of  the 
globe.    They  started  upon  their  voyage  on 
the  2d  of  May ;  all  Mr.  Bligh's  company  hav- 
ing solemnly  promised  him  to  be  content  with 
one  ounce  of  bread  and  a  quarter  of  a  pint  of 
water  JEW  day  a- piece.  One  half  of  them  were 
to  be  on  the  look-out,  while  the  others  lay 
down  in  the  boat's  bottom :  and  not  having 
room  to  stretch  their  limbs,  and  being  expos- 
ed to  constant  wet  and  colds,  they  suffered, 
poor  souls !  quickly  and  severely  from  cramps, 
which  almost  disabled  them  from  moving  a 
limb.  What  a  look-out  by  day  and  by  night ! 
One  can  imagine  them  often  gazing  down  into 
the  "depth  beneath  them — within  a  few  in- 
ches from  its  surface,  and  watching  the  dark 
shadows  of  the  sharks  flitting  around  them, 
waiting  for  a  banquet,   which   any   sudden 
caprice  or  accident  might  hnnfr  them  !  After 
five  days'  sail,  they  were  Startled  to  find  two 
large  canoes,  filled  with  cannibals,  making 
toward  them  at  top  speed  from  the  Fecjee  is- 
lands. The  canoes  continued  the  chase  till 
within  two  miles*  distance,  when  they  gave 
it  up.     Sharks  beneath,  cannibals  behind, 
storms  above  and  below ! — what  sources  of 
fear  and  misery !  what  long  hours  of  loneli- 
ness and  terror  must  have  been  theirs  ?  They 
encountered  tremendous  thunder-storms — by 
one  of  them,  shortly  after  starting  on  their 
voyage,   they  were  very  nearly  swamped  ; 
vet  these  brave  and  good  souls  placed  their 
hopes  in  God,  to  whom  they  often  addressed 
a  devout  prayer,  composed  for  them  by  their 
commander,  partly  from  his  recollection  of 
the  Prayer-book.   He  wrote  it   in   a  small 
blank  signal-book,  now  extant ;  and  it  contains 
a  humble  confession  of  sins  on  the  part  of 
those  suffering  under  the  divine  chastisement, 
invokes  the   protection  of  the  Almighty  in 
their  misery  and  danger,  and  returns  thanks 
to  Him  who  spared  their  lives  from  day  to 
day.    Poor  Bligh  tried  as  long  as  he  could  to 
note  a  few  observations,  chiefly  of  places  he 
passed,  in  this  book ;  and  this  blotted  and 
weather-stained  document,  an  affecting  relic, 
is  now  in  the  possession  of  his  daughters. 
•*  It  is  with  the  utmost  difficulty,"  he  says, 
"  that  I  can  open  a  book  to  write ;  and  I  feel 
truly  sensible  I  can  do  no  more  than  point 


out  where  these  lands  are  to  be  found,  and 
give  some  idea  of  their  extent."  It  was  for- 
tunate, indeed,  that  no  quarrels  or  dissenstoos 
seem  to  have  broken  out  among  the  little 
crew.     Had  it  been  so,  what  miffht  not  have 
been  the  consequence  ?  As  early  as  the  8th 
of  May,  the  allowance  of  food  to  each  waa 
necessarily  reduced  to  one  and  a  half  ounce 
of  pork,  half  a  pint  of  cocoa-nut  milk,  an  ounce 
of  bread,  and  a  tea-spoonful  of  rum,  Bliffh 
measuring  out  the  allowance  very  accurate^, 
by  means  of  a  pair  of  scales  which  he  made 
out  of  two  cocoa-nutshells,  while  a  pistol-bul- 
let (of  twenty -five  to  the  pound)  served  as  a 
weight  to  fix  the  allowance  of  bread  to  each. 
The  half  pint  of  cocoa-nut  milk,  however,  was 
soon  further  reduced  to  a  quarter ;  and  as  for 
the  bread,  wetted  and  decayed  as  it  waa,  and 
doled  out  thus  by  bullet-weight,  it  was  eaten 
with  the  utmost  relish.  A  fearful  storm  of 
thunder  and  lightning  drenched  them  to  the 
skin,  yet  proved  a  timely  godsend,  for  it  pro- 
duced them  twenty  gallons  of  water.  This  was 
dealt  out  three  times  a  dav,  in  a  small  horn 
cup  two  inches  deep  ana  two  in  diameter, 
and  round  it  was  written  by  Bligh,  "Allow- 
ance of  water  three  times  a-day."  He  took 
his  own  meals  out  of  a  small  gourd,  round 
which  he  also  wrote,  *'  The  cup  I  eat  my  mise- 
rable hllowance  out  of."  The  bullet  was  after- 
wards set  in  a  metal  plate,  on  which  Bligh 
inscribed,  *'  This  bullet,  I-25th  of  a  lb.,  was 
the    allowance  of  bread   which   supported 
eighteen  men  for  forty-eight  days,  served  to 
each  person  three  times  a-day,  under  the 
command  of  Captain  William  Bligh,  from  the 
28th  April  1789  to  the  14th  June  following." 
All  these  deeply -interesting  relics  are  now  in 
the  hands  of  his  daughters.    From  the  10th 
of  May  they  encountered   a  succession  of 
storms,  with  frequent  thunder  and  lightning, 
the  sea  constantly  breaking  over  the  boat,  and 
nearly  filling  it  with  water,  which  they  had 
to  bale  out  as  quickly  as  possible  to  prevent 
being  swam  ped ;  yet  most  of  them  were  serious- 
ly weakened  and  ill,  from  cramps  and  spasms. 
They  gained  some  slight  relief  by  adopting 
a  suggestion  of  their  thoughtful  command- 
er.— viz.,  they  all  took  off  their  clothes,  steep- 
ed in  rain- wet,  and  wrung  them  in  the  salt  wa- 
ter, which  produced  some  little  warmth  to 
their  shivering  limbs.  What  a  sight  these  un- 
fortunate beings,  thus  engaged  on  the  lonely 
ocean,  must  have  presented  to  a  pitying  be- 
holder !    To  aggravate  their  disastrous  condi- 
tion, their  little  store  of  bread  had  become 
soaked  in  the  salt  water,  which  had  broken 
over  them  incessantly ;  and  even  of  their  sor- 
ry fare,  their  pittance,  by  the  24th  May,  was 
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reduced  to  l-26lli  of  a  lb.  for  breakfast,  and 
the  like  quantity  for  dinner,  omitting  aupper  I 
On  the  25tb,  they  succeeded  in  capturing  one 
«  or  two  aea-fowl  that  came  so  near  the  boat 
(which  must  have  been  indeed  a  novel  sight 
to  them)  as  enabled  the  mariners  to  catch 
them  with  the  hand !  They  were  of  the  size 
of  a  pigeon,  and  each  was  cut  into  eighteen 
pieces,  and  eaten,  of  course,  uncooked.  About 
this  time  the  heat  of  the  sun  became  so  in- 
tense that  it  caused  a  languor  and  faintness 
which  made  them  weary  of  life.  On  the  morn- 
ing of  the  29th  they  found  themselves  within 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  rocks  on  which  the  sea 
was  breaking  furiously,  but  they  contrived  to 
haul  off,  and  so  escape  instant  destruction. 
They  were  able  to  steer  through  an  opening 
in  the  reef,  and  found  a  small  island  within 
it,  which  Bligh  named  '*  Island  of  Direction." 
"  We  had,"  says  he,  **  returned  God  thanks 
for  His  gracious  protection  ;  and  with  much 
content  took  our  miserable  allowance  of  a  25th 
of  a  lb.  of  bread,  and  a  quarter  of  a  pint  of 
water  (with  which  they  had  been  furnished, 
it  will  be  remembered,  by  the  thunder- storm V 
At  length  they  began  to  near  New  Hollana, 
and  landed  on  a  fine  sandy  bay  in  an  island 
near  the  main,  where  they  luxuriated  on  oyS' 
iers,  water,  and  berries,  and  slept  comfortably 
all  ni^ht ;  but  as  they  were  preparing  in  the 
mornmg  to  leave,  they  found  a  large  party  of 
natives  armed  with  spears,  running  and  hal- 
looing towards  them — whether  friendly  or 
not,  Mr.  Bligh  and  his  companions  did  not 
pause  to  ascertain,  but  put  off  safely  to  sea. 
On  the  3 1st  they  landed  at  another  little  is- 
land, where  they  again  found  oysters ;  and  it 
may  be  said,  in  a  sad  way,  that  they  indeed 
'*  astonished  the  natives,  on  whom  they  sup- 
ped heartily.  On  the  evening  of  the  3d  June 
they  succeeded  in  threading  their  way  through 
a  most  difficult  and  dangerous  passage  (the 
Endeavor  Straits),  and  were  again  in  the 
open  ocean  ;  but  here  again  they  had  to  en- 
counter long-continued  wet  and  stormy  wea- 
ther, from  which  their  exhausted  frames 
suffered  very  severely.  Incessant  fatigue,  and 
exposure  to  cold  and  wet,  overpowered  the 
strongest  among  them,  and  several  seemed 
at  the  point  of  death.  During  all  these  ter- 
rible trials,  the  noble-spirited  commander 
contrived  to  support  their  sinking  spirits  by 
every  exertion  to  distract  and  amuse  their  at- 
tention, he  himself  all  the  while  as  exhausted 
as  themselves.  At  length,  however,  his  for- 
titude and  constancy  were  rewarded ;  for,  be- 
hold !  at  3  A.M.  of  the  12th  June,  their  eyes 
were  ravished  with  a  sigh  t  of  their  long-sighed- 
for  point  of  destination  I  Timor  I  Timor  t — the 


island  of  Timor  was  in  sight !  Ah,  who  shall 
tell  the  thrill  of  ecstasy  that  shot  through 
the  hearts  of  the  weather-beaten  and  all  but 

{)ro6trate  boat's  orew,  as  they  first  saw  the  is- 
and,  and  found  themselves  nearing  it  1  What 
pious  gratitude  filled  them  towards  their  good 
GK>d,  in  whose  hands  are  all  the  waters  of  the 
^arth,  and  who  had  conducted  them  through 
such  unexampled  perils  1 

On  the  14th  June  they  landed  at  the  Dutch 
settlement  of  Coupang,  after  having  been 
forty-eight  long  days  and  nights  in  this  open 
boat  on  the  ocean,  and  received  a  most  hearty 
and  hospitable  welcome  from  the  governor 
and  all  the  other  residents.  On  the  30  th  of 
August  Mr.  Bligh  sailed  with  his  surviving 
crew  (for  one  di^  of  fever  at  Timor),  taking 
with  him  the  launch  in  which  they  had  cross- 
ed the  ocean,  for  Batavia;  and  afterwards 
homeward  with  eleven  out  of  the  original 
eighteen,  the  others  having  died  or  preferred 
remaining  in  Batavia.  He  landed  safe  at  Ports- 
mouth on  the  14th  March  1790.  His  cruel 
case  was  instantly  made  known,  and  attracted 
universal  sympathy.  He  was  quickly  promot- 
ed, served  with  great  distinction  at  the  bat- 
tles of  Camperdown  and  Copenhagen,  at  the 
latter  of  which  he  commanded  a  ship  under 
Lord  Nelson  ;  and  was  afterwards  appointed 

fovemor  of  New  South  Wales,  and  ultimately 
ecame  a  vice-admiral.  Thenceforth  he  lived 
happily  in  the  bosom  of  his  family,  and  died 
in  London,  in  the  year  1817,  aged  sixty-three. 

BKTRIBUnON. 

The  atrocious  act  of  mutiny  and  piracy  ex- 
cited, as  may  well  be  imagined,  universal  in- 
dignation in  Enffland ;  and  a  frigate  (the  Pan' 
dora),  under  the  command  of  Captain  Ed- 
waras,  was  forthwith  despatched  to  the  site 
of  it,  with  orders  to  visit  the  Society  and 
Friendly  Islands,  and  seize  and  bring  home 
all  the  mutineers  they  might  discover.  The 
Pandora  arrived  at  Matavai  Bay,  off  Ota- 
heite,  on  the  23d  March  1791 ;  and  three  of 
the  offenders  immediately  came  on  board,  sur- 
rendered themselves,  and  were  instantly  put 
in  irons.  Eleven  more  were  seized  at  Otabeite, 
and  also  put  in  irons.  Two  of  the  original 
mutineers,  who  had  landed  at  Otaheite,  were 
dead — after  one  of  them  had  become  a  king, 
and  been  shortly  afterwards  murdered  by 
the  other,  who  was  himself  instantly  stoned 
to  death  by  the  natives.  No  tidings  could 
be  gained  of  the  remaining  nine  mutineers, 
nor  of  the  Bounty  ;  and  after  making  all  pos- 
sible efforts  to  discover  them,  the  frigate, 
with  her  fourteen  mutineers  lying  in  irons  in 
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«  efige  on  the  afl«r  part  of  the  quarter-deck, 
only  elevea  feet  in  length,  called  "Pandora's 
Boi,"  set  off  homewa^.  She  was  wrecked, 
howeTer,  on  a  coral  reef  off  New  Holland,  on 
the  Qdth  AugDst,  1791,  and  the  crew  had 
to  navigate  a  thousand  miles  in  open  boats. 
Four  of  the  matioeers  went  down,  ia  their 
irons,  with  the  Pandora ;  others  of  their 
companionB  succeeded,  with  despemte  efforts, 
in  disengaging  themselves  from  their  irons. 
Thirty  of  the  crew  also  perished.  Captain 
Edwards,  and  his  Burviving  men  and  prison- 
ers, succeeded  in  reaching  a  sandy  qQay,only 
ninety  yards  long  by  sixty  wide, — a  miserable 
•pot,  where  they  all  were  nearly  consumed, 
onder  a  vertical  sun,  from  the  insupportable 
beat  of  which  the  wretched  prisoners  had  no 
other  defeooti  but  to  bury  themselves  up  to 
their  necks  in  the  baming  sands  I  The  cap- 
tain and  hiB  men  had  tents  made  of  boats' 
aatls ;  bnthe  deemed  it  consistent  with  duty 
to  refuse  the  slightest  shelter  or  protection  to 
bis  wretched  prisonen  I  One  of  them  was 
a  young  gentleman,  named  Peter  Heywood, 
not  sixteen  years  old  at  the  time  of  the  mu- 
tiny, in  which  he  had  taken  no  voluntary 
part.  The  only  article  h»  saved  from  the 
wreck  was  a  Common-Prayer  Book,  which 
he  held  between  his  teeth  as  he  swam  to 
shore  for  his  life.  He,  with  his  guilty  sur- 
viving companions,  resched  England,  heavily 
chained  and  almost  in  rags,  on  the  19th 
June,  1702.  On  the  I2th  September,  he 
and  his  nine  fellow- mutineers  were  brought  to 
a  court-mHrtial  at  Portsmouth,  on  board  the 
Duke,  the  president  being  Lord  Hood.  On 
the  sixth  day  the  court  acquitted  four  of  the 
ten,  and  found  the  remaining  sii  guilty  of  the 
capital  offence  of  running  away  with  the 
ship,  and  deserting  His  Majesty's  service. 
Among  these  latter  was  poor  Peter  Hay- 
wood. They  uere  sentenced  to  be  hanged 
by  the  neck  on  board  one  of  His  Majesty's 
ships  of  war;  bat  two  of  tliem,  Peter  Hey- 
wood and  another,  were  recommended  to  His 
Majesty's  mercy.  Two  days  nfterwarda,  the 
unfortunate  young  gentleman  wrote  a  letter 
to  a  clergyman,  a  friend  of  his  family,  con- 
tuning  the  following  remarkable  and  affect- 
ing passages : 

"OnTneeday  mornine,  the  I8th  iiwtant,  the 
dr«aJfiil  tenlenee  nf  death  wsb  prouoaneed  Dpon 
me,  to  which  (being  the  just  decree  of  ihsl  Divine 
Providence  who  first  gave  me  breath)  I  bow  my 
devoted  head  with  thit  fariituile,  cheerfnlnesB, 
and  re»ignalion,  which  is  the  duly  at  every  mem- 
her  of  the  church  of  our  biesied  Saviour  and  Re- 
deemet  Christ  Jeaas.  To  him  alone  I  now  look 
fortaecor,  in  (uH  hope  thai  perfaapa  a  i«w  daja 


more  will  <^en  to  the  view  of  my  astonished  and 
fearful  soul  His  kingdom  or  eternal  and  ineoa)- 
prehenaibte  bllw,  prepared  only  for  the  righteoaa 
of  heart.  I  have  not  been  foond  guilty  of  the  ' 
siifchtest  act  or  the  detestaUe  crime  or  mntiBy, 
but  am  doomed  to  die  for  not  being  active  in  mj 
endeavor  to  sappreu  it.  Could  the  evidences 
who  appeared  in  the  cnurt-marlial  be  tried,  they 
would  also  Kofibr  for  the  same  and  only  crime  of 
which  I  have  been  guilty.  But  J  am  to  be  the 
victim.  Alas!  my  youtnfnl  inexperience,  and  no 
depravity  of  will,  is  the  sole  eanae  to  which  I  can 
atuibalo  my  misfortunes.  But.  so  far  from  re- 
pining at  my  fate,  I  receive  it  with  a  dreadfal 
bind  of  Joy,  composure,  and  serenity  of  mind, 
well  assured  that  it  has  pleased  God  to  point  me 
out  as  a  lubiect,  through  whom  some  nsefal. 
tboueh  at  present  nosearchahle  intention  of 
the  divine  altribntea  may  be  carried  into  ezses- 
tion  for  the  future  benefii  of  my  country.  Then 
why  ahould  I  repine  at  bein)[  ii«de  a  tacTifioe  lor 
the  good  of  perhaps  thounnds  of  my  fellow-cria- 
lures  T    Forbid  it,  Heaven !" 

On  the  24tb  October,  1792,  be  and 
another  received  a  free,  unconditional  pardon; 
another  was  respited,  and  ultimately  pardon* 
ed  ;  and  three  were  banged  at  the  yard-arm, 
a  miserable  spectacle,  in  Portsmouth  harbor, 
on  board  the  Brunttoiek.  When  Captaai 
Montague,  two  days  before  the  execution, 
read  young  Peter  Heywood  His  Majesty's 
gracious  pardon,  the  yonth  addressed  him  in 
the  foliowiog  noble  strain  : 

"  Sir,  when  the  sentence  of  the  law  was  passed 
upon  me,  I  received  it,  1  trust,  as  became  a  man ; 
and  if  it  had  been  carried  Into  execution,  I  shonU 
have  met  my  fate,  I  hope,  in  a  manner  becoming 
a  Christian.  Your  admonition  cannot  fail  to 
maliea  lasting  impression  upon  my  mind.  I  re- 
ceive nitb  gratitude  my  sovereisu's  mercy,  for 
whicli  my  future  life  shall  be  faithfully  devoted 

And  ffuthfully  his  future  life  redeemed  bis 
pledge.  He  immediately  re-entered  His  Ma- 
jesty's service,  rose  in  it  rapidly  to  high  sta- 
tion, greatly  distinguished  himself,  and  died 
in  honorable  retirement  in  the  year  188),  in 
his  58th  year.  His  considerate  and  discrim- 
inating judges,  after  weighing  all  the  facta 
of  the  case,  regarded  him  as  having  been 
more  unfortunate  than  criminal,  from  his 
youth,  the  coercion  under  which  be  had  la- 
bored, and  the  absence  of  any  proof  that  be 
had  taken  part  in  the  outrage  inflicted  on  his 
commander,  or  bis  fellow-victims.  His  early 
misfortunes  saddened  and  sobered  him  for 
life;  be  became  the  idol  of  those  who  were 
placed  either  over  or  under  him ;  and  it 
stands  recorded  of  him  by  one  of  our  naval 
[  vtmHialiA,  "  ^klBA.  bu  kin^  and  constry  never 
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bad  a  more  faithful  serrant,  nor  the  naval 
service  a  more  worthy  and  respectable  mem- 
ber." 

THE  1II88IKO   MUnKBBRS. 

It  seems  difficult  to  assign  adequate  motives 
for  the  mutiny  of  the  Bounty,  or  at  least  to 
imagine  the  ulterior  objects  of  its  perpetra- 
tors. Fletcher  Christian,  the  ringleader, 
was  a  gentleman  by  birth  and  education, 
brother  of  Professor  Christian,  the  annotator 
of  Blackstone*s  Commentaries,  and  Chief- 
Justice  of  Ely ;  while  Mr.  Young,  one  of  the 
midshipmen  who  shared  his  desperate  ven- 
ture, was  the  nephew  of  a  baronet.  What 
could  such  men  have  imagined  would  be 
their  destiny?  What,  for  instance,  could 
ihey  do  with  their  kind's  ship  ?  What  plea- 
sure could  they  have  m  spending  the  rest  of 
their  lives  among  savages  ? 

It  was  twenty  years  before  the  slightest 
trace  of  them  could  be  detected,  but  then 
their  deplorable  fate  became  known.  It 
seems  that  as  soon  as  they  had  turned  adrift 
their  commander,Christian  sailed  for  an  island 
MO  miles  south  of  Otaheite,  intending  to  land 
there  ;  but  the  inhabitants  refusing  to  allow 
them,  they  returned  to  Otaheite.  Once  more 
they  went  to  the  island  in  question,  were 
again  repulsed  by  the  natives,  and  once  more 
repaired  to  Otaheite.  It  was  now  necessary 
for  them  to  consider  seriously  how  they  were 
to  dispose  of  themselves.  AH  but  nine  re- 
solved to  settle  at  Otaheite,  Christian  and 
his  eight  companions  resolving  to  try  their 
fortunes  elsewhere.  It  so  happened  that  he 
bad  found  in  the  Bounty,  among  its  com- 
mander's books,  a  copy  of  Commander  Car- 
taret's  Voyagt  Round  the  World  ;  and  among 
bis  other  discoveries,  the  author  mentions  a 
very  little  island  which  he  first  saw  on  the 
2nd  July,  1767,  in  the  South  Pacific  Ocean  ; 
"it  appeared,"  he  said,  "like  a  great  rock 
rising  out  of  the  sea,"  and  was  so  high  as  to 
be  visible  at  more  than  fifteen  leagues  dis- 
tance  Its  highest   point  rose 

1008  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  and  in 
clear  weather  could  be  seen  at  forty  miles' 
distance.  As  it  was  first  seen  by  a  young 
gentleman  named  Pitcairn,  they  gave  it  his 
name,  '*  Pitcairn's  Island,"  and  tried  to  land 
on  it ;  but  the  surf  was  raging  so  violently 
round  it  as  to  render  near  approach  impossi- 
ble. It  is  at  a  distance  of  1200  miles  from 
Otaheite,  and  is  in  latitude  26*  4'  south,  and 
in  longitude  180*  8'  west.  It  is  only  four 
miles  and  a  half  in  circumference,  a  mile 
and  a  half  being  its  greatest  length.  It  is  of 
▼olcanic  origin,  having  been  eMvated  from 


the  bed  of  the  ocean  by  some  tremendous 
convulsion  caused  by  the  action  of  fire,  which 
has  given  a  vertical  character  and  a  jagged 
outline  to  the  stony  mountains,  and  ren- 
dered the  scenery  wildly  picturesque.  It 
is  covered  with  trees — the  cocoa-nut,  plan- 
tain, bread-fruit,  and  banyan — and  its  cli- 
mate is  favorable  to  the  growth  of  vegeta- 
bles. There  are  no  venomous  reptiles.  There 
is  only  one  point,  called  Bounty  Bay,  where 
access  is  possible,  and  that  only  in  calm 
weather;  and  even  then  great  care  is  requisite 
to  avoid  the  breakers.  There  is  scarcely  any 
beach ;  and  almost  instantly  on  landing  the 
visitor  commences  a  precipitous  ascent.  This 
was  the  desolate  spot  selected  by  the  muti- 
neer and  his  companions  for  their  future  resi- 
dence! They  sailed  in  the  Bounty;  and 
when  it  arrived,  there  landed  from  it  twenty- 
eieht  souls;  viz..  Christian,  Mr.  Young,  a 
midshipman,  and  seven  seamen  ;  and  all 
these  nme  Englishmen  had  married  Otaheitan 
women !  who  accompanied  them.  There 
were  also  six  Otaheitan  men,  three  of  them 
with  wives;  and  a  child  ten  months  old.  Let 
the  reader  realize  for  a  moment  the  feelings 
of  a  gentleman — of  two  gentlemen,  married 
to  savages,  doomed  to  spend  the  rest  of  their 
days  on  that  forlorn  spot,  ten  thousand  miles 
away  from  home,  where  were  their  anxious 
families  and  friends,  and  where  also  resided 
those  who  doubtless  were  sending  forth 
scouts  to  scour  the  ocean  in  quest  of  the  guil- 
ty occupants  of  that  island,  and  bring  them 
home  to  suffer  a  just  and  ignominious  death ! 
Christian  and  his  friends  were  not,  how- 
ever, the  first  occupants  of  the  island,  for 
they  found  indubitable  traces  of  ancient  pre- 
decessors, savage  and  idolatrous  ;  hatchets ; 
spear-heads  of  hard  stone ;  a  large  stone 
bowl ;  carvings  of  the  sun,  moon,  and  stars; 
four  images  six  feet  in  height ;  and  a  num- 
ber of  skulls  buried,  each  having  a  pearl 
under  it.  The  new-comers  found  no  other 
traces  of  man  on  the  island  ;  they  were  the 
only  living  human  occupants. 


MURDERS. 


Fearful  times  awaited  the  mutineers  and 
their  companions.  Christian  retained  for  a 
while  the  position  and  authority  of  head  of 
the  community  ;  and  his  mind  seems  to  have 
been  occupied  with  efforts  to  preserve  order 
and  peace,  which  were  hourly  interrupted 
by  his  turbulent  and  savage  companions. 
Much  of  his  time,  however,  was  spent  on  a  spot 
on  the  top  of  a  high  rock^  \«b\&Vi  V^^  ^^^^ 
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Biinrey  the  ocean,  to  see  whether  it  hore 
along  its  bosom  the  coming  avenger !    What 
thoughts  must  have  been  his  on  these  occa- 
uons  of  mournful  solitude  I    What  would  he 
then  have  given  to  undo  all  that  he  had  done ! 
Shortly  after  their  landing  they  broke  up 
the  Bounty,  and  so  condemned  themselves 
to  perpetual  imprisonment  in  the    island. 
There  were  sanguinary  frays  incessantly  aris- 
ing between  the  Europeans  and  the  savages ; 
and  at  length  the  Otaheitan  men  entered 
into  a  plot  to  destroy  their  European  com- 
panions.   The  wives  of  the  latter,  however, 
disclosed  it  to  their  husbands  on  the  eve  of 
the  projected  massacre.    The  result,  how- 
ever, may  be  anticipated.     Within  a  year's 
time,  Christian  and  four  of  his  companions 
were  murdered    by  their  Otaheitan   com- 
panions, ail  of  whom  were  in  turn  slain  the 
same  yearl     One  of  them  was  killed  with 
an  axe  by  Mrs,  Young,  the  midshipman's 
Otaheitan  wife !     As  soon  as  she  had  done 
this,  she  signalled  her  husband,  and  he  im- 
mediately shot  the  sole  surviving  Otaheitan  I 
In  the  year  1794,  there  were  only  four  of  the 
Englishmen  alive,  one  of  whom  was  Mr. 
Toung ;  and  the  five  skulls  of  the  murdered 
Englishmen,  including  Christian,  were  kept 
by  the  women  of  the  place  as  trophies ;  and 
they  were  afterwards,  only  with  much  diffi- 
culty, prevailed  on  to  give  them  up  to  be 
buried.     One  of  the  survivors  was  unhappily 
acquainted  with  the  art  of  distilling ;  and 
having  converted  a  copper  boiler  from  the 
Bounty  into  a  still,  he  made  ardent  spirits 
from  the  root  of  a  plant  in  the  island.    How 
stronffly-  this  cause  operated  in  promoting 
turbmence  and  bloodshed  may  be  imagined. 
He  himself,  in  a  fit  of  delirium  tremens^  com- 
mitted suicide,  throwing  himself  from  a  rock 
into  the  sea;  another  was  killed   by  Mr. 
Young,  and  one  John  Adams,  in  self-defence ; 
and  of  all  the  fifteen  unhappy  men  who  had 
landed  from  the  Bounty,  only  two  died  a  natu- 
ral death — Young,  of  asthma  in  1800 ;   and 
Adams,  in  the  year  1 829.    The  last  survivor 
of  those  who  had  come  in  the  Bounty  was 
Mrs.  Young,  wbo  died  at  an  advanced  age  in 
the  year  1850.     From  all  this  it  may  appear 
that  the  mutineers  must  have  found  the  bar- 
ren rock  to  which  they  partook  themselves, 
becom;)  a  very  hell  upon  earth. 

THE  ISLAND  PAIRIAROH. 


The  last  male  survivor  was  the  John  Adams 
above  mentioned,  a  seaman  ;  and  marvellous, 
iDdeed,  was  the  change  which  reflection  and 
mercifal  experience  contribnted  to  effeoi  m 


his  mind  and  character.  He  had  lived  not 
only  among  scenes  of  violence  and  blood, 
but  in  constant  terror  of  beinff  discovered  by 
some  ship  approaching  the  island,  and  taken 
home  to  be  hanged.  As  a  sample  of  his 
sufferings  on  this  score,  in  the  year  1796  a 
ship  was  seen  combg  near  the  island,  on 
which  he  and  his  brother  mutineers  bid 
themselves  in  the  bushes  in  great  terror. 
When  at  length  they  dared  to  venture  oat, 
they  stole  cautiously  to  the  landing-place, 
and  found  that  the  ship  had  disappeared ;  but 
as  a  knife  and  some  cocoa-nuts  were  lying  near 
the  water's  edge,  it  was  clear  that  some  one 
had  landed,  but  doubtless,  not  having  seen 
any  traces  of  occupation,  had  left,  and  the 
ship  had  proceeded  on  its  voyage. 

In  the  year  1800,  Adams,  then  only  thir- 
ty-six years  old,  found  himself  the  only  man 
in  the  island — his  companions  being  twenty 
of  the  children  of  his  deceased  comrades ; 
but  they  had  come  to  regard  him  as  thdr 
common  father,  with  reverence  and  affection. 
He  was  providentially  possessed  of  one  soli- 
tary copy  of  the  Bible,  and  of  a  prayer- 
book,  which  had  belonged  to  the  Bounty^ 
and  of  these  he  made  unceasing  use.  Two 
remarkable  dreams  occurred  to  him  in  the 
year  1810,  which  he  always  regarded  as 
having  been  designed  to  awake  in  him  reflec- 
tion and  repentance  ;  and  he  became  a  very 
devout  man — traming  up  in  Christianity  the 
young  semi-pagans  who  surrounded  him. 
He  had  constant  morning  and  evening  pray- 
ers, and  was  never  tired  of  reading  to  them 
the  Scriptures,  in  which  they  took  such  a 
delight,  that  on  one  occasion,  two  of  the  lads 
having  earned  a  little  present  of  gunpowder 
— a  very  precious  commodity  there — as  a  re- 
ward for  their  labor  in  preparing  the  ground 
for  planting  yams,  proposed  that,  instead  of 
the  present,  he  should  read  them  some  extra 
lessons  from  the  Bible  1  He  became,  in  truth, 
as  he  has  since  been  called,  an  bland  patri- 
arch. 

In  the  year  1808,  an  American  captain 
landed  at  the  island,  not  a  little  to  Adaoos' 
alarm,  and  on  quitting  took  with  him  a  chro- 
nometer and  compass  which  had  belonged 
to  the  Bounty,  and  forwarded  them  to  the 
Admiralty — being,  of  course,  acquainted  with 
the  story  of  the  mutiny.  No  steps,  however, 
were  taken  by  the  British  government ;  but 
six  years  afterwards,  Adams  beheld  with 
dismay  two  men-of-war  approaching  the  is- 
land, and  he  reasonably  apprehended  that 
at  length  his  hour  was  come,  for  the  two 
captains,  with  some  officers  and  men,  were 
\  «Mii  dL«M«Qj&ck\^\Xx<^  ^Vlv^'  ^des,  and  imme- 
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dUately  landed.  Adams  made  no  attempt  to 
eoQceal  himself — resigned  to  bis  destiny  ;  but 
was  quickly  comforted  by  the  tidings  that  be 
was  not  to  be  arrested ;  that  a  quarter  of  a 
century  had  passed  away,  and  his  presence 
was  considered  useful  to  the  young  islanders. 
Then,  indeed,  a  mill-stone  fell  from  his  neck. 
How  the  weight  of  it  had  worn  him  may  be 

guessed  from  the  fact,  that  Sir  Thomas 
taines,  one  of  the  captains,  styled  him,  in 
his  dispatch,  "  a  venerable  old  man" — where- 
as he  was  then  only  fifty  years  old  !  Sir 
Thomas  added,  "His  exemplary  conduct, 
and  fatherly  care  of  the  whole  little  colony, 
could  not  but  command  admiration.  The 
pious  manner  in  which  all  those  born  on  the 
island  have  been  reared — the  correct  sense 
of  religion  which  has  been  instilled  into  their 
minds  by  this  old  man,  has  g^ven  him  the 

1)re-eminence  over  the  whole  of  them — who 
ook  up  to  him  as  the  father  of  the  whole, 
and  one  family.     When  Sir  Thomas  and  his 
companions  saw  the  island  they  did  not  sup- 
pose it  inhabited,  and  were  greatly  surprised 
to  observe,  as  they  approached,  plantations 
laid  out,  and  very  neatly-constructed  huts 
and  houses !     When  within  two  miles  from 
the  landing-place  some  natives  were  observed 
bringing  down  their  canoes  on  their  shoul* 
ders,  in  which  they  dashed  through  a  heavy 
surf,  and  pulled  off  to  the  ships.     What  was 
the  astonishment  of  the  sailors  to  hear  one 
of  the  two  savages  exclaim,  on  approaching 
the  ship.  •'  Won^  you  heave  us  a  rope  now  ?  * 
And  who  should  these  prove  to  be,  bat  a  son 
of  Christian,  twenty-five  years  old,  and  of 
Young,  eighteen  years  old!     "They  were 
fine  handsome  fellows,  (all  and  well-propor- 
tioned, and  their  features  were  those  of  an 
honest  English  face.     Their  only  dress  was 
.  a  piece  of  cloth  round  their  loins,  and  a  straw 
hat  ornamented  with  the  black  feathers  of  the 
domestic  fowl.    When  they  had  got  on  board. 
Sir  Thomas  Staines  took  them  down  into  his 
cabin  to  give  them  lunch,  and  wrs  moved 
with  sudden  tenderness  on  seeing  one  of  them 
rise  up,  place  his  hands  in  a  posture  of  de- 
TOtion,   and   distinctly    and    solemnly   say, 
'*  For  what  we  are  going  to  receive,  the  Lord 
make  us  truly  thankful!      On  accompanying 
them  back  to  the  island,  and  accomplishing 
the  landing  with  no  little  difficulty.  Sir  Tho- 
mas was  charmed  with  the  scene  and  the 
reception   which   awaited   him.     Poor  old 
Adams  and  his  wife,  who  was  blind  and  in- 
firm, conducted  their  great  guests  to  his  snug 
and  neat  house,  and  spread  out  for  them  a 
little  repast  of  yams,  cocoa-nuts,  and  fine 
fresh  eggs.    They  found  the  aettlement  to 


consist  of  forty-six  grown-up  young  people, 
with  a  number  of  infants.  The  young  men 
were  all  fine  athletic  fellows,  their  faces  full 
of  frankness  ;  but  the  young  women  excited 
great  admiration.  They  were  tall  and  finely 
formed  ;  their  faces  beaming  with  smiles,  but 
wearing  an  air  of  modesty  and  bashful  nesa 
that  would  do  honor  to  the  most  virtuous 
nation  on  earth.  "Their  teeth  like  ivory, 
even,  regular,  and  beautiful,  without  a  single 
exception  ;  and  all  of  them,  both  male  and 
female,  had  the  most  marked  English  fea- 
tures." Their  little  houses  were  models  of 
comfort  and  cleanliness,  and  the  grounds  all 
round  were  carefully  cultivated.  They  were 
very  systematic  in  conducting  their  little  af- 
fairs. Old  Adams,  for  instance,  kept  a  care- 
ful register,  containing  the  times  and  account 
of  their  work,  and  what  each  had  acquired 
by  it;  and  they  had  a  regular  system  of  bar- 
ter— as  of  salt  for  fresh  provisions ;  ve- 
getables and  fruit  for  poultry,  and  fish,  &c. 
All  were  engaged  in  the  cultivation  of  the 
ground  (growing  chiefly  yams)  and  fishing ; 
and  when  one  had  cleared  a  sufficient  quan- 
tity of  ground,  and  had  stock  enough  to 
maintain  a  family,  he  was  allowed  to  marry 
— but  always  with  the  consent  of  Adams. 
The  utmost  harmony  prevailed  in  their  little 
society.  They  were  simple,  sincere,  affec- 
tionate, and  pious,  and  most  exemplary  in 
discharging  their  religious  duties. 

These  matters  continued  till  the  year 
1825,  when  Captain  Beechy  visited  the 
island,  in  the  Blossom,  and  has  left  on  record 
an  affecting  picture  of  their  primitive  sim- 
plicity and  happiness.  They  were  still 
under  the  care  of  their  old  patriarch  Adams. 
"These  excellent  people,  said  Captain 
Beechy,  "  appear  to  live  together  in  perfect 
harmony  and  contentment;  to  be  virtuous, 
religious ;  cheerful  and  hospitable  even 
beyond  the  limits  of  prudence ;  to  be  pat- 
terns of  conjugal  and  parental  affection ;  and 
to  have  very  few  vices.  We  remained  with 
them  many  days,  and  their  unreserved  man- 
ners grave  us  the  fullest  opportunity  of  be- 
coming acquainted  with  any  faults  they  might 
have  possessed."  Their  reverence  for  the 
Sabbath  would  shame  many  a  highly-civilized 
Christian  community.  It  was,  indeed, 
"  kept  holy'* — a  day  of  rest,  in  truth,  and 
of  cheerful  reverence  towards  the  Moat 
High,  llieir  services  were  conducted  in 
strict  conformity  with  the  usages  of  the 
Church  of  England,  the  prayers  being  read 
by  old  Adams,  and  the  lessons  by  one  ap- 
pointed by  him  for  that  purpose. 


466 


THE  PARADISS  IK  THE  PAOma 


[Alig. 


world  wa8  on  the  oocasion,  few  and  far  be- 
tween, of  ships  of  war,  whalers,  or  others, 
touchiDg  at  the  island.  "  These  seas,"  says 
a  traveller  on  them  during  the  last  year 
(1852),  "are  but  little  frequented.  To 
give  an  idea  of  their  vast  extent,  notwith- 
standing the  thousands  of  ships  that  are 
trading  on  them,  we  have  seen  only  one  ship 
at  sea,  and  our  track  measures  some  4500 
miles!  What  a  little  spot  this  island  ap- 
pears in  the  vast  PaoiBc !  apparently  incapa- 
ole  of  resisting  the  mighty  waves  of  so  vast 
an  ocean.  The  mutineers  might  well  deem 
themselves  secure  on  so  small  an  island  V* 
At  length, 

"  Declining  gently  to  the  last,  this  good  old  man 
he  died.^ 

Old  John  Adams  expired  on  the  5th 
•  March,  1829,  in  the  sixty-fifth  year  of  his 
age — a  sad  day  for  the  little  community 
wnioh  he  had  trained  into  one  so  exemplary ; 
thereby  offering  the  best  atonement  in  bis 
power  for  the  guilt  which  had  stained  his 
early  years. 

THB   PASTOR   OF   PITCAIRN. 

Not  quite  four  months — viz.  on  the  15th 
November  1828 — before  the  death  of  the 
bland  patriarch,  there  arrived  at  Pitcaim  a 
remarkable  man,  destined  to  be  his  successor 
in  the  confidence,  affection,  and  government 
of  that  little  community.  He  seemed  really 
to  have  been  marked  out  for  the  post  by 
Providence.  The  person  here  spoken  of 
bears  the  by  no  means  aristocratic  name  of 
Gborob  Hunn  Nobbs.  He  was  born  in 
this  country  in  1799;  went  to  sea  at  the 
early  age  of  eleven  years,  when  he  became 
a  midshipman  in  the  British  navy.  He 
afterwards  held  a  commission  in  the  Chilian 
navy,  under  the  present  Earl  of  Dundonald 
(then  Lord  Cochrane),  and  in  consequence 
of  his  services,  became  lieutenant.  He  was 
at  length,  after  a  gallant  and  desperate 
conflict  with  a  Spanish  gun-brig,  taken  pri- 
soner by  the  troops  of  the  Spanish  piratical 
ffeoeral  Benevedeis,  who  was  a  very  fiend 
incarnate  of  cruelty.  He  shot  all  his  prison- 
ers, except  Lieutenat  Nobbs  and  three  Eng- 
lish seamen,  all  four  of  whom  lay  under  sen- 
tence of  death,  and  in  hourly  expectation  of 
being  shot,  for  three  weeks ;  during  which 
Lieutenant  Nobbs  daily  saw  his  fellow -prison- 
ers led  out  to  death,  and  heard  the  reports 
of  the  muskets  from  which  they  suffered. 
This   monster  Benevedeis  would  invite  the 


captive  officers  to  an  elegant  entertainment ; 
immediately  after  which  he  would  have  tbem 
marched  into  the  courtyard,  and  shot — 
their  host  standing  at  the  window  to  enjoy  the 
spectacle !  Such  was  the  man  at  whose  mer- 
cy poor  Lieutenant  Nobbs  lay  for  three 
weeks ;  at  the  end  of  which  he  was  sudden- 
ly and  unaccountably  exchanged  for  a  pri- 
soner ;  Benevedeis  himself  being  soon  after 
taken  prisoner,  sentenced  to  death,  tied 
to  the  tail  of  a  mule,  so  dragged  to  the 
Palace  Square,  and  there  hanged.  After 
many  adventures  and  much  dangerous  ser- 
vice, Mr.  Nobbs  quitted  Chili,  and  re- 
turned to  England  in  1822,  in  a  vessel 
which  had  touched  at  Pitcaim.  The  captain 
gave  such  a  description  of  the  happiness  of 
the  little  community,  that  Mr.  Nobbe  became 
irresistibly  impelled  to  go  and  settle  there, 
anxious  only  to  pass  the  remainder  of  his 
days  in  peace  and  usefulness  among  his  fel- 
low-creatures. Early  in  1826,  having  then 
been  four  times  round  the  world,  he  quitted 
England,  with  the  intention  of  going  to  Pit- 
oairn.  He  went  by  way  of  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope,  India,  and  Australia,  and  at  length 
reached  Callao,  in  Peru,  where  he  met  the 
owner  of  a  launch,  who  agreed  to  accompa- 
ny him  in  it  to  Pitcaim,  provided  Mr.  Nobbs 
would  fit  her  out.  This  was  done  ;  and  these 
two  persons — as  if  emulous  of  the  feat  of 
Bligh  and  his  companions — went  alone  id 
this  frail  launch  to  Pitcaim,  a  voyage  of 
three  thousand  five  hundred  miles,  which 
they  accomplished  in  forty-two  days — arriv- 
iog  in  November,  1828.  Soon  after  their 
arrival  the  owner  .died  ;  the  launch  was  haul- 
ed ashore,  and  her  materials  were  used  to 
build  a  house  for  Mr.  Nobbs.  Old  Adams,  on 
hearing  his  errand  and  his  motives,  and  doubt- 
less beginning  to  be  apprehensive  for  those 
from  whom  death  must  soon  release  himself, 
received  him  with  kindness,  and  he  became 
a  sort  of  schoolmaster  in  the  island.  On  the 
death  of  Adams  in  the  March  of  the  ensuing 
year,  Mr.  Nobbs  continued  at  his  post,  and 
soon  succeeded  in  establishing  himself  in  the 
affections  of  the  people,  then  only  sixty -eight 
in  number,  serving  them  in  the  three-fold 
capacity  of  pastor,  surgeon  and  schoolmaster. 
Three  years  after  his  arrival,  however,  there 
occurred  a  sufficiently  ridiculous  but  vexa- 
tious affair.  A  person  named  Hill  came  to 
the  island,  professing  himself  authorized  by 
the  British  Government  to  reside  there  as  its 
representative  1  He  soon  sowed  dissensions 
among  the  simple-minded  inhabitants,  whom 
he  also  terrified  into  obedience  by  the  fear  of 
giving  offence  to  the  Ooverament.    Honest 
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Mr.  Nobbs  soon  saw  through  the  swaggering 
stranger,  by  whose  intrigues,  however,  he 
was  compelled  to  quit  the  island,  leaving  the 
new-comer  boasting  from  time  to  time  of  his 
splendid  rank  and  station  at  home.  He  said 
be  was  **  a  very  near  relative  to  the  Duke  of 
Bedford,  and  that  the  Duchess  seldom 
rode  out  in  her  carriage  without  him  !'* 
Whilst  the  people  were  listening  with  awe 
to  these  magnificent  statements,  who  should 
arrive  at  the  island — positively  as  if  for  the 
purpose  of  discomfiting  imposture — but  Cap- 
tain Lord  Edward  Kussell,  a  veritable  son  of 
the  Duke  of  Bedford !  Mr.  Hill  was  thun- 
derstruck. Lord  Edward  would  have  made 
short  work  of  it,  and  removed  him  instanter 
from  the  scene  of  his  impudent  and  mischiev- 
ous intrusion  and  imposture.  Lord  Edward, 
however,  would  not  do  so  without  orders. 
But  in  the  ensuing  year  another  ship  of  war 
arrived,  her  captain  armed  with  the  requisite 
authority,  and  removed  Mr.  (or  as  he  seems 
to  have  called  himself,  Lord)  Hill  to  Valpa- 
raiso. He  never  made  his  appearance  again 
in  the  island ;  and  Mr.  Nobbs  having  receiv- 
ed a  pressing  and  unanimous  entreaty  from 
the  inhabitants  to  resume  his  old  station  and 
duties,  complied  with  it,  having  been  absent 
for  the  period  of  nine  months,  occupying 
himself  as  a  teacher  at  the  Gambler  Islands, 
which  were  about  three  hundred  miles'  dis- 
tance from  Pitcairn. 

It  may  be  remembered  that  a  child,  ten 
months  old,  accompanied  the  mutineers  from 
Otaheite  to  Pitcairn.  She  afterwards  mar- 
ried a  son  of  the  unhappy  Christian,  by 
whom  she  had  a  daughter,  and^that  daughter 
became  the  wife  of  Mr.  Nobbs,  by  whom  she 
has  now  eleven  children.  Since  his  return,  on 
the  occasion  last  referred  to,  this  excellent 
man  has  never  been  interfered  with  in  pur- 
suing '*  the  even  tenor  of  his  way,*'  but  has 
evidently  conciliated  the  ardent  affection  of 
all  classes.  He  acted  from  the  first  as  their 
chaplain  (as  far  as,  being  a  layman,  he 
could,)  their  schoolmaster,  their  physician, 
and,  in  fact,  did  everything  that  could  be 
expected  from  a  man  of  kindly  feeling,  of  no 
little  experience  of  varied  life,  of  sound  edu- 
cation, and  devoted  piety.  His  duties  were 
constant  and  laborious,  for  all  his  arrange- 
ments were  very  systematic,  and  he  adhered 
to  them  with  punctilious  exactness.  Thus 
every  hour  of  bis  time  was  devoted  to  the 
service  of  the  islanders  and  of  his  own  large 
family.  But  how  was  he  himself  supported 
all  the  while?  it  may  be  asked.  Indeed, 
his  remuneration  was  for  years  of  the  scan- 
tiest  possible  character,  for    the  Pitcairn 


Islanders  were,  as  he  knew  when  he  first 
went,  very  poor.  In  1844,  he  thus  explained, 
in  a  letter  to  a  clergyman  at  Valparaiso, 
some  of  the  straits  to  which  he  was  driven  : 
"  My  stock  of  clothing  which  I  brought  from 
England  is,  as  you  may  suppose,  very  nearly 
exhausted,  and  I  have  no  friends  there  to 
whom  I  can  with  propriety  apply  for  more. 
Until  the  last  three  years,  it  was  my  custom 
to  wear  a  black  coat  on  the  Sabbath ;  but 
since  that  period  I  have  been  obliged  to  sub- 
stitute a  nankeen  jacket  of  my  own  making. 
My  only  remaining  coat,  which  i%  quite 
threadbare,  is  reserved  for  marriages  and 
burials ;  so  that  it  is  customary  to  say,  when 
a  wedding  is  going  to  take  place,  '  Teacher, 
you  will  have  to  put  on  your  black  coat  next 
Sunday,'  which  is  equivalent  to  informing  me 
that  a  couple  are  going  to  be  married ! 

Some  httle  time  afterwards,  however, 
this  grateful  people  placed  him  on  a  level 
with  themselves,  by  assigning  him  sufficient 
land  for  his  support. 

▲   PITCAIRN   DAT. 

It  may  be  pleasing  to  have  an  idea  of  a 
Pitcairn  day.  Let  it  be  borne  in  mind  that 
there  is  a  difference  of  nine  hours  between 
their  time  and  ours ; — when,  for  instance,  it 
is  our  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  it  is  their 
seven  o'clock  in  the  morning.  They  rise 
with  the  light;  and  the  first  duty  in  each 
house  is  to  read  prayers,  including  two  chap- 
ters in  the  Bible.  After  a  slight  refreshment, 
the  business  of  the  day  begins.  Children  are 
forthwith  despatched  to  the  school,  during 
play-hours  amusing  themselves  with  kites 
and  ball ;  but  limited  space — less  in  extent 
than  Hyde  Park  and  kensington  Gardens 
put  together — necessarily  curtails  the  diver- 
sions of  young  and  old.  The  men's  emplov- 
ment  consists  in  cultivating  their  land»  look- 
ing after  their  gardens,  building  and  improv- 
ing their  little  houses,  fencing-in  their  plan- 
tations, and  making  hats  out  of  palm-leaves, 
and  fancy  boxes  for  barter  with  the  crews  of 
such  ships  as  may  call  there.  At  twelve 
o'clock  they  have  a  plain  substantial  meal  of 
yams  and  potatoes  made  into  bread,  saying 
grace  before  and  after  meals  with  scrupulous 
reverence.  Both  by  day  and  by  night  they 
fish  in  the  deep  waters  for  a  kind  of  cod,  gray 
mullet,  and  red  snapper,  which,  however, 
are  scanty,  and  obtained  with  some  little 
hazard.  The  second  meal  of  the  day  (they 
have  but  two)  occurs  at  seven  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  consisting  of  yams,  sweet  potatoes, 
and  such  humble  fare  as  may  have  been  pre- 
pared by  the  females  of  the  family.    Once 
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or  twice  only  in  the  week  can  they  afford  the 
luxury  of  fish,  meat,  or  poultry.  The  occu- 
pations of  the  women  are  their  household 
duties,  including  especially  making  and  mend- 
ing clothes  ;  and  when  they  have  leisure,  they 
manufacture  a  sort  of  cloth  out  of  the  bark  of 
the  paper  mulberry.  There  are  no  servants  in 
the  island,  therefore  the  wives  and  daughters 
do  all  that  is  necessary  for  the  family.  They 
do  not  cook  in  the  house,  which,  being  of 
wood,  might  be  often  endangered,  but  in 
ovens  at  a  little  distance,  let  into  the  ground, 
big  enough  to  contain  a  good-sized  pig,  an 
animal  of  which  they  have  but  few.  They 
have  no  candles,  but  use  oil,  and  torches 
made  with  nuts  of  the  dodo  tree.  They  have 
no  glass  for  the  windows,  but  only  shutters, 
which  are  closed  in  bad  weather.  They  oc- 
casionally have  a  modicum  of  tea  as  a  luxury, 
but  their  ordinary  drink  is  pure  water,  neither 
wines  nor  spirits  being  allowed  in  the  island, 
except  for  strictly  medicinal  purposes.  On 
high  days  and  holidays  they  treat  themselves 
with  cocoa-nut  milk,  and  waters  weetened  witb 
BTTup  extracted  from  the  bruised  sugar-cane. 
They  retire  early  to  rest,  after  having  per- 
formed their  family  devotions.  They  sleep 
secure  without  the  protection  of  locks,  bolts, 
or  bars :  there  is  not  such  a  thing  in  the 
island !  Think,  then,  of  a  moonlight  night  at 
peaceful  Pitcairn,  Londoner,  jaded  with  the 
uproar  and  dissipation  of  a  London  day  or 
night  I  See  the  moon  walking  in  her  bright- 
ness, and  stars  shining,  vividly  as  you  never 
saw  them,  and  both  reflected  on  the  illimit- 
able ocean,  all  calm  and  beautiful  I  Not  a 
soul  is  si  limbering  there  that  has  not  closed 
his  eyes — her  eyes — after  offering  the  heart's 
incense  to  their  almiehty  Guardian  I 

The  Pitcairn  people  are  all  well  educated, 
and  very  fond  of  reading;  but  only  books 
of  sterling  interest,  and  moral  and  religious 
character,  chiefly  supplied  to  them  by  one  of 
the  noblest  societies  which  England  can 
boast — that  for  Promoting  Christian  Knowl- 
edge. And  now  has  arrived  the  time  for 
explaining  that  our  readers  are  indebted  for 
all  the  interesting  facts  which  may  appear 
in  this  paper,  as  well  those  which  have  gone 
before  as  those  which  are  yet  to  follow,  to  a 
little  volume  only  just  issued  by  that  Society. 
Its  pious  and  accomplished  author*  is  the 
Secretary  of  that  Society,  and,  as  we  learn 

*  Pitcairn :  The  Jtland,   the  People,   and  the 

PoMtwr;  with  a  Short  Account  of  the  Mutiny  of 

the  Bounty.    By  the  Rev.  Thomu  Boylet  Marray, 

ILA.,^  Secretary    of   the  Society  for  Promoting 

Chriatiaa  Kaowiedge;  and  published  under  the  di- 

iwftion  of  the  Committee  of  General  lAtetaUiM 


from  its  pages,  has  personal  cognizance  of 
many  highly  interesting  facts  narrated  in  it, 
pledging  himself  to  the  authenticity  of  all, 
as  far  as  careful  inquiry  has  enabled  him  to 
do  so.  To  us  it  has  proved  a  delightful 
little  volume,  and  we  heartily  express  our  ob* 
ligations  to  the  Rev.  author.  It  breathes 
throughout  a  pure  spirit  of  manly  sympathy 
and  piety.  We  should  like  to  be  at  Pitcairn 
when  its  simple  and  affectionate  inhabitants 
get  their  6rst  copy — let  us  hope  as  many 
copies  as  there  are  islanders — of  the  volume 
which  has  presented  so  endearing  a  picture 
of  that  distant  hut  really  happy  little  family ! 
How  they  will  hang  over  its  pages,  by  day 
and  by  night!  But  we  must  proceed.  The 
great  events  in  the  Pitcairners'  day  is  the  ar- 
rival of  a  ship,  for  which  they  are  always — 
not  as  were  those  before  them,  with  terror, 
but  with  eager  hope— on  the  look-out ;  and 
the  volume  before  us  contains  numerous 
touching  little  episodes  connected  with  these 
few-and-far- between  ocean-island  visiUngs. 
The  crews  are  received  with  affectionate 
greetings,  and  the  utmost  hospitality  which 
very  limited  means  admit  of;  and  not  only 
has  there  never  been  an  instance  of  Jack  for 
an  instant  misbehaving  himself  in  this  sweet 
scene  of  peace  and  innocence,  but  he  has 
himself  often  shed  tears  of  aympathy  and 
respect  on  receiving  the  civilities  of  this 
lonely  but  confiding  little  community,  and 
returned  their  humble  hospitalities  with  such 
liberality  as  his  captain  felt  authorized  to 
admit.  It  is,  however,  on  the  arrival  of  a 
Queen's  ship  that  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
islanders  is  niturally  most  excited :  and  who 
can  think  unmoved  of  the  twenty-one  guns' 
salute  from  the  stately  structure  on  the 
bosom  of  the  ocean,  returned  by  the  single 
solitary  gun  in  the  island?  If  anything 
could  raise  in  our  estimation  the  character  of 
British  naval  officers,  it  is  the  accounts  of 
their  doings  in  these  distant  regions,  to  be 
found  in  thb  little  volume.  The  tears  have 
several  times  quivered  in  our  own  eyes, 
when  reading  the  extracts  here  given  from 
the  journals  and  despatches  of  captains  and 
admirals,  all  of  whom  have  exhibited  a  noble 
spirit  of  tenderness  and  dignity  in  dealing 
with  this  little  community.  We  would  have 
every  young  officer  in  Her  Majesty's  navy 
read  this  record  of  manly  sympathy  ana 
piety  on  the  part  of  those  intrusted  with  high 
and  distant  commands  by  the  Queen  of 
Great  Britain — symbolling  at  once  of  the 
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mthority  and  power  of  the  sceptre  which 
■he  wields,  and  the  eeotle  spirit  of  beoignit; 
■od  piety  which  aaimates  lier  heart.  But 
we  ahall  let  our  admiral  speak  for  himself. 

"  TBB    ADMlaAL  ON    THE    ISLAND, 

Before,  however,  we  come  to  this  great 
erent,  we  muBt  retarn  for  a  minute  to  the 
paatorirfPitcairD.  On  the  20lb  July,  1847, 
a  memorial  was  addressed  to  the  chaplain  of 
'HM.S.  Phalia,  signed  bj  aeita  of  the  islan- 
den,  inolading  the  chief  magittrau!  and  the 
two  eouncill&rt/  (for  sach  they  have,)  ex- 
plaaatory  of  their  position  and  their  wants. 
Their  prominent  want  they  ahall  themselves 
ezpl«n. 

I  One  thing  more,  before  we  conclude, 
DBiIly  preient  lo  your  conBidertlion  ;  and  as  it 
comes  in  la  eepeeial  manaer  within  the  province 
of  yoar  holy  office,  we  would  indulge  ths  hope 
that  oar  application  will  be  attended  with  success. 
The  case  in  question  is  this :  Our  teacher,  who 
has  been  with  as  for  nineteen  years  in  thtt  caps- 
city,  and  whose  senrices  to  us  are  iDvalosble,  has 
never  received  the  license  or  sanction  of  the  pro- 
per BDthority  in  that  Chareh  of  which  we  are  a 
component  part.  This  circumstance  is  a  sonree 
of  much  anxiety,  both  to  him  aud  ua;  and  as  our 
numbers  amoant  to  I3S(7t  maleiaod  87  females), 
*  mud  are  rapidly  inereaelnfc,  we  do  most  urgently, 
bot  most  reapectfully,  solicit  yonr  application  Id 
the  proper  quarter  for  a  pastoral  letter,  inducting 
or  laDctioning  oar  teacher  into  the  holy  office  he 
has  for  BO  long  a  space  of  lime  onceasingly,  un- 
tiringly, and  worthily  filled  on  this  island.  That 
he  is  deserving  such  a  mark  of  ecclesiastical  ap- 
probation and  favor,  is  justly  and  cheerfajly  ac- 
Inowledged  by  the  whole  commnnily ;  and  of 
the  great  benefit  which  will  accrue  to  as  there- 
from, no  one  can  bemorecooipetvnito  jadge  than 
jonrself." 

Rear-admiral  Fairfax  Moresby,  commander* 
ib-chief  in  the  PaciGc,  had  long  felt  a  deep 
blereat  in  the  welfare  of  the  Pitcairn  island- 
era,  and  ID  the  month  of  July,  18G1,  received 
the  following  beautjful  and  affectjng  invita- 
tion to  visit  the  island,  ugned  by  thirteen 
female  inhabitants,  in  the  name  ot^W  their 
MX  on  the  island : — 

"  PiTCAisa,  July  3Slh,  1861 . 

"  HoNOBABLB  Sir,— From  the  kind  interest  yon 
have  evinced  fir  our  little  community  in  the  letter 
which  yoa  have  sent  onr  excellent  and  worthy 
pastor,  Mr.  Nobbs,  we  are  emboldened  to  send  you 
the  following  request,  which  is,  that  yoa  wilt  visit 
us  before  you  leave  this  station ;  or  il  it  is  impos- 
sible for  you  lo  do  so,  certainly  we,  as  loyal  sub- 
jecls  of  our  gracious  Queen,  ought  to  be  visited 
annually,  if  not  more,  by  one  of  her  ships  of  war. 
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"We  have  never  had  the  pleasure  of  weleomini; 
an  English  admiral  to  oar  little  island,  and  we 
therefore  earnestly  solicit  a  visit  from  yoa.  How 
inexpressibly  happy  shall  we  be.  If  you  sliould 
think  fit  to  grsnt  this  our  wsmiett  wiKh  I  We 
Iriiat  that  our  very  secluded  and  isolated  pneition, 
and  the  very  few  visits  ive  have  of  late  had  from 
British  ships  of  war,  will  be  sufficient  apolngyfor 
addressing  the  above  request  to  you.  With  fer- 
vent prayers  for  your  present  and  future  happi* 
nesii  and  for  that  of  our  Queen  and  nation, — We 
remain.  Honored  Sir,  your  sincere  and  aSection- 
aie  well- wishers." 

Signed  by  thirteen  femalei,  *"  m  Ihe  none  ajtd 
an  behalf  of  all  the  rett  if  the  fimaU  lae  on 
the  itland." 

Who  could  reust  this?  Not  an  admiral  in 
the  service  of  the  Queen  of  England — least 
of  all  good  Admiral  Moresby ;  and  a  year 
afterwards — vis.,  on  the  Tlh  August  18S2 — 
at  noon,  a  ship  was  descried  in  the  far  dis- 
tance, which  at  aanset  was  suspected  to  be  a 
ship  of  war.  The  brief  night  passed  in  fe- 
verish excitement.  Before  sunrise  the  peo- 
ple were  on  the  look-out  from  the  precipies 
in  front  of  the  town,  waiting  for  the  raport 
of  a  gnn  to  confirm  their  hopes.  By  and  by, 
hark!  the  booming  of  a  cannon  electrified 
the  little  town !  And  w  the  stately  ship 
drew  near,  behold — an  admiral's  flag  waving 
proudly  in  the  wind  1  Would  we  had  room 
for  the  description  of  this  signal  event,  given 
by  Mr.  Nobln,  and  the  official  despatch  of 
the  admiral  containing  an  account  of  his  land- 
ing, and  three  days  stay.  It  was  Sunday 
morning,  and  he  took  his  chaplain  and  seve- 
ral officers  with  him,  all  attending  divine  ser- 
vice, the  chaplain  preaching  in  the  afternoon. 
We  will,  however,  give  the  good  admiral's 
own  account  of  it,  in  a  subsequent  letter  ton 
friend,  describing  the  impressions  produced 
by  his  visit, 

"  IV  Portland, 
At  Sea,Atigutt,  1863. 
"Of  all  the  eventful  periods  which  have  check- 
ered my  life,  none  have  surpassed  in  interest,  and, 
1  trust,  in  hope  of  future  good,  the  last — onrvisit 
to  Pitcairn ;  and  surely  the  hand  orGod  has  been 
in  all  this,  for  by  chances  the  moat  unexpected, 
and  by  favorable  winds  out  of  the  usual  coarse 
of  the  Trades,  we  were  carried  in  eleven  days  lo 
Pitcaim's  bvm  Borobora.  It  is  impossible  to  de- 
scribe the  charm  that  the  society  of  the  islanders 
throws  around  them  under  the  providence  of  God. 
The  hour  and  the  occasion  served,  and  I  have 
brought  away  their  pastor  and  teacher  for  the  pur- 
pose of  sending  him  to  England  to  beorduned, 
and  one  of  his  daughters,  who  will  be  placed  at 
ihe  English  clergyman's  at  Valparaiso  until  her 
father's  retarn.  The  islanders  depend  principally 
for  their  necessary  supplies  on  the  whaling  snips  *, 
—they  are  generiW^  A.nAtwwv.    'oxw&^Mi'lMea 


462 


THE  PARADISE  IN  THE  PACina 


[^«g-: 


credit,  they  behave  in  the  most  exemplary  man- 
ner, very  dilSerent  from  what  I  expected.  One 
rou^ii  seaman,  whom  I  spoke  to  in  praise  of  such 
conduct,  said,  *  Sir,  I  expect  if  one  of  our  fellows 
was  to  misbehave  himself  here,  we  should  not 
leavo  him  alive.'  They  are  guiltless  and  unso- 
phisticated beyond  conception.  But  the  time  had 
arrived  when  preparation  for  partial  removal  was 
necessary,  and  especially  for  the  ordination  of 
their  pastor,  or  the  appointment  of  a  clergyman 
of  the  Established  Church.  They  are  thoroughly 
versed  in  Bible  history,  which  has  hitherto  kept 
them  from  listening  to  the  advances  of  some  over- 
heated imaginations.  I  stayed  four  days  upon 
that  speck  in  tlie  ocean,  but  rising  like  a  paradise 
from  its  bosom-  I  believe  there  was  scarce  a  dry 
eye  in  the  ship  when  the  islanders  took  their 
leave.  We  ran  within  hail  of  the  settlement, 
hoisted  the  royal  standard,  fired  a  salute,  and 
cheered  them. 

Here  is  Mr.  Nobbs'*  own  vivid  picture  of 
the  noble  old  admiral's  departure  from  the 
island : 

^  And  now  comers  the  leave-taking.  The  vene- 
rable and  benevolent  commander-in-chief  of  her 
Majesty's  forces  in  the  Pacific,  standing  on  the 
rocky  beach  at  Bounty  Bay  (the  very  spot  where 
the  mutineers  had  landed  sixty  years  before) — 
himself  the  oldest  person  there,  by  fifteen 
years,  surrounded  by  stalwart  men  and  matronly 
women;  youths,  maidens,  and  little  children — 
every  one  in  tears,  and  most  deeply  affected, 
formed  a  truly  impressive  scene.  The  boat  was 
some  time  in  readiness  before  the  admiral  availed 
himself  of  an  opportunity  to  embark.  Some  held 
him  by  the  band,  the  elder  women  hanging  on  his 
neck,  and  the  younger  ones  endeavoring  to  obtain 
a  promise  that  he  would  revisit  them.  As  a  num- 
ber of  our  men  went  on  board  with  the  admiral, 
a  similar  scene  occurred  there ;  and  as  the  last 
boat  pushed  off  from  the  ship,  some  of  the  hardy 
tars,  standing  in  the  gangway,  were  detected 
hastily  brushing  away  a  tear.  The  frigate  now 
stood  in  for  the  last  time;  and,  hoisting  the  royal 
standard,  fired  a  salute  of  twenty-one  guns.  The 
tars  manned  the  rigging,  and  gave  three  hearty 
cheers,  and  one  cheer  more.  The  islanders  re- 
sponded; the  band  struck  up  *God  save  the 
Queen,'  and  the  stately  Portland  started  on  her 
track." 

We  said  that  this  is  a  picture,  as  vivid  as 
words  can  paint  it,  and  worthy  of  the  richest 
pencil  at  the  command  of  the  Royal  Acade- 
my. 

The  islanders  could  only  be  induced,  with 
extreme  difficulty,  to  part  with  their  pastor 
for  a  while,  when  it  came  to  the  point,  ardently 
as  they  bad  desired  that  he  should  be  invest- 
ed with  the  character  of  a  clergyman  of  the 
» church  of  England.     On  the  admiral's  pro- 
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mising,  however,  to  leave  his  own  chaplaic 
at  the  island  till  their  pastor's  return,  they 
allowed  him  to  go.  Listen  to  the  testimony 
of  the  admiral's  chaplain  as  to  the  people 
among  whom  be  had  been  placed  for  a  whUe. 

"  SepUmber  5ih,  1852. 

^  The  accounts  of  the  virtue  and  piety  of  these 
people  are  by  no  means  exaggerated.  I  have  no 
doubt  they  are  the  most  religious  and  virtnons 
community  in  the  world  ;  and  during  the  months 
I  have  been  here,  I  have  seen  nothing  approach- 
ing a  quarrel,  but  perfect  peace  and  good-will 
among  all."  He  also  foana  Pitcaim,  as  did  his 
admiral,  a  "  paradise  !" 

THE   PrrOAIRN   PASTOR   IN   SNOLAND. 

s 

Poor  Mr.  Nobbs  had  not  fitting  clothes  in 
which  to  face  the  great  world,  when  he  quit- 
ted the  island,  except  those  with  which  the 
admiral  furnished  him.  Having  carried  him 
to  Valparaiso,  the  admiral  then  supplied  him 
generously  wiih  the  means  of  obtaining  a 
passage  thence  to  London,  and  presented  him 
with  £100  towards  his  expenses  in  England; 
and  also  gave  him  very  strong  letters  to  the 
Bishop  of  London  (urging  the  propriety  of 
his  ordaining  so  exemplary  a  person),  and  to 
various  other  persons,  among  whom  was  Mr* 
Murray,  the  author  of  the  little  volume  be- 
fore us,  in  which  it  appears  ;  and  a  very  in^ 
teresting  document  it  is.  All  honor  to  Ad* 
miral  Fairfax  Moresby !  We  have  seldoiA 
seen  more  moving  traits  of  unaffected  and 
unassuming  goodness  than  this  volume  con** 
tains,  on  his  part.  He  cannot  yet  know  thai 
the  public  is  thus  made  acquainted  with  theoL 

On  Saturday  the  16th  October,  1852, 
after  an  absence  of  twenty-six  years,  spent 
at  Pitcairn's  Island,  this  excellent  person  ar- 
rived in  London.  What  a  Babylon  it  must 
have  seemed  to  one  so  long  accustomed  to 
the  profound  silence  and  solitude  of  Pitcaim  I 
We  ourselves  saw  him,  and  sate  beside  him 
for  some  time  in  the  month  of  Novemben 
He  was  indeed  an  interesting  stranger — very 
modest,  and  with  a  sort  of  sad  and  stem 
simplicity  (with  a  dash  of  rough  quaintness) 
in  his  manner,  which  comported  well  with 
the  life  be  had  led,  and  to  which  it  was  eri<» 
dent  he  was  pining  to  return.  He  looked  the 
age  he  was,  viz.  fifty-three.  His  features 
were  characterized  by  a  quiet  decision  ;  an4 
he  spoke  with  gravity  and  deliberation^ 
Nothing  seemed  to  surprise  him — the  result 
of  a  long  life  of  anxiety,  suffering,  and  labors 
None  of  the  attractions,  says  a  friend,  or  ab^ 
sorbing  topics  of  interest — not  even  the  great 
Duke's  funeral,  which  he  witnessed — aeemeq 
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to  excite  him.  So  stutaioed,  and  built  up, 
■nd  built  round  by  previous  eiperieooe  of 
wonders  and  escnpea  amidst  the  battle  of 
Ufe,  wu  this  wonderfal  man,  that  he  had 
literally  reached  the  point  oS  Jfil  admirari  ! 

IB  ORDAINID   BT  THE  BIBHOP  OP  LONDOS. 

The  Bbhop  of  London,  yielding  eheerfally 
to  the  strong  concurrent  testimony  of  Admi- 
ral Moresby,  and  many  others  who  had  en- 
joyed ample  opportunities  of  learning  the 
oharacter  and  claims  of  Mr.  Nobbs,  during  a 
long  career  of  twenty'sii  years  at  Pitcairn's 
Isiand,  acceded  to  his  request  to  be  admitted 
lo  holy  orders.  On  the  24th  October,  1852, 
ha  was  ordained  deacon  in  the  parish 
church  of  Islington,  by  the  Bishop  of  Sierra 
Leone,  under  a  commission  from  the  Bishop 
of  London,  who  bimsetf  ordained  him  priest 
■t  Fulham  church  on  the  30th  November  ; 
hu  description,  in  Ibe  letter  of  orders,  being 
"Chaplain  of  Pitcurn'a  Island."  He  was 
warmly  welcomed  and  hospitably  enterUio- 
ed  by  the  greatest  and  best  in  the  land ; 
and  a  number  of  them  subscribed  towards 
raising  a  little  fund  for  defraying  the  expense 
of  his  return  to  Pitcaim,  and  his  outfit — a 
service  of  commuDion-plate,  and  also  various 
tiaefnl  arUcIes  for  the  inhabitants,  a  be^  for 
the  church,  two  or  three  clocks,  medicines, 
clothing,  laborers'  and  carpenters'  tools,  sim- 
ple articles  of  fnrniture,  cooking  utensils, 
and  stores  of  provisions,*  These  benefactors 
of  the  distant  little  community  wisely  deter- 
mined to  send  them  such  articles  only  as 
•hall  contribute  to  their  comfort,  without 
communicating  a  taste  for  luxury ;  than  which 
last,  nothing  could  be  more  absurd  or 
cruel.  Since  he  left  this  country,  we  may 
mention  that  an  excellent  little  church. organ 
baa  been  despatched  to  the  pastor — we  must 
now  call  Him  the  chapluio — of  Pitcairn,  set 
to  such  of  our  plain  and  hallowed  old  English 
ebsnts  and  psalm  tunes,  as  be  appeared, 
when  in  this  country,  best  to  like.  By  this 
time,  it  may  be  that  our  noble  evening  hymn, 
which  is  one  of  them,  has  ascended  from  that 
little  rock  to  heaven's  gate,  a  grateful  offering! 

The  Society  for  Promoting  Christian 
Knowledge  granted  £100  towards  the  fund^ 
for  the  purpose  above  mentioned,  and  the 
Society  for  the  Propagation  of  tlie  Gospel 
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placed  him  on  its  list  of  misstonariea,  with  a 
salary  of  £50  a  year.  In  short,  all  parties 
who  became  acquainted  with  him  during  his 
two  months'  stay,  and  with  his  story,  seemed 
to  vie  with  ench  other  in  paying  attention  to 
him,  and  exhibiting  their  interest  by  their 
liberajiiy.  At  the  Admiralty  he  experienced, 
through  the  Duke  of  Northumberland,  and 
other  eminent  functionaries,  the  utmost  kind- 
ness, and  assurances  of  the  watchful  interest 
with  which  the  small  settlement  should  ever 
be  fegarded  there ;  and  the  Directors  of  the 
Royal  Mail  Steam  Navigation  Company  pro- 
vided him  with  a  free  passage  in  the  La 
Plata  to  Navy  Bay. 


BIS  nn-aaviiw  T 


B  QUBBN  AND    I'KIIICI 


It  was  a  matter  of  reasonable  ambition  to 
the  Pitcairn  chaplain,  before  quitting  England 
for  ever,  to  be  admitted  to  the  presence, 
though  for  hot  a  moment,  of  his  Queen; 
and  as  Her  Mijetty's  interest  in  her  distant 
subjects,  especially  as  connected  with  the 
Bpread  of  Christianity,  is  well  known,  and  the 
humble  chaplain  of  Pitcairn  bad  made  many 
friends  in  high  quarters,  his  wish  was  grati- 
fied. On  the  IStb  December,  1852,  two 
days  before  he  quitted  England,  the  Royal 
Fairy  conveyed  him  by  appointment  to 
Osborne.  He  was  first  introduced  into  the 
presence  of  the  Prince,  who  took  an  evident 
interest  in  him,  asking  a  great  many  ques- 
tions concerning  Pitcaim  and  its  people,  and 
appearing  greatly  pleased  with  his  answers. 
In  a  letter  dated  the  next  day,  to  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Murray  (the  moat  hospitable  and  zeslous 
of  his  friends),  through  whose  kindness  it  is 
now  lying  before  us,  he  speaks  of  this  as  the 
"  eventful  day  I  ,  .  .  Prince  Albert  was 
very  urbane,  and  asked  me  many  questions 
about  our  island,  and  appeared  much  pleased 
with  the  answers  I  gave  him.  He  then  in- 
quired what  he  could  do  for  the  community  ? 
I  said  Her  Majesty's  community  had  supplied 
us  with  all  we  had  need  of  at  present ;  hut 
that,  if  he  would  present  us  with  Her  Ma- 
jesty's  picture,  including  himself  and  the 
royal  children,  we  should  consider  it  a  great 
favor.*^  He  smiled,  and  said  I  should  have  it. 
After  a  little  more  conversation,  I  saw  he 


*  "Thw  higlily-valuad  gift,"  laji  Mr.  Ucrray, 
"  was  takso  out  in  Febmarr,  IBB8,  in  H.H.  sloop 
lUUtleMoki,  Csptaiu  Trollope^  the  commuder 
being  iDAra«t«d  to  Issve  it  in  the  alurgs  of  the 
eommsDder'in-ohisf  ia  th«  PadSc^  for  oonveysnoe 
to  Pitesirn."— Pp.  SIS,  SSO. 
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was  designing  to  withdraw,  and  not  a  word 
had  been  said  about  seeing  Her  Majesty! 
No  time  was  to  be  lost ;  so  I  screwed  up  my 
courage,  and  said,  '  Will  your  Royal  High- 
ness permit  me  to  pay  my  duty  to  the 
Queen  ?'  He  replied,  '  I  am  just  going  to  in- 
quire if  Her  Majesty  will  see  you.'  After  a 
few  minutes,  I  went  into  the  room  where  Her 
Majesty  was  ;"  and  worthy  Mr.  Nobbs  pro- 
ceeds to  say,  that  he  was  instantly  set  at  ease 
by  the  affable  condescension  of  Her  Majesty. 
We  regret  that  he  has  not  left  any  written 
account  of  this  interesting  interview,  for  the 
worthy  chaplain  of  Pitcaim  had  a  little  world 
of  matters  to  attend  to  during  the  few  re- 
maining days  of  his  stay  in  England.  We 
have  reason,  however,  to  believe  that  the 
Queen  exhibited  a  lively  interest  in  his  ac- 
count of  this  distant  /amily  of  her  subjects, 
who,  by  this  time,  no  doubt,  have  heard  from 
their  chaplain's  own  lips  what  Her  Majesty 
asked  and  said  of  them.  He  received  pleasing 
little  mementoes  from  the  ladies-in-waiting, 
and  other  distingubhed  persons  in  attend- 
ance, and  so  took  his  departure  from  the  re- 
sidence and  presence  of  Her  Majesty  of 
England,  to  commence  his  ten  thousand  miles 
journey. 


RETURN  TO  PrrCAIRX. 


He  sailed  from  Southampton  in  the  La 
Plata  on  the  17th  December,  and  reached 
Valparaiso  in  safety  on  the  12th  February. 
A  letter  from  him  is  lying  before  us  dated 
Valparaiso,  6th  March,  where  he  was  wait- 
ing for  the  Portland  to  convey  him  to  Pit- 
cairn.  "  Oh,  how  I  wish,"  says  he,  "  to  be 
at  home  !"  He  was  then  dividing  clerical 
duty  with  the  chaplain  of  Admiral  Mores- 
by at  the  church  on  shore,  and  also  on 
board  the  man-of-war  stationed  there.  He 
says  that  he  had  a  sufficiency  of  money  to 
meet  his  expenses,  and  a  trifle  to  spare, 
without  trenching  on  my  salary  (jS50  a- 
^ear),  which  I  shall  endeavor  to  preserve 
mtact  for  the  benefit  of  my  dear  wife  and 
children,  whom  God  preserve  !*'  He  com- 
plains sadly,  however,  of  the  expenses  of 
passing  the  formidable  Isthmus  of  Panama. 
It  cost  him  £50.  There  a  dismal  mis- 
chance befell  him  ;  he  lost  the  box  contain- 
ing his  communion -plate.  '*  Oh,  what  anxi- 
ety of  mind  its  absence  cost  me  I  and  I  be- 
lieve this  was  the  exciting  cause  of  the  fever 
by  which  I  was  attacked."  Fortunately, 
however,  after  a  week's  suspense,  the  pre- 
cious box  was  recovered,  thanks  to  the  inde- 


fatigable exertions  of  Mr.  Perry,  the  British 
Consul  at  Panama.  After  many  fervent 
expressions  of  piety  and  gratitude  towards 
his  friends  and  well-wishers  in  England,  he 
concludes  by  hoping  that  his  next  letter 
will  be  dated  Pitcairn's  Island,  when  the 
thanks  of  the  community  will  be  appended 
to  his  own. 

**  From  Valparaiso,"  says  Mr.  Murray, 
towards  the  close  of  bb  little  history, 
"should  all  go  on  prosperously  with  m, 
Nobbs,  Admiral  Moresby  will  conyey  him  to 
Pitcaim  in  the  Portland,  and  the  islanders 
will  probably  welcome  him  home  before  the 
end  of  March.  May  it  please  God  to  ffiude 
him  in  health  and  safety  to  his  distant 
flock !  Who  can  adequately  imagine  the 
scene  which  will  be  presented  on  his  landing 
among  his  friends  in  the  island,  to  be  parted 
from  them  no  more  on  this  side  the  grave  ?"* 
We  can  picture  to  ourselves,  on  reading  thb 
passage,  the  scene  to  which  we  former^  al- 
luded of  their  reluctant  parting  with  their 
pastor  to  come  to  England — to  encounter 
the  dangers  of  twenty  thousand  miles  'travel- 
ling— perhaps  never  to  return — following 
him  down  to  the  water's  edge,  embracing 
and  sobbing  over  him ;  and  it  may  be  that 
he  said  to  them  in  faltering  tones,  and  in  the 
moving  language  of  the  Apostle  Paul  on  a 
similar  occasion — ''  What  mean  ye  to  weep  tani 
to  break  my  heart  ?"f 


THB   PASTORS   PBOPLV^-WrTH    A    OLDfPSB   OT 
PITOAIRN  STATISTICS. 

The  number  of  persons  now  living  on 
this  little  island  is  one  hundred  and  seven- 
ty— viz.,  eighty-eight  males  and  eighty-two 
females.  When  the  nine  mutineers  estab- 
lished themselves  there,  they  divided  the 
island  into  as  many  parts,  whith  are  now 
subdivided  into  twenty-two,  that  being  the 
number  of  families.  Misunderstandings  now 
and  then  arise  on  the  subject  of  boundaries, 
as  was  the  case  in  patriarchal  times ;  hat 
those  misunderstandings  engender  no  ani- 
mosity, and  are  soon  settled  by  the  chief 
magistrate  and  the  two  councillors ;  for,  as 
we  have  seen,  such  august  functionaries 
have  for  several  years  existed  in  this  little 
community.  The  chief  magistrate  is  elected 
on  the  first  day  of  the  new  year  by  a  gene- 
ral vote  of  all  males  and  females  eigbteea 
years  old  ;  but  if  any  of  either  sex  be  mar- 
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ried  under  that  age,  they  are  entitled  to  the 
suffrage.  On  the  same  day  the  two  coun- 
cillors are  chosen,  one  by  the  magistrate, 
the  other  by  the  people.  The  present  chief 
magbtrate  is  a  son-in-law  of  Mr.  Nobbs. 
His  office  is  rather  shunned  than  coveted ; 
and  sometimes  exemption  is  purchased  by 
killing  a  hog  for  the  public  good.  Should 
any  dispute  arise  which  neither  the  magis- 
trate nor  hd  and  the  two  councillors  can  set- 
tle, a  jury  of  seven  is  called  to  decide  it; 
and  if  it  be  so  surpassing  knotty  as  to  defy 
the  efforts  of  the  seven  sages,  it  stands  over 
till  the  arrival  of  a  British  man-of-war, 
against  whose  decision  there  is  no  appeal — 
a  (act  not  very  pleasing  to  the  gentlemen  of 
the  long  robe  practising  in  the  privy  council, 
to  whom,  douDtless,  a  crumb  from  Pitcaim 
would  in  these  times  be  far  from  unaccepta- 
ble. During  the  interval — that  is,  till  the 
arrival  of  the  Naval  Court  of  Appeal — « the 
matter  drops,  and  no  ill  feeling  remains  ;  for 
it  is  a  principle  with  them  not  to  let  the  sun 
go  down  upon  their  wrath.'**  Happy  Pit- 
caimers!  would  your  border  was  enlarged^ 
and  one  could  come  and  cast  in  one's  lot 
with  you ! 

The  powers  of  the  magistrate  are  pretty 
fairly  defined,  but  of  a  very  simple  nature. 
So  are  the  public  laws,  the  principal  of 
which  are  as  follow: — As  to  landrharke,  the 
first  duty  of  the  new  maffistrate,  and  that  on 
the  day  of  his  election,  is,  with  a  competent 
number  of  the  heads  of  houses,  "  to  visit 
all  landmarks  on  the  island,  and  replace 
those  that  are  lost."  As  to  spirits  or  intoxi- 
cating liquors  of  any  kind,  their  purchase 
from  ships  is  peremptorily  forbidden,  ex- 
cept under  a  very  strict  condition — t.  e.,  for 
medicinal  purposcM  alone.  No  female  is  to 
go  on  board  any  foreign  vessel  of  any  de- 
scription, without  the  magistrate's  permis- 
sion, who  must  either  accompany  her  on 
board  or  appoint  four  men  to  do  so.  In  the 
matter  of  "The  Public  Anvil."  <kc.,  the 
law  is  as  follows  :  <'  Any  person  taking  the 
public  anvil  and  public  sledge-hammer  from 
the  blacksmith's  shop,  is  to  take  it  back  af- 
ter he  has  done  with  it ;  and  in  case  either 
should  get  lost  through  neglect  to  do  so,  the 
loser  is  to  get  another,  and  pay  a  fine  of  four 
shillings."  And  as  to  numey,  its  equivalents 
are  these : —  #.  d. 

One  barrel  of  yams,        -        -        •        -80 

"         ^     sweet  potatoes,  •        -        -    8    0 

«      Irish  ditto,        -        -        -  12    0 

Three  good  bunches  of  plantains,    -        -    4    0 

One  day's  labor,  -        -        -        -    2    0 

'       •  P.  188.  1 


A  shilling,  or  its  equivalent  as  above,  is  to 
be  paid  for  each  child  per  month,  between 
the  ages  of  six  and  sixteen  years;  if  Mr. 
Nobbs'  assistant  attend  mstead  of  Mr.  Nobbs, 
the  former  receives  the  salary ;  and  be  it  ob- 
served, that  as  Mr.  Nobbs  is  godfather  to 
many  of  the  children,  all  of  them  he  instructs 
gratuitously.  In  respect  of  Cats — if  ours 
knew  the  store  set  by  them  in  Pitcaim,  few 
ships  bound  for  the  Pacific  would  quit  our 
ports  without  more  on  board  than  had  been 
bargained  for,  or  the  captain  was  aware  of  I  ' 
Thus  stands  the  law :  "  If  a  Cat  be  killed 
without  being  positively  detected  in  killing 
fowls,  however  strong  the  suspicion  may  be, 
the  person  killing  such  oat  is  obliged,  as  a 
penalty,  to  dctttroy  three  hundred  Rats! 
whose  tails  must  be  submitted  for  the  inspec- 
tion of  the  magistrate,  by  way  of  proof  that 
the  penalty  has  been  paid."*  The  stringen- 
cy of  this  law  is  referable  to  the  great  num- 
ber of  rats  in  the  island,  which  do  much  dam- 
age to  the  sugar- canes.f  Fowls  are  toe- 
marked  ;  and  if  one  be  discovered  destroying 
yams  or  potatoes,  the  owner  of  the  planta- 
tion may  shoot  the  fowl,  and  retain  it  for  his 
own  use ;  and  may  also  demand  of  the  own- 
er of  such  fowl  the  amount  of  powder  and 
shot  so  expended,  as  well  as  the  fowl.  As 
for  a  Pio,  if  he  get  loose  and  commit  depre- 
dation, his  case  may  be  submitted  to  the 
magistrate ;  taken  from  him  to  a  jury  of 
seven ;  and  finally  to  the  captain  of  the  next 
man-of-war  coming  to  the  island ! 

In  features,  dress,  manners,  and  appear- 
ance, the  Pitcairners  seem  to  resemble  the 
inhabitants  of  one  of  the  better  order  of  our 
own  villages;  but  some  are  rather  darker 
than  Europeans,  partaking  of  their  half  Ota- 
heitan  descent  As  for  dress,  the  men  wear 
short  trousers,  coming  down  to  within  two  or 
three  inches  of  the  knee,  a  shirt,  and  a  cap  or 
hat ;  shoes  and  stockings  being  reserved  for 
Sundays.  They  are,  however,  badly  off  for 
clothes,  depending  on  the  precarious  supply 
afforded  by  ships  touching  at  the  island.  The 
women  wear  a  petticoat,  from  the  waist 
downwards;  and  over  that  a  loose  gown, 
with  a  handkerchief  sometimes  thrown  over 
their  shoulders.  A  wreath  of  small  white 
fragrant  flowers,  with  others  of  a  bright  red, 
is  often  worn  round  the  head ;  the  hair  being 
worn  in  bands,  and  twisted  in  a  very  becom- 
ing manner  into  a  knot  behind.  ''Though," 
says  Captain  Piper,  of  H.M.S.  Tagus,  "they 
have  had  the  instruction  of  only  their  Otahei- 
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tan  mothers,  our  dressmakers  in  London 
would  be  delighted  with  the  simplicity,  and 
yet  elegant  taste,  of  these  untaught  females." 
As  we  have  seen  that  these  young  creatures 
are  finely  formed  and  handsome,  their  ap- 
pearance must  be  both  engaging  and  pictu- 
resque. 

In  the  year  1850,  the  inhabitants  of  Pit- 
cairn  realised  the  truth  of  the  old  adage,  that 
it  is  an  ill  wind  that  blows  no  one  any  good. 
Five  gentlemen— one  of  them  was  Mr.  Brodie, 
who  afterwards  published  a  very  interesting 
account  of  his  stay  in  the  island — landed  on 
the  island,  whose  ship  was  blown  off  during 
the  night,  leaving  them  prisoners  for  a  period 
of  three  weeks!  They  had  nothing  but  the 
clothes  they  wore — with  the  exception  of  one, 
the  Baron  de  Thierry,  who,  being  of  a  musi- 
cal turn,  had  a  tuning-fork  with  him.  He 
proposed  to  teach  his  hospitable  hosts  music, 
noticing  how  imperfectly  they  got  through 
the  vocal  parts  of  divine  service.  They  made 
remarkably  rapid  progress,  being  passionately 
fond  of  music;  soon  learning,  as  a  visitor  in 
Auffust  last  testified,  "to  sing  in  parts,  beau- 
tifully." He  adds,  that  he  accompanied  the 
chaplain  of  the  ship  to  the  island  on  Sunday 
the  8th  August;  "the  hymns  were  sung  in 
regular  parts  by  the  whole  congregation.  I 
doubt  much  whether  any  church  in  England, 
excepting  cathedrals,  can  boast  of  such  a 
good  choir."  Imagine  them,  good  reader,  on 
Sunday  next,  the  5th  instant,  perhaps  sing- 
ing to  the  accompaniment  of  their  organ,  and 
with  their  beloved  chaplain  in  the  reading- 
desk  and  pulpit! 

Fearing  a  dearth  of  water  (which  would 
now  appear  to  have  been  chimerical),  the 
British  Government,  in  the  year  1831,  re- 
moved the  whole  community,  then  only 
eighty-seven  in  number,  to  Otaheite,  when 
Queen  Pomare,  since  become  a  historical 
character,  received  them  with  great  kindness, 
though  herself  harassed,  at  the  time,  by 
civil  war.  The  licentious  manners  of  the 
place  disgusted  almost  all  the  virtuous  visit- 
ants from  Pitcaim  ;  but  some  few  were  over- 
come by  the  temptations  to  intemperance. 
The  unhealthiness  of  the  climate  then  carried 
off  twelve  by  sickness,  and  five  more  died  al- 
most immediately  after  their  return.  It  is  to 
be  regretted  that  humanity  should  have  been 
so  hasty  on  this  occasion,  and  to  be  hoped 
that  such  a  step  will  not  be  taken  again  with- 
out grave  consideration.  They  have  ever 
since  expressed  their  deep  sorrow  at  having 
been  removed,  and  their  passionate  love  of 
home,  from  which  they  will  never  again  be 
willingly  severed.      One  of  their   Records 


states  that,  within  three  montba  after  their 
removal  to  Tahiti,  on  one  or  two  of  their  num- 
ber returning  to  Pitcaim,  "  During  our  ab- 
sence our  hogs  have  gone  wild,  and  destroy- 
ed our  crops ;  and  after  our  return  we  em- 
ployed ourselves  in  destroying  the  hogs."* 

Though  the  climate  is  generally  charmine, 
the  island  is  subject  to  be  visited  by  terribTe 
storms.  One  is  recorded  as  having  burst 
over  it  on  the  16th  April  1845,  occasioning 
extreme  terror  to  the  inhabitants,  and  devas- 
tation. What  a  scene  1  Thunder  and  light- 
ning bellowing  and  flashing  incessantly  over 
the  desolate  little  rock — a  deluge  of  ram  fall- 
ing— the  hurricane  howling  around,  and  tear- 
ing down  the  precious  earth  from  the  rocks 
into  the  sea — tearing  up  by  the  roots,  and 
casting  into  the  roaring  and  foaming  ocean, 
three  hundred  cocoa-trees.  A  yam  ground, 
with  a  thousand  yams,  entirely  disappeared. 
Several  fishing- boats  were  destroyed — all 
the  plantain  patches  were  levelled,  four  thou- 
sand plan  tain- trees  being  destroyed,  the  one- 
half  in  full  bearing,  the  other  designed  for 
the  year  1846 :  "  So  that,"  continues  the 
Record,  "  this  very  valuable  article  of  food 
we  shall  be  without  for  a  long  time.  The 
fact  is,  that  from  this  date  until  August," — 
t. «.,  four  long  wearisome  months, — *'  we  shall 
be  pinched  for  food!"  How  bore  the  terri- 
fied little  community  this  dispensation  ?  Let 
us  hear,  for  the  Record  thus  proceeds :  "  But 
God  tempers  the  wind  to  the  shorn  Umb: 
and  we  humbly  trust  that  the  late  monitions 
of  Providence — namely,  drought,  sickness, 
and  storm,  which  severally  have  afflicted  us 
this  year — may  be  sanctified  to  us,  and  be 
the  means  of  bringing  us,  one  and  all,  into  a 
closer  communion  with  our  Ood.  May  we 
remember  the  rod,  and  who  hath  appointed 
it ;  always  bearing  in  mind,  that  our  heaven- 
ly Father  doth  not  willingly  afflict  the  chil- 
dren of  men."  We  envy  not  him  or  her  who 
can  read  this  without  sympathy  and  admira- 
tion. 

Here  is  a  letter  from  one  of  the  Pitcaim 
women,  which,  in  our  opinion,  cannot  besur- 
p>assed  in  th^  solemn  simplicity  and  beauty 
of  its  piety  and  gratitude.  It  is  from  Miriam 
ChriMan,  and  addressed  to  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Armstrong,  chaplain  of  H.M.S.  Basilisk^  who 
had  been  very  kind  to  them  all : — 

"PnCAIRIf'S  ISLAXD, 

"South  Pacotc  Ocsait, 
"LaL  26*  4'  S.,  Long.  130*  8'  W. 
"  8epL  26,  1844. 

^'  Rev.  akd  Honored  Sir, — Please  to  accept 
my  humble  thanks  for  the  interest  yon  are  pleased 
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to  Uke  in  onr  welfare,  ami  also  for  the  pr^senU 
jon  and  our  other  friendi  in- Valparaiso  have  sent 
m ;  and  may  ihey  and  yoa  be  rewarded  a  thou- 
■and-fold  both  in  a  temporal  and  apiritiial  sense. 
And  may  the  irace  of  oar  Lord  Jeaos  Christ,  and 
tha  love  of  God,  and  the  fellowahip  of  the  Holy 
Gbott,  be  with  you  all.  Amen. 
« I  am.  Rev.  Sir, 

"  Your  gratefal  servant, 

"MiBUH  Christum." 

The  community,  as  we  learn  from  Admiral 
Moresby,  *  "are  strictljr  brotight  up  in  the 
Frotestaat  faith,  according  to  tbe  KstAblieb- 
ed  Chorch  of  England?'  and  Mr.  Nobbs 
stated,  in  a  sermon  which  be  preached  in 
Loodon  shortly  before  bis  return,  that  "  there 
it  but  one  form  of  church  government,  that 
of  the  Church  of  England.  The  Hol^  Bible 
and  the  Church  Frayer-Book  are  their  chief 
rules  of  guidance ;  their  motto — '  One  Faith, 
one  Lord,  one  Baptism.'"! 

Divine  service  is  performed  in  the  school- 
bouse,  a  substantial  building,  fifty-sis  feet 
long  by  twenty  wide,  with  a  pulpit  at  one 
end.  It  is  amply  supplied  with  desks,  forms, 
slates,  books,  and  maps. 

These  worthy  people,  happy  in  so  many 
other  respects,  are  by  no  means  exempt  from 
the  ordinary  ills  of  humanity,  and  suffer  oc- 
casionally very  severely  from  prevalent  illness, 
chiefly  the  influensa,  and  also  the  more  for- 
midable diseases.  'There  is  a  painfully  inter- 
esting account  given  of  the  death — perfectly 
resigned,  and  even  happy — of  one  of  the 
women,  from  cancer.  On  all  these  occasions, 
for  now  a  quarter  of  a  century,  this  eiem- 
plaiy  man  nas  acted  both  as  physician  and 
chaplain. 

How  long  tbissingnlar  and  interesting  com- 
munity may  be  able  to  remdn  at  Fitcaim,  ia 
problematical ;  for  Admiral  Moresby  tells  us, 
10  August,  1852,  that  "  the  crops  on  the  til- 
lage-ground h^n  to  deteriorate;  landslips 
occur  with  each  succeeding  storm  ;  and  the 
declivities  of  the  hills,  when  denuded,  are 
laid  bare  by  the  periodical  runs."f  Symp- 
toms in  reality  appear  of  an  evil  sometimes 
chimerically  apprehended  at  home— popula- 
tion pressing  on  the  means  of  subsistence. 
It  will  thus  become  the  duty  of  the  British 
Government  to  deal  prudently  and  tenderly 
with  the  little  community  ;  not  tearing  them 
all,  with  bleeding  hearts,  from  the  land  of 
their  birth,  and  the  seat  of  their  sweets,  and 
aympathies,  and  associations,  but  assisting 
them  from  time  to  time,  as  they  themselves 
'perceive  the  inevitable  necessity  for  so  doing. 
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[0  migrate  to  tbe  numerous  islands  in  that 
rem'ote  locality— each  family,  and  each  mem- 
ber of  it,  becoming  a  radiating  centre  of 
Christian  civilization.  At  present,  ihey  them- 
selves fondly  declare — but  it  must  be  often 
with  a  heavy  sigh,  as  they  behold  their  stea- 
dily diminishing  resources — that  "they  will 
not  remove  elsewhere  whilst  a  sweet  potato 
remains  to  them ;"  and  as  for  their  chaplain 
and  pastor,  he  is  rooted  to  the  spot.  As  he 
told  Mr.  Murray,  "  as  long  as  two  families 
shall  remain  at  Fitcairn,  I  will  remain  also." 
We  know  not  how  our  readers  may  have 
been  while  perusing  the  foregoing  pages,  but 
we  ourselves,  in  writing  them,  have  felt  as 
though  freshened  and  cheered  in  spirit,  by  a 
brief  sojourn  in  this  little  paradise  in  the  far 
Pacific ;  as  though  we  had  glided  for  a  while 
out  of  the  glare  and  hubbub  of  the  great 
world — its  fierce  rivalries,  ambitions,  covet- 
ousness,  and  ostentation — and  been  at  peace 
in  Fitcairn.  It  is  a  small  tjpe  of  a  atate, 
having  its  laws  and  constitution  appropriate 
to  its  position  and  exigencies  ;  but,  at  present, 
almost  necessarily  free  from  those  subtler  and 
fiercer  temptadons  which  so  incessantly,  and 
only  too  successfully,  assail  highly  civilized 
communitjes.  Both,  however,  nave  had  tbe 
pure  light  of  Revelation  to  guide  them — 
with  what  different  results,  while  man  con- 
jectures, God  itnowt.  But  no  thinking  per- 
son can  read  the  history  of  Fitcairn,  without 
being  profoundly  affected  by  contemplating 
the  results  flowing  directly  and  indubitably 
from  the  presence  of  the  Holy  Volume  in  which 
is  enshrined  the  Hevelation  of  Qod  to  man. 
It  sufficed,  indeed,  to  make  the  rough  places 
smooth,  and  made  the  wilderness  blossom 

We  cannot  part  with  the  little  volume,*  to 
which  we  have  been  exclusively  indebted  for 
so  much  instruction  and  gratification,  with- 
out again  expressing  our  thanks  lo  its  excel- 
lent author.  We  feel  as  if  we  had  been  sud- 
denly led  by  him  out  of  a  thick  cloud  into  the 
blessed  sunshine,  and  walked  hand  in  hand 
with  him  through  a  sort  of  happy  valley. 
It  is  a  book  written  without  pretence  of  any 
kind,  but  breathing  throughout,  as  we  have 
already  s«d,  a  spirit  of  manly  piety  and  be* 
nevolence.  The  style  is  plain  and  vigorous 
— admirably  adapted  for  its  writer's  purpose. 
It  is  calculated  to  do  great  good  among  all 


*  Itoontaina  several  pIst«i,iDc1adiDgSD«lMU<Dt 
dagnerreotjpe  likeDtas  of  Ur.  Nobba,  and  BDOthcr 
of  John  AdBm^  tb«  last  of  the  muUnecr^  and 
finally  tbe  patriarch  of  Pitoum.  There  are  also 
sevsnl  views  of  the  island,  and  of  tbe  hoosM, 
scbool-hoDSMk  Ac,  ^ 
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classes  ;  and  as  for  sailors,  had  we  our  wish, 
half-a-dozen  copies  should  be  presented  to 
every  ship  in  Her  Majesty's  service,  that 
Jack  might  see  what  comes  of  mutiny,  and 
that  captains  and  admirals  may  see  how 
their  brethren  manage  matters  in  the  Pa- 
cific. 

Mr.  Murray  truly  states,  in  his  preface, 
that  "  the  eventful  history  connected  with 
Pitcairn,  proves  that  real  life  may  be  as  ro- 


mantic as  fiction."  We  have,  in  these  few 
pages,  the  romance  of  reaKtv,  and  many  sha- 
dowings,  in  the  annals  of  this  distant  speok  ^^ 
amidst  the  waters  of  the  Pacific,  of  the 
grandest  truths  which  dan  ooncern  nations 
or  individuals,  as  relatioff  to  the  sources  of 
vice  and  virtue,  with  their  attendant  misery 
or  happiness. 

And  thus  we  say,  in  a  kindly  spirit,  adieu 
to  the  FaradiH  in  ike  Pacific  ! 


■««• 


>•«• 


From  Chambers's  Edinburgh  Joarnal. 
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The^b  are  not  many  modern  authors  whose 
works  are  more  likely  to  endure  and  become 
standard  reading  in  future  generations,  than 
the  Imaginary  Conversations  and  other  prose 
productions  of  Mr.  Landor.  In  subtilty  of 
thought,  sagacious  criticism,  precision  and 
perspicuity  of  style,  these  writings  are  of  first- 
rate  excellence,  and  must  ultimately  place 
the  author  in  a  position  of  great  prominence 
in  the  literary  history  of  this  century.  It  is 
true,  his  popularity  among  his  contempora- 
ries has  iv>t  been  very  considerable  ;  but  that 
may  be  readily  accounted  for,  inasmuch  as 
his  works  are  not  addressed  to  current  tastes, 
nor  are  of  a  kind  to  be  appreciated  by  the 
common-place  intelligence  of  the  age  ;  they 
are  works  rather  for  the  scholar  and  stu- 
dent— for  that  rare  but  most  important  class 
of  readers  who  require  something  higher  than 
a  temporary  stimulant  to  their  curiosity,  or 
a  more  or  less  refined  amusement  for  the  oc- 
cupation of  a  vacant  hour.  They  are,  strictly 
speaking,  works  of  literary  art,  and  require 
an  artistic  feeling  and  discernment  for  their 
comprehension  and  appreciation.  They  have 
few  attractions  for  the  young,  the  curious,  or 
the  matter-of-fact  philosopher ;  they  demand 
a  certain  maturity  of  mind,  a  liberal  cultiva- 
tion, and  a  more  than  ordinary  acquaintance 
with  remote  and  peculiar  stores  of  know- 
ledge ;  and  they  seem  also  to  require  a  fair 
possession  of  leisure,  and  a  habit  of  delibera- 
tion, such  as  the  great  majority  of  modern 
readers  are  not  able  to  command.  For  im- 
mediate or  extensive  popularity,  therefore. 


they  do  not  appear  to  be  adapted ;  yet  for 
the  select  class  of  studiously  disposed  per- 
sons who  have  time  and  culture  suflScient 
to  master  and  enjoy  them,  they  will  be  found 
to  have  manifold  fascinations,  and  will  yield  a 
fair  measure  of  wholesome  and  refined  in- 
struction. To  such  persons  among  our  read- 
ers, whose  attention  may  not  have  been  drawn 
to  them,  a  few  remarks  on  the  subject-mat- 
ter and  characteristics  of  these  performances 
may  possibly  be  acceptable. 

They  are  all  contained  in  two  substantial 
volumes,  and  consist  of  the  Imaginary  Coi^ 
versations  before  alluded  to ;  the  Citatum  and 
Examination  of  William  ShaJcspeart  hefof§ 
Sir  Thomas  Lucy ;  the  Fentameron^  a  series 
of  imaginary  dialogues  between  Petrarch 
and  Boccaccio  ;  a  collection  of  letterb,  con- 
stituting a  sort  of  classic  romance  on  the 
story  of  Pericles  and  Aspasia  ;  and  a  few 
short  apologues  and  essays.  The  Imaginary 
Conversations  occupy  the  whole  of  the  first 
volume,  and  about  a  third  part  of  the  second ; 
so  that  it  will  be  seen  they  form,  in  point  of 
bulk,  the  principal  proportion.  It  will  be 
convenient  for  us  here  to  refer  to  the  smaller 
productions  first,  and  we  accordingly  begin 
with  the  Pentameron, 

This  purports  to  be  the  composition  of  a 
certain  Italian  priest,  who  being  m  want  of  a 
bell  for  his  church,  brought  the  manuscript 
to  England,  and  getting  it  translated  by  the 
best  hand  he  could  engage,  the  work  was  in- 
troduced to  the  English  public.  As  already 
hinted,  it  professes  to  be  the  report  of  conver- 
sations, at  five  successive  interviews,  between 
'  Messer  Francesco  Petraroa  and  Messer  Gio- 
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yanni  Boccaocio/  while  the  latter  lay  in  an 
infinn  state  of  health  at  his  yilletta  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Certaldo  ;  '  after  which/ 
we  are  informed,  '  they  saw  not  each  other 
on  our  side  of  Paradise.'  They  discoarse,  in 
the  first  instance,  on  Boccaccio's  Decameron^ 
and  then  diverge  into  a  discussion  on  the 
Divine  Comedy  of  Dante,  *  and  sundry  other 
matters/  Petrarch  advises  his  friend  respect- 
ing the  revisal  and  improvement  of  his  De- 
Cameron^  and  advances  some  objections  against 
it  on  the  ground  of  its  occasional  licentious- 
ness ;  urging  him,  moreover,  to  substitute 
the  simple  for  the  extravagant,  the  true  and 
characteristic  for  the  indefinite  and  diflfose/ 
Boccaccio,  in  reply,  observes  that  he  has  do 
wish  to  defend  himself  under  the  bad  exam- 
ple of  another,  bat  he,  nevertheless,  believes 
that  the  example  of  the  illustrious  Dante  Ali- 
ghieri,  whose  genius  he  pretends  not  to  ap- 

E roach,  had  some  misleading  influence  over 
im.  '  I  may,  perhaps,'  says  he,  *  have  been 
formerly  less  cautious  of  offending  by  my 
levity,  after  seeing  him  display  as  much  or 
more  of  it  in  hell  itself/  This  leads  to  a  dis- 
cussion of  Dante's  genius,  natural  tempera- 
ment, personal  history,  and  the  characteris- 
tics of  his  poetry  ;  in  the  course  of  which 
the  friends  are  not  sparing  in  their  strictures, 
though  always  acknowledging  the  immense 
ability  of  their  author,  and  dwelling  with 
much  emphasis  on  the  finer  passages  of  bis 
poem. 

Much  excellent  criticism  b  thus  inciden- 
tally delivered — not  at  all  times  restricted  to 
the  subject  before  the  speakers,  but  often 
having  reference  to  general  and  comprehen- 
sive principles.  Hear  this  admirable  concep- 
tion of  the  poetic  nature  :  '  The  ffreat  poet, 
like  the  original  man  of  the  Platonists,  is 
double,  possessing  the  further  advantage  of 
being  able  to  drop  one-half  at  his  option,  and 
to  resume  it.  Some  of  the  tenderest  on  paper 
have  no  sympathies  beyond ;  and  some  of 
the  austeresi  m  their  intercourse  with  their 
fellow-creatures  have  deluged  the  world  with 
tears.  It  is  not  from  the  rose  that  the  bee 
gathers  her  honey,  but  often  from  the  most 
acrid  and  bitter  leaves  and  petals.'  Other 
passages  of  great  subtilty  and  beautv,  hav- 
ing reference  to  a  variety  of  topics,  might  be 
collected  from  the  Pentameron.  Here  is  a 
sentence,  expressing  an  old  sentiment,  with 
the  purest  simplicity  of  diction  : — '  The  heart 
that  has  once  been  bathed  in  love's  pure 
fountain,  retains  the  pulse  of  youth  for  ever.' 
This  also  is  worth  pondering :  '  Death  can 
only  take  the  sorrowful  from  our  afiec- 
tions ;    the    flower    expands ;   the    color- 


less film  that  enveloped  it  falls  off  and 
perishes.'  The  quiet  irapressiveness  of 
the  following  is  better  than  any  didactic  ho- 
mily : — '  The  very  things  which  touch  us  the 
most  sensibly,  are  those  which  we  should  be 
the  most  reluctant  to  forget.  The  noble  man* 
sion  is  most  distinguished  by  the  beautiful 
images  it  retains  of  beings  past  away  ;  and 
so  is  the  noble  mind.  The  damps  of  autumn 
sink  into  the  leaves,  and  prepare  them  for 
the  necessity  of  their  fall :  and  thus  insensibly 
are  we,  as  years  close  round  us,  detached 
from  our  tenacity  of  life  by  the  gentle  pres- 
sure of  recorded  sorrows.  When  the  grace- 
ful -dance  and  its  animating  music  is  over, 
and  the  clapping  of  hands  (so  lately  linked) 
hath  ceased  ;  when  youth,  and  comeliness, 
and  pleasantry  are  departed — 

Who  would  desire  to  spend  the  followinff  day 
Among  the  extinguished  lamps,  the  faded  wreaths, 
The  dust  and  desolation  left  behind  7 

But  whether  we  desire  it  or  not,  we  must 
submit.  He  who  hath  appointed  our  days, 
hath  placed  their  contents  within  them,  and 
our  efforts  can  neither  cast  them  out  nor 
change  their  quality.'  Abundant  thoughts 
and  images,  equally  beautiful  and  striking, 
might  be  gathered  ;  but  we  have  room  for 
only  one  passage,  about  which  there  is  a  dig- 
nified drollery  truly  captivating.  Petrarch 
having  suggested  that  some  noise  which  had 
interrupted  the  conversation  might  have  been 
occasioned  by  Boocaooio's  cat,  he  is  answer- 
ed by  his  friend  in  this  wise  : — '  No  such 
thing.  1  order  him  over  to  Certaldo,  while 
the  birds  are  laying  and  sitting  ;  and  he 
knows  by  experience,  favorite  as  he  is,  that 
it  is  of  no  use  to  come  back  before  he  is  sent 
for.  Since  the  first  impetuosities  of  youth, 
he  has  rarely  been  refractory  or  disoblig- 
ing. We  have  lived  together  now  these 
five  years,  unless  I  miscalculate  ;  and  he 
seems  to  have  learned  something  of  my 
manners,  wherera  violence  and  enterprise  by 
no  means  predominate. . .  He  enjoys  his  otium 
cum  dignttate  at  Certaldo  :  there  he  is  my 
castellan,  and  his  chase  is  unlimited  in  those 
domains.  After  the  doom  of  relegation  is 
expired,  he  comes  hither  at  midsummer. 
And  then,  if  you  could  see  his  joy  1  His 
eyes  are  as  deep  as  a  well,  and  as  clear  as  a 
fountain  :  he  jerks  his  tail  into  the  air  like  a 
royal  sceptre,  and  waves  it  like  the  wand  of 
a  magician.  You  would  fancy  that,  as  Ho- 
race with  his  head,  he  was  about  to  smite  the 
stars  with  it.  There  is  ne'er  such  another 
cat  in  the  parish  ;  and  he  knows  it,  a  rogue  1 
We  have  rare  repasts  together,  m  the  Man- 
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and -bacon  time,  although  in  regard  to  the 
bean  he  sides  with  the  plkilosopher  of  Samos ; 
but  after  due  examination/ 

We  shall  not  dwell  on  the  '  Citation  and 
Examination  of  William  Shakspeare/  as  the 
title  sufficiently  suggests  the  subject-matter. 
It  is  a  work  of  humor,  professing  to  .be  a 
report  of  the  proceedings  at  the  great  hall  of 
Charlecote,  when  Shakspeare  was  brought 
before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy  touching  the  matter 
of  deer- stealing.  The  piece  is  exceedingly 
ingenious  and  amusing  ;  and  as  a  pleasant 
bit  of  retrospective  satire,  if  not  as  a  drama- 
tically-conceived representation  of  an  histori- 
cal event,  it  is  well  deserving  of  perusal,  and 
may  long  maintain  a  place  among  the  rest  of 
the  author's  works. 

The  story  of  Pericles  and  Aspasia  is  more 
or  less  known  to  all  readers  of  Grecian  his- 
tory. Mr.  Lander's  work,  under  that  title,  is 
an  attempt  to  depict  their  private  and  domes- 
tic life,  and  generally  to  illustrate  the  charac- 
teristics of  Greek  manners,  politics,  and  liter- 
ature. In  the  shape  of  an  imaginary  correspon- 
dence between  Ajspasia  and  her  friend  Cleone, 
it  gives  us  an  account  of  Aspasia's  introduc- 
tion to  Pericles  at  Athens,  and  shadows  forth 
the  story  of  their  wedded  intercourse,  along 
with  the  relations  in  which  they  lived  with  the 

fhilosophers,  historians,  and  artists  of  the 
ge.  The  earlier  letters  contain  numerous 
fragments  and  short  poems  of  various  Greek 
poets,  accompanied  by  the  comments  of  the 
writers,  and  such  general  remarks  on  poetry, 
history,  and  the  occurrences  of  the  hour,  as 
may  be  supposed  to  have  formed  the  sub- 
stance of  a  correspondence  between  two  gift- 
ed and  learned  ladies  of  antiquity.  As  we  ad- 
Vance,  the  statesman,  Pericles,  comes  more 
distinctly  upon  the  scene ;  partly  through 
descriptions  of  him  in  Aspasia  s  letters  to  her 
friend,  and  partly  through  epistles  which  pass 
between  the  former  and  Pericles  himself,  at 
times  when  they  are  separated  by  state  or 
domestic  exigencies.  Incidentally  we  obtain 
glimpses  of  old  Socrates,  the  young  man  Al- 
cibiades,  the  philosopher  Anaxagoras,  the 
historian  Thucydides,  and  several  other  per- 
sons of  ability  and  renown.  Some  of  the 
speeches  of  Pericles  are  interspersed ;  and, 
one  way  or  another,  the  principal  features  of 
his  genius  and  his  manifold  accomplishments, 
are  pretty  thoroughly  delineated  or  suggest- 
ed. The  whole  presents  a  discursive  review 
of  Greek  society,  and  of  the  chief  historical 
incidents  which  belong  to  the  period  com- 
monly known  as  the  '  Age  of  Pericles.' 

To  attempt  to  convey  any  sufficient  notion 
of  such  a  work  by  quotations,  would  be  inef- 


fectual ;  yet  as  many  passages  have  an  in- 
dependent meaning,  and  a  beauty  of  their 
own,  some  of  them  may  be  not  unsuitably  ex- 
tracted, by  way  of  showing  something  of  the 
cast  of  style  and  thought.  Here  is  a  charm- 
ing sentence  from  one  of  the  letters  of  Cleone 
to  Aspasia.  She  is  speaking  of  the  lonians, 
and  remarks  that  they  are  '  more  silent,  and 
contemplative,  and  recluse,'  than  the  Athe- 
nians : — '  Knowing  that  nature  will  not  de- 
liver her  oracles  in  the  crowd,  nor  by  sound 
of  trumpet,  they  open  their  breasts  to  her 
in  solitude  with  the  simplicity  of  children, 
and  look  earnestly  in  her  face  for  a  reply.' 
A  few  others  of  equal  pith  and  gracefulness 
may  be  appended  :  '  Tears  do  not  dwell  long 
upon  the  cneeks  of  youth.  Rain  drops  easily 
from  the  bud,  rests  on  the  bosom  of  the  ma- 
turer  flower,  and  breaks  down  that  one  only 
which  hath  lived  its  day.'  '  There  is  a  gloom 
in  deep  love,  as  in  deep  water :  there  is  a 
silence  in  it  which  suspends  the  foot ;  and 
the  folded  arms  and  the  dejected  head  are  the 
images  it  reflects.  No  voice  shakes  its  sur- 
face :  the  Muses  themselves  approach  it  with 
a  tardy  and  timid  step,  and  with  a  low,  and 
tremulous,  and  melancholy  song.'  On  refine- 
ment in  pride  we  have  this  pertinent  re- 
mark : — '  There  are  proud  men  of  so  much 
delicacy,  that  it  almost  conceals  their  pride, 
and  perfectly  excuses  it.' 

The  Imaginary  Conversations,  which  form 
the  bulk  of  Mr.  Landor's  writings,  treat  of  a 
great  variety  of  subjects,  and  illustrate  an 
immense  variety  of  character.  The  persons 
brought  before  us,  and  represented  in  dis- 
course, are  of  all  conceivable  orders  and  de- 
grees of  men,  and  belong  to  almost  every 
age  and  country.  We  have  Richard  I.  and 
the  Abbot  of  Boxley  conversing  about  Saladin 
and  the  Crusades,  the  perfidy  of  Europesn 
politics,  and  the  uses  of  the  rite  of  baptism; 
Sir  Philip  Sidney  and  Lord  Brooke  expatiate 
on  happiness  and  the  charms  of  country  life; 
Home  Tooke  and  Dr.  Johnson  discuss  ques- 
tions of  philology  ;  Southey  and  Porson  in- 
terchange remarks  on  the  state  of  criticism 
and  the  poetry  of  Wordsworth  ;  Milton  and 
Andrew  Mar  veil  discourse  on  comedy  ;  Sir 
Robert  Inglis  and  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
deliver  their  opinions  on  the  idolatry  of  the 
Hindoos  and  the  illustrious  gates  of  Som- 
nauth — but  it  were  endless  to  run  over  all 
the  names  of  the  interlocutors,  or  to  indicate 
the  multitude  of  subjects  brought  into  dis- 
cussion :  suffice  it  to  say,  that  every  conver- 
sation relates  to  something  of  literary,  politi- 
cal, or  scientific  interest,  and  that  the  speak- 
ers generally  express  opinions  such,  as  from 
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what  is  known  of  them  historically,  they 
would  be  likely  to  utter  ia  regard  to  the  mat- 
ter  whereon  they  are  represented  to  be  dis- 
coursing. That  the  dramatic  personation  of 
every  character  should  be  in  all  cases  accu- 
rate and  complete,  is  more  than  could  fairly 
be  expected  from  the  author,  considering  the 
number  of  individuals  brought  before  us,  and 
the  wide  dififerences  in  their  respective  per- 
sonalities. Generally  speaking,  however,  it 
is  not  impossible  to  accept  the  character  un- 
der the  name  attached  to  it,  and  in  many 
instances  the  language  and  opinions  imputed 
to  the  speaker  are  thoroughly  consbtent,  and 
appropriate  to  his  individuality.  With  the 
mass  of  positive  thought  and  sentiment  enun- 
ciated, we  suppose  Mr.  Landor  must  be 
more  or  less  identi6ed,  though  he  warns  his 
reader  against  '  attributing  to  the  writer  any 
opinions  in  this  book  but  what  are  spoken 
under  his  own  name.'  This  is  a  permissible 
precaution,  but  it  is  nevertheless  apparent 
what  characters  have  most  of  his  admiration, 
and  also  what  are  the  opinions  with  which 
he  most  distinctly  sympathizes.  For  instance, 
a  tyrant  or  a  bigot  he  renders  hateful  by  the 
words  which  he  makes  him  utter  ;  and  on 
the  other  hand,  every  wise  and  truthful  per- 
son is  involuntarily  made  to  have  the  best  of 
every  argument.  At  the  bottom,  it  is  the 
body  of  thought  and  just  opinion  contained 
in  the  Ckmversations,  which  constitute  their 
real  excellency  aa  literary  productions  ;  and 
Mr.  Landor's  chief  peculiarity  as  a  writer 
n  ^  be  said  to  lie  in  his  ability  to  represent 
the  truths  which  he  himself  has  apprehend- 
ed from  various  and  innumerable  points  of 
contemplation.  As  any  truth  imperfectly 
set  forth,  or  wrenched  aside  from  its  rela- 
tions to  other  truths  and  circumstances,  be- 
comes in  practical  effect  a  mere  half-truth, 
or  little  better  than  a  falsehood,  it  is  the  re- 
cognition and  uniform  observance  of  this  fact 
which  distinguishes  the  thinker  from  the 
pedant  or  the  empiric,  and  stamps  his  utter- 
ance with  a  comprehensiveness  of  meaning 
that  puts  to  shame  their  partial  and  contract- 
ed statements.  This  is  one  of  the  highest 
services  that  can  be  performed  by  literature ; 
and  we  claim  for  Mr.  Landor  the  distinction 
of  having  performed  it  more  completely  than 
any  other  writer  of  the  age. 

The  special  characteristics  of  his  genius 
are  somewhat  difficult  to  specify  ;  but  he 
may  be  said  to  unite  within  himself  the  lead- 
ing attributes  of  the  philosopher  and  the 
poet«  He  has  a  philosopher's  discern- 
ment, and  the  poet's  pictorial  expression.  No 
keener  understanding  perhaps  could  be  found 


anywhere  in  Europe  at  this  hour,  and  as- 
suredly he  ranks  foremost  among  English 
writers  as  a  pure  and  admirable  stylist.  In 
solidity  of  substance,  in  beauty  and  graceful- 
ness of  form,  his  works  are  among  the  6nest 
specimens  of  our  modem  literature.  There 
is  no  shallowness  of  thought,  no  unpro6table 
exuberances  of  expression :  everything  is 
clear,  compact,  wisely  proportioned  and  l^u- 
Ufully  polished.  In  proof  of  his  originality, 
it  is  to  be  said  that  Mr.  Landor's  writings  are 
totally  unlike  those  of  any  of  his  contempora- 
ries ;  and  though  mere  originality  is  no  evi- 
dence of  greatness,  there  is  evidence  enough 
of  thb  to  be  observed  in  the  immense  amount 
of  wise  reflection  which  he  has  condensed 
into  his  volumes.  In  reading  them  you  do 
not  find  a  continual  iteration  of  the  same 
thoughts  and  images,  but  you  perceive  every- 
where the  siffns  of  a  rich  and  inexhaustible 
fecundity.  Yet  it  is  not  until  after  a  long 
acquaintance  with  these  writings,  that  you 
discern  how  affluent  is  the  mind  from  which 
they  sprung — how  fertile  and  exouisitely  cul- 
tivated the  soil  wherein  all  this  forest  of 
strength  and  splendor  has  its  roots.  On 
the  whole,  we  pronounce  Mr.  Landor's  works 
to  be  eminently  calculated  to  advance  the  in- 
tellectual and  moral  cultivation  of  his  coun- 
trymen ;  and,  as  intelligence  and  purity  of 
taste  make  progress,  we  doubt  not  that  they 
will  more  and  more  attract  and  retain  atten- 
tion, and  that  eventually  they  will  even  enjoy 
an  extensive  and  lasting  popularity.  Luckily, 
Mr.  Landor  can  afford  to  await  the  issue, 
and  would  seem  to  have  no  forebodings  in 
regard  to  it.  As  he  says  in  one  of  the  ima- 
ginary letters  of  Cleone : — *  There  are  writ- 
ings which  must  lie  long  upon  the  straw  be- 
fore they  mellow  to  the  taste  ;  and  there  are 
summer- fruits  which  cannot  abide  the  keep- 
ing.' His  own  unquestionably  belong  to  the 
sound  and  enduring  class,  and  like  the  wine 
of  a  precious  vintage,  may  yield  delight  to 
remote  generations. 

POETRY. 

We  suspect  that  the  poetry  of  Mr.  Landor 
is  very  little  known  to  general  readers  ;  and 
that,  even  among  the  studious  and  most  cul- 
tivated classes  of  his  countrymen,  there  are 
few  who  can  be  said  to  be  thoroughly  ac- 
quainted with  it.  We  remember  De  Quincey 
saying,  that  for  many  years  he  believed  he 
was  the  only  man  in  England  who  had  read 
Oebir ;  and  that,  after  some  inquiry  among 
his  friends,  he  found  Southey  to  be  the  only 
other  person  who  had  accomplished  the  same 
feat.    To  say  the  truth,  it  is  not  an  easy 
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matter  to  get  through  Gelnr ;  and  perhaps 
it  is  still  more  difficalt,  even  after  a  deliberate 
perusal,  to  give  an  intelligible  account  of  its 
meaning  and  intention.  A  dim  and  misty 
fable,  wherein  the  supernatural  is  incongru- 
ously mingled  with  the  natural,  and  brief 
glimmerings  of  poetry  alternate  with  heavy 
passages  of  vague  description  and  turgidity 
— the  work  presents  next  to  no  attractions 
on  the  surface,  and,  with  the  most  laborious 
efforts  to  understand  it,  yields  at  the  utmost 
but  inadequate  results.  We  cannot  recom- 
mend Oehir  to  anybody  as  a  pleasant  enter- 
tainment, but  we  are  still  prepared  to  say, 
that  none  but  a  man  of  genius  could  have 
written  it.  It  has  an  undoubted  originality, 
which,  while  it  gives  no  attraction  to  the 
poem,  proves  the  author  to  be  at  least  a  man 
of  power.  The  great  defect  is  a  certain 
cruaeness  of  the  judgment,  implied  in  the 
selection  of  the  subject-matter,  and  a  further 
want  of  skill  and  perspicuity  in  the  treat- 
ment. Gehir  possesses  some  interest  as  a 
poetical  curiosity,  but,  except  in  a  few  pas- 
sages, it  has  none  of  those  peculiar  graces  of 
style  and  sentiment  which  render  the  writings 
of  our  more  prominent  modem  authors  so 
generally  delightful.  Such  passages  as  we 
speak  of  can  never  convey  any  accurate 
notion  of  a  poem,  but,  as  illustrations  of  the 
poetic  faculty  of  the  writer,  they  may,  in 
such  a  case  as  Mr.  Landor's,  be  easily  de- 
tached and  cited,  without  occasioning  either 
misapprehension  of  his  genius,  or  injury  to 
bis  reputation.  One  or  two  we  shall  here 
accordingly  present,  by  way  of  showing  the 
kind  of  ffems  which,  at  wide  intervals,  are 
imbedded  in  the  otherwise  dark  and  dreary 
caves  of  Oehir,  Let  us  begin  with  some 
lines  containing  an  image  which  Wordsworth 
afterwards  expanded,  in  a  famous  passage  of 
the  Exeunion,  A  river-nymph  is  described 
as  saying  to  a  shepherd : 


**  I  have  sinaoas  shells  of  pearly  hue 
Within,  and  they  that  Instre  have  imbibed 
In  the  sun's  palace-porch,  where,  when  unyoked, 
His  chariot-wheel  stands  midway  in  the  wave : 
Shake  one,  and  it  awakens,  then  apply 
Its  polished  lips  to  your  attentive  ear, 
And  U  remembers  Us  august  abodes. 
And  murmurs  as  ihe  ocean  murmurs  there,** 


Readers  of  Wordsworth  will  remember  the 
lines  beginning — "I  have  seen  a  curious 
child,"  (fee,  and  notice  their  resemblance  to 
the  above.  Among  other  striking  and  ex- 
tractable  passages,  the  following  has.  seemed 
to  us  deserving  of  quotation.    It  will  be  seen 


that  it  expresses  a  pagan  sentiment  on  the 
holiness  and  efficacy  ^  prayer : — 

For  earth  contains  no  nation  where  abounds 
The  generous  horse  and  not  the  warlike  man. 
But  neither  soldier  now  nor  steed  avails. 
Nor  steed  nor  soldier  can  oppose  the  gods. 
Nor  is  there  aught  above  like  Jove  himself. 
Nor  weighs  a^inst  his  purpose,  when  once  fixed, 
Au^ht  but,  with  supplicating  knee,  the  prayersi 
Swifter  than  light  are  tbey,  and  every  face. 
Though  different,  glows  with  beauty;  at  the 

throne 
Of  mercy,  when  clouds  shut  it  from  mankind, 
Tbey  fall  bare-bosomed,  and  indignant  Jove 
Drops  at  the  sootbinp^  sweetness  oi  their  voice 
The  thunder  from  his  hand. 

Stray  lines  of  pithy  sense  and  wisdom  are 
frequently  occurring  m  the  poem.  Thus,  of 
brave  men  it  is  said : — 

The  brave, 
When  tbey  no  longer  doubt,  no  longer  fear. 

Again,  in  regard  to  the  lessons  of  experience, 
we  have  this — 

From  our  own  wisdom  less  is  to  be  reaped 
Than  from  the  barest  folly  of  our  friend. 

In  the  way  of  description,  in ,  which  Mr* 
Landor  is  sometimes,  but  not  always  happy, 
the  following  representation  of  an  !^astem 
morning  displays  a  rich  and  pleasing  fancy : 

Now  to  Aurora,  borne  by  dappled  steeds. 
The  sacred  gate  of  Orient  peari  and  gold. 
Smitten  with  Lucifer's  light  silver  wand. 
Expanded  slow  to  strains  of  harmony ; 
The  waves  beneath,  in  purpling  rows,  like  doves 
Glancing  with  wanton  coyness  tow'rd  their  qoeen, 
Heaved  softly ;  thus  the  darasers  bosom  heaves 
When  from  her  sleepy  lover's  downy  cheek. 
To  which  so  warily  ner  own  she  brings 
Each  moment  nearer,  she  perceives  the  warmtk 
Of  cominff  kisses  fanned  by  playful  dreams. 
Ocean  and  earth  and  heaven  was  jubilee. 
For  'twas  the  morning  pointed  out  by  Fate, 
When  an  immortal  maid  and  mortal  man 
Should  share  each  otheHs  nature  knit  in  bliss, 

Gebir  is  a  sort  of  epic,  in  seven  books,  and 
is  luckily  the  only  long  poem  which  Mr. 
Landor  seems  to  have  attempted.  Without 
offence  to  him,  or  to  any  body  else,  we  think 
it  may  be  said,  that  there  is  no  description  of 
poetry  for  which  his  talent  is  so  unsuited. 
In  dramatic  writing,  he  has  succeeded  better, 
though  he  has  siven  us  nothing  that  can  be 
properly  styled  a  drama;  indeed,  he  calls 
his  pieces  of  this  sort  simply  "acts  and 
scenes ;"  and  informs  us,  that  although  in  a 
dramatic  form,  they  "  were  never  offered  to 
the  stage,  being  no  better  than  Imagiwsnf 
ConverdatioM  in  metre."    As  aach  they  are 
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not  by  any  maatM  anmt«rMting,  though  the; 
motlly  refer  to  scfloes  and  circumstnnces  so 
remote  from  the  Btudies  of  the  ^neral  reader 
as  to  oGFer  few  attmotions  to  him  ;  and,  except 
here  and  there  in  pointed  thoughts  and  fine 
expressions,  thej  manifest  no  eztnordinaiy 
ability.  It  is  chiefly  in  his  oolloctjon  of  Mis- 
cellaneous  Pieces — short  occaaional  poems, 
written  to  express  some  flitting  thought  or 
pensive  fancy — that  Mr.  Landor  is  Itiely  to 
find  any  conuderable  body  of  readers.  Many 
of  these  pieces  are  purely  personal,  but  are 
not  on  that  accoant  de&cient  either  in  grace 
or  sterling  excellence.  As  it  is  the  Tocation 
of  the  poet  to  reflect  the  mental  states  of 
other  men,  and  be  the  interpreter  of  their 
aspirations  and  emotions,  whatsoever  affects, 
intereaCe,  or  perplexes  him,  will  aerre  in  the 
representation  to  excite  the  sympathies,  and 
more  perfectly  express  the  sense  of  all  who 
anyway  partake  of  kindred  thoughts  and 
feelings.  So  considered,  these  brief  and  un- 
pretending poems  of  Mr.  Landor  seem  to  be 
calculated  to  impart  a  fine  intellectual  pleas- 
ure, and  yield  matter  for  meditation  in  mo- 
ments when  the  heart  is  inclined  to  be  still 
and  commnne  with  itself.  The  merit  of  this 
poetry  lies  mainly  in  its  tone  of  calm  re- 
fiectjveneas,  in  a  certain  suggestive  power 
which  sets  the  mind  of  the  reader  thinking, 
and  engagM  him  for  the  time  in  the  serious 
contemplation  of  some  striking  and  peculiar 
view  of  human  life.  Buch  pieces  aa  we  have 
selected  for  quotation  may  ne  not  unsuitably 
introduced  by  the  following  lines  on  the  out- 
looks of  middle-age : — 
When  we  hive  panted  psst  life's  middle  space. 
And  stand  and  breathe  a  moment  from  the  race. 
These  graver  thonghls  the  heaving  breast  an- 

**  Of  all  our  fields,  how  very  few  are  gieen '. 
And  ah !  what  brakes,  moors,  quagmires,  lie  be- 

Hred  age  sod  childhood  ramping  wild  with  joy." 

It  will  be  seen  that,  in  this  little  poem,  there 
is  nothing  gorgeoos  or  particularly  felicitous 
in  the  language — not  a  word  of  imi^ry  or 
•entimeatal  softness — yet  the  thought  is 
eminently  poetical,  and  dmply  as  it  is  set 
forth,  suggests  a  great  deal  more  ihtm  is  ex- 
pressed— the  whole  throng  of  cues  and 
pent-up  aadness  which  the  tried  and  weary 
tool  conceals,  even  while  they  press  on  him 
aa  the  inner  burden  of  bis  life.  Our  next 
flxttsct  is  of  a  mors  imaginative  aspect,  and 
shows  how  admirable  a  picture  the  author  can 
delineate  in  words.  One  seems  to  see  the 
majestically- attired  Evening  moving  slowly 
orer  the  luidsoape,  and  covering  all  things 


wbudtos  of  taitkb  sataoi  lakmb. 


as  she  advances  with  the  folds  of  her  misty 


Throngh  ibe  pale-(;limmering  priTet-sceiitMlane, 
And  tbrougb  those  alders  bv  the  Tiver-«ide : 
Now  the  soft  duBl  impedes  her,  which  ihs  sheep 
Hsve  hollowed  ont  beneath  their  hawthorn  shade. 
Bet  ah !  look  yonder  I  see  a  misty  tide 
Rise  up  the  hill,  lay  low  the  frowning  grove, 
Enwrap  the  gay  white  mansion,  sap  ita  sidei, 
Until  they  sink  and  melt  sway  like  chalk ; 
Now  it  cornea  down  against  our  village-tower, 
Covers  its  base,  Boats  o'er  its  arches,  tears 


Mingles 


A  embrace  the  obdurate  stone 


We  quote  next  a  somewhat  longer  poem, 
wherein  the  influences  of  wrath  and  gentle- 
ness are  very  beautifully  contrasted : — 
Look  thou  yonder,  look  and  tremble, 

ThoD  whose  passion  swells  so  high ; 
See  those  rains  that  resemble 

Flocks  of  camels  as  they  lie. 
Twas  a  fair  but  froward  city. 

Bidding  tribes  and  chiefs  obey. 
Till  be  came  who,  deaf  to  pity. 

Tost  the  Imploring  arm  away. 
Spoiled  and  prostrate,  she  lamented 

What  her  pride  and  folly  wroaght : 
But  WIS  ever  Pride  contented, 

Or  wonld  Folly  e'er  be  Unghtl 
Strong  are  cities ;  Rage  o'erthrows  'em ; 

Rage  o'erawells  the  gallant  ship  ; 
Stains  it  not  the  cloud-white  bosom, 

Flaws  it  not  the  ruby  lip  } 
All  that  shields  us,  all  that  charms  ns, 

Brow  of  ivory,  tower  of  stoce. 
Yield  to  Wrath ;  another's  harms  ns, 

But  we  perish  by  onr  own. 
Night  may  send  to  rave  and  ravage 

Panther  and  hytena  fell ; 
Bet  their  manners,  harah  and  savage, 

LiUle  suit  the  mild  gazelle. 
When  the  waves  of  life  surround  thee. 

Quenching  ofl  the  light  of  love — 
When  the  cloadt  of  doiibt  confound  thee, 

Drive  not  from  thy  breast  the  dove. 

The  following,  as  the  reader  will  perceive, 
contains  a  consoling  and  excellent  suggestion 
in  regard  to  the  transitorinees  of  earthly  sor- 
rows:— 

The  wisest  of  ns  all,  when  woe 
Dsrkens  oar  narrow  path  below. 
Are  cliildish  to  the  last  degree, 
And  think  what  it  must  always  he. 
It  rains,  and  there  is  gloom  aroond, 
Slippery  and  sullen  is  the  ground. 
And  slow  the  step ;  within  onr  eight 
Nothing  Is  cheerful,  nothing  bright. 
Heanwnile  the  sun  on  high,  altbongh 
Wb  will  not  think  it  can  be  k^ 
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Is  Bhining  at  this  yerj  hoar 
In  all  his  glory,  all  his  power, 
And  when  the  cloud  is  past,  again 
Will  dry  up  every  drop  of  rain. 

From  another  point  of  view,  it  is  shown 
how  the  most  brilliant  spirits  are  the  most 
susceptible  of  suffering  and  depression : — 

The  brightest  mind,  when  sorrow  sweeps  across, 
Becomes  the  gloomiest ;  so  the  stream,  that  ran 
Clear  as  the  light  of  heaven  ere  autumn  closed. 
When  wintery  storm  and  snow  and  sleet  descend. 
Is  darker  than  the  mountain  or  the  moor. 

In  the  next  quotation,  the  reader  will  get 
a  glimpse  of  Mr.  Landor's  views  concerning 
the  poetic  art : — 

Pleasant  it  is  to  wink  and  sniff  the  fumes 
The  little  dainty  poet  blows  for  us. 
Kneeling  in  his  soft  cushion  at  the  hearth, 
And  patted  on  the  head  by  passing  maids. 
Who  would  discourage  him  ?  who  bid  him  off  7 
Invidious  or  morose  !  Enough,  to  say 
(Perhaps  too  much,  unless  'tis  mildly  said) 
That  slender  twigs  send  forth  the  hercest  flame, 
Not  without  noise,  but  ashes  soon  succeed ; 
While  the  broad  chump  leans  back  against  the 

stones, 
Strong  with  internal  fire,  sedately  breathed. 
And  heats  the  chamber  round  from  morn  till  night 

Some  further  ideas  on  this  subject  are  pre- 
sented to  us  in  some  lines  addressed  to 
Southey,  between  whom  and  Mr.  Landor, 
notwithstanding  the  widest  difference  in  their 
political  and  social  views,  there  existed  a 
close  and  uninterrupted  friendship.  A  good 
deal  of  sound  criticism  is  here  condensed  in- 
to a  small  compass.  Pope's  celebrated  £ssay 
contains  nothing  of  equal  merit,  either  in 
point  of  judgment  or  in  the  graces  of  ex- 
pression : — 

There  are  who  teach  us  that  the  depths  of  thought 

Engulf  the  poet;  that  irregular 

Is  every  greater  one.    Go,  Southey,  mount 

Up  to  these  teachers  ;  ask,  submissively, 

Who  so  proportioned  as  the  lord  of  day  7 

Yet  mortals  see  his  steadfast,  stately  course. 

And  lower  their  eyes  before  him.    Fools  gaze  up 

Amazed  at  daring  flights.    Does  Homer  soar 

As  hawks  and  kites  and  weaker  swallows  do  7 

He  knows  the  swineherd ;  he  plants  apple-trees 

Amid  Alcinous*s  cypresses ; 

He  covers  with  his  aged,  black-veined'  hand, 

The  plumy  crest  that  frightened  and  made  cling 

To  its  fond  mother  the  ill-fated  child ; 

He  walks  along  Olympus  with  the  gods, 

Complacently  and  calmly,  as  along 

The  sands  where  Simois  glides  into  the  sea. 

They  who  step  high  and  swing  their  arms  soon 

tire. 
TJm  ghrioui  Theban  then  t 


The  sage  from  Thebes, 
Who  sang  his  wisdom  when  the  strife  of  ears 
And  combatants  had  paused,  deserves  more  praise. 
Than  this  untrue  one,  fitter  for  the  weak, 
Who  by  the  lightest  breezes  are  borne  up. 
And  with  the  dust  and  straws  are  swept  away ; 
Who  fancy  they  are  carried  far  alofl, 
When  nothing  quite  distinctly  they  descry. 
Having  lost  all  self-ffuidance.    But  strong  men 
Are  stron^st  with  their  feet  upon  the  ground. 
Light-bodied  Fancy— Fancy,  plover-winced. 
Draws  some  away  from  culture  to  dry  oowns, 
Where  none  but  insects  find  their  nutriment ; 
There  let  us  leave  them  to  their  sleep  and  dreams. 

Great  is  that  poet — great  is  he  alone. 
Who  rises  o'er  the  creatures  of  the  earth. 
Yet  only  where  his  eye  may  well  discern 
The  various  movements  of  the  human  heart, 
And  how  each  mortal  differs  from  the  rest. 
Although  he  struggle  hard  with  poverty, 
He  dares  assert  his  just  prerogative 
To  stand  above  all  perishable  things. 
Proclaiming  thxB  shall  live,  and  this  shall  die. 


From  these  extracts,  the  cbaracter  of  Mr. 
L&ndor's  minor  poems  will  be  partially  per- 
ceived ;  readers  hitberto  unacquainted  with 
them  must  now  consider  for  themselves, 
whether  they  possess  attractions  of  a  kind 
likely  to  be  acceptable  to  tbeir  particular 
tastes  and  temperaments.  It  will  be  seen 
that  the  poetry  is  mostly  of  a  centemplative 
cast;  not  remarkably  miaginative,  nor  im- 
bued to  any  great  degree  with  the  gracte  or 
charms  of  fancy  ;  nowise  stately  or  magnifi- 
cent in  diction,  or  particularly  polished  or 
exquisite  in  style  ;  but,  in  modest  and  simple 
guise,  wisely  thoughtful  and  reflective ;  full 
of  hints  and  intimations  of  a  peculiar  expe- 
rience, and  rich  in  that  quiet  wisdom  which 
a  man  of  fine  gifts  and  extensive  knowledge 
has  constantly  in  store,  and  the  utterance  of 
which  is  to  him  as  natural  and  easy  as  is  the 
delivery  of  common-places  to  ordinary  per- 
sons. No  one  can  read  these  poems  without 
observing  their  unelaborate  and  simple  struc- 
ture. They  have  all  the  air  of  spontaoebus 
effusions.  They  seem  to  be  the  little  sparks 
of  light  which  the  revolving  mind  casts  off 
in  token  of  a  latent  heat  which  cannot  be 
contained,  or  all  concentrated  in  that  subtile 
and  vast  activity,  whose  product  in  other 
forms  of  literature  has  been  so  admirable 
and  magnificent.  They  have  taken  shape, 
without  premeditation  and  without  labor, 
and  have  the  appearance  of  being  almost  in- 
voluntary utterances.  Indeed,  ibey  might 
have  been  in  some  instances  improved  by  a 
little  more  care  and  manual  painstaking  in 
the  versification ;  but  for  this  mechanical  ex- 
cellence, Mr.  Landor  appears  to  have  no  re- 
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gard.  He  says  once,  in  addressing  Words- 
worth : 

That  other  men  shonld  work  for  me 
In  the  rich  minds  of  Poesie, 
Pleases  roe  better  than  the  toll 

Of  smoothing  under  hardened  hand 
With  attic  emery  and  oil 

The  shining  |K)int  for  wisdom's  wand. 

Accordingly,  what  poetry  he  is  in  the  habit 
of  writing,  he  throws  off  from  him  with  an 
easy  carelessness,  satisfied  if  the  words  and 
images  he  uses  be  such  as  will  just  serve  as 
a  body  to  the  thought  which  it  is  his  purpose 
to  express.  It  is  always  rather  the  substance 
than  the  form  which  constitutes  the  merit  of 
these  productions ;  and  though  they  cannot 
be  said  to  present  any  very  lofty  views  of 
human  life  and  destiny,  any  grand  conceptions 
of  man's  relations  and  vocation  in  the  universe, 
they  yet  contain  many  excellent  and  con- 
solatory reflections,  many  just  and  pure  sen- 
timents, much  of  that  solemn  and  pensive 
beauty  which,  like  the  rays  of  moonlight 
about  ruins  and  lonelv  places,  ffives  a  charm 
and  a  quiet  glory  to  the  sobered  sadness  that 
haunts  the  chambers  of  a  soul  deeply  learned 


in  manifold  experiences.  One  suggestioii 
may  be  given  as  to  what  seems  the  proper 
way  of  reading  them :  they  yield  most  pleasure 
when  perused  deliberately,  one  at  a  time,  fol- 
lowing out  the  thought  with  its  various  sug- 
gestiveness,  until  its  full  meaning  is  gathered 
up  and  taken  in.  They  will,  most  of  them» 
be  found  to  have  a  wonderful  completeness, 
and  each  of  them  a  separate  and  definite  sig- 
nification. They  are  not  endless  repetitions 
of  a  few  fixed  ideas  and  feelings,  but  they  ex- 
press a  multitude  of  intellectual  and  emotional 
conditions  :  they  are  records  of  all  the  moods 
atid  phases  which  the  author's  mind  has  un- 
dergone, in  the  course  of  a  life  now  consider-* 
ably  advanced,  and  bear  witness  to  his  large 
devotion  to  the  interests  of  truth  and  beauty. 
For  all  men  anyway  like-minded,  they  cannol 
fail  to  prove  pleasant  and  congenial  reading ; 
and  to  such  of  these  as  may  not  yet  have  been 
attracted  to  them,  we  here  take  the  opportu- 
nity of  recommending  them.  We  hold  them 
to  be  worthy  of  careful  and  deliberate  study, 
and  can  testify  that  a  prolonged  acquaintance 
with  them  increases  the  gratification  which 
they  are  calculated  to  afiCwrd. 
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TRIAL  OF  THE  DUCHESS  OF   KINGSTON. 


NOW  FIRST  PUBLISHED  FROM  AN  ORIGINAL  Ma 


Elizabeth  Chudleigh,  Duchess  of  King- 
ston, was  bom  in  1720,  and  was  of  a  very 
old  Devonshire  family.  Her  father,  who  was 
a  colonel  in  the  army,  died  while  she  was 
young,  and  left  her  mother  and  herself  to- 
tally unprovided,  so  that  their  sole  subsist- 
ence was  a  small  pension  allowed  them  by 
Government.  Mrs.  Chudleigh  was  ezceed- 
ingly  fond  of  society,  and  though  her  means 
were  limited,  she  still  kept  up  her  connection 
with  those  persons  of  distinction  with  whom, 
on  account  of  her  husband's  rank,  she  had 
formerly  been  intimate.  Her  daughter, 
who  was  welcomed  everywhere  because  of 
her  beauty  and  the  sprightliness  of  her  wit, 
happened  to  meet  with  Mr.  Pulteney,who  was 
one  of  the  heads  of  the  Opposition,  and  much 
about  the  person  of  the  Prince  of  Wales; 
through  his  exertions  she  was  made  one  of 


the  maids  of  honor  to  the  Princess.  Mr. 
Pulteney,  afterwards  Lord  Bath,  rendered  hei* 
a  still  greater  service;  he  assisted  her  in 
cultivating  her  mind,  and  directed  all  hei* 
studies  ;  when  he  was  away  he  corresponded 
with  her  with  the  same  view  also;  but  in 
spite  of  all  his  oare,  her  extreme  volatility 
and  caprice  prevented  her  from  deriving 
much  benefit  from  his  advice ;  she  was  often 
in  the  habit  of  saying  "  that  she  should  ac- 
tually hate  herself  were  she  ever  to  remain 
two  nours  in  the  same  mood  ;*'  she  declared 
that  all  the  books  in  the  world  did  not  teach 
her  anything;  that  the  conversations  of  men 
did  not  teach  her  much  better ;  in  the  same 
spirit  she  would  observe  laughingly,  "  that 
in  looking  at  an  Englishman  and  a  French- 
man, one  woidd  say  '  that  one  was  seeking 
for  enjoyment  and  the  other  felt  it/  " 


476 


TRIAL  OF  THE  DUOHBSS  OF  KINOSTOK. 


[A«g-. 


Miss  Chudleigh's  position,  as  well  as  her 
personal  attractions,  drew  around  her  a  great 
number  of  adorers;  the  Duke  of  Hamilton 
became  the  favored  one,  and  it  was  settled 
between  the  two  lorers  that  their  marriage 
should  take  place  on  the  young  Duke*s  re> 
turn  from  a  voyage  Which  he  was  on  the 
point  of  making,  meantime  the  misery  of 
absence  was  to  be  alleviated  by  constant  cor- 
respondence. 

But  all  these  plans  fell  to  the  ground  in 
consequence  of  the  manoeuvres  of  Mrs.  Han- 
mer,  Miss  Chudleigh's  aunt,  who  was  anx- 
ious to  encourage  the  addresses  of  Captain 
Hervey,  the  son  of  Lord  Bristol.  She  in- 
tercepted all  their  letters,  and  after  making 
her  niece  believe  that  the  Duke  of  Hamilton 
was  unfaithful  to  her,  succeeded  also  in  in- 
ducing her  to  marry  his  rival,  the  4th  of 
August,  1744.  After  the  first  day  of  their 
marriage,  Mrs.  Hervey  took  a  great  dislike  to 
her  husband,  and  resolved  never  to  live  with 
him ;  but  by  some  strange  inconsistency,  at 
the  very  moment  she  was  persuading  her 
husband  to  a^ree  to  an  amicable  separation, 
she  changed  ner  opinion,  and  the  result  of 
the  interview  was  very  diflferent  to  what 
might  have  been  anticipated.  She  became 
a  mother,  but  her  child  died  shortly  after  its 
birth.  The  Duke  of  Hamilton,  who  had 
partly  discovered  Mrs.  Hanmer*s  double- 
dealing  on  his  return  to  England,  again  ofifer- 
ed  his  hand  to  her,  of  whose  marriage  he 
was  ignorant,  and  was  perfectly  in  despair 
at  the  unaccountable  refusal  which  she  gave 
him.  This  refusal  did  not  less  astonish  the 
public,  and  Miss  Chudleigh's  mother  was 
extremely  indignant  at  her  conduct,  for  she 
did  not  know  her  daughter's  secret  engage- 
ment. 

In  order  to  escape  the  reproaches  with 
which  she  was  loaded,  and  the  importunity 
of  the  Duke  of  Aneaster  and  other  noble- 
men who  eagerly  sought  her  favor,  she  set 
out  for  the  Continent  with  a  military  man, 
who  became  the  companion  of  her  journey 
in  the  most  singular  way.  She  caused  the  fol- 
lowing advertisement  to  be  inserted  in  all  the 
papers : — 

"  A  young  lady,  mistress  of  her  own  per- 
son, and  in  possession  of  a  tolerable  fortune, 
who  believes  herself  by  no  means  disagree- 
able, and  flatters  herself  that  she  is  not  so 
to  other  people,  has  resolved  to  go  abroad  ; 
she  would  be  glad  if  some  young  man  of  a 
respectable  family  and  pleasing  manners, 
would  consent  to  be  her  travelling  compa- 
nion. She  has  no  ties,  and  she  hopes  that  he 
who  meets  her  wishes  will  be  as  free  as  her- 


self, 80  that  there  should  be  nothing  to  inter- 
fere with  a  more  intimate  connection  after 
their  first  intimacy.  An  answer  will  be  ex- 
pected in  the  newspapers  before  the  expira- 
tion of  a  fortnight  It  is  required  that  the 
secret  should  be  kept  till  all  the  arrangements 
are  made ;  any  indiscretion  will  not  be  com- 
mitted with  impunity." 

Two  days  after  the  following  reply  was 
seen  in  the  pnpers : — 

"A  middle-aged  man,  tolerably  good 
looking,  and  of  sound  constitution,  offers  his 
services  to  the  lady  by  whom  the  advertise- 
ment was  inserted  the  other  day.  He  has 
travelled  and  is  perfectly  independent  If  Uie 
lady  in  question  thinks  that  he  is  likely  to 
suit  her,  he  is  ready  to  start  whenever  she 
wishes,  if  she  will  only  inform  hitn  of  her 
intentions,  &c." 

An  interview  took  place,  and  they  set  out 
together,  but  they  soon  grew  bored  with 
each  other,  and  separated  at  Berlin.  Min 
Chudleighwas  here  warmly  welcomed  by  the 
great  Frederick,  who  was  quite  charmed 
with  her  frank  manners,  with  her  impetuosity, 
and  with  her  vivacious  and  witty  repartees. 
He  absolved  her  from  all  etiquette,  upon  her 
merely  requesting  one  day  "  to  be  allowed 
to  study  at  her  ease  the  character  of  a  Prince 
who  set  an  example  to  Europe,  and  who 
might  openly  boast  of  having  an  admirer  in 
every  individual  of  the  British  nation.'*  Fred- 
erick paid  her  marked  attention,  and  treated 
her  with  the  greatest  distinction.  Not  only 
did  he  take  pleasure  in  her  conversation,  hat 
he  afterwards  kept  up  a  regular  correspoo- 
dence  with  her. 

A  short  time  after  she  visited  Dresden, 
and  there  she  gained  the  Electress's  friend- 
ship. Thb  princess  was  very  pious  aid 
sensible,  and  loaded  her  with  presents  and' 
kindness,  which  proved  the  interest  which 
she  took  in  her  welfare.  On  her  return  to 
England,  she  hastened  to  pay  all  due  homage 
to  her  illustrious  protectress,  the  Princess 
of  Wales.  The  Princess  was  enchanted 
with  her  lively  pictures  and  dazzling  descrip- 
tions of  all  she  had  seen.  She  was  the 
delight  of  the  brilliant  circles  in  which  she 
moved,  but  her  union  with  Captain  Hervey 
was  a  continual  source  of  misery  to  her. 
With  the  view  of  destroying  all  traces  of  it, 
she  visited  Lainston,  where  the  marriage  was 
celebrated,  and  while  the  chaplain  was  con- 
versing with  her  travelling  companions,  she 
tore  out  the  much-hated  proofs  of  her  union 
from  the  parish  registers,  which  she  had 
wished  to  see.  But  when,  a  short  time  after- 
wards, Captain  Hervey  became  Lord  BriatoL 


185S.] 


TRIAL  OF  THE  DUGHEBB  OF  KOrOSIOK 


4»7 


on  the  death  of  his  father,  ahe  bttterty  re- 
pented what  she  had  done,  especially  when 
she  learnt  that  her  husband  was  attacked  by 
a  dangerous  malady,  and  that  she  might  very 
soon  become  a  rich  dowager.  So  now  she 
attempted  to  replace  the  proofs  of  her  mar- 
riage, which  she  had  herself  destroyed  in  the 
Lainston  registers.  She  succeeded  ia  accom- 
plishing her  purpose,  by  bribing  the  clergy- 
man, with  whom  they  were  deposited,  but 
the  efifects  of  this  contemptible  artifice  turned 
upon  herself,  and  she  was  caught  in  her  own 
trap  ;  for  after  she  had  restored  the  proofs 
of  her  first  marriage.  Lord  Bristol  recovered 
his  health,  and  the  i)uke  of  Kingston,  one  of 
ihe  richest  noblemen  in  the  land,  a  peer  of 
the  realm,  solicited  the  honor  of  being  her 
husband.  Then,  indeed.  Miss  Chudleiffh  ex- 
perienced the  bitterest  regret.  In  yam  did 
•he  attempt  to  get  a  divorce,  though  Lord 
Bristol  had  not  a  spark  of  attachment  for 
her ;  he  opposed  her  desire  for  a  long  time, 

.  and  said  to  those  persons  who  spoke  to  him 
on  the  subject,  that  he  would  go  to  the  devil 
before  he  allowed  his  wife's  vanity  to  be 
gratified  in  becoming  a  duchess.  But  when, 
at  length,  he  fell  passionately  in  love  with 
another  lady,  whom  he  was  azious  to  make 
hk  wife,  he  placed  no  farther  obstacle  in  the 
way  of  a  divorce,  which  was  soon  after  pro- 

.  Bounced,  by  their  mutual  consent. 

Mrs.  Hervey,  now  at  the  height  of  her 
wishes,  was  publicly  united,  the  8th  of 
March,  1769,  to  £velyn  Pierrepont,  Duke  of 
Kingston,  with  the  consent  of  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury.  The  king  and  queen 
loaded  her  with  presents ;  but  this  new  mar- 
riage was  not  more  fortunate  than  the  former. 

tXhe  duke  had  very  delicate  health,  which 

.jgave  his  manners  too  much  gentleness  to 
please  the  restless  spirit  of  the  dissipated 
aachess;  so  that  Lord  Kingston  was  not 
long  before  he  regretted  the  loss  of  his  liber- 
ty. It  is  even  said  that  he  helped  to  shorten 
hia  days.  He  died  in  1773,  leaving  the 
whole  of  his  fortune  to  his  wife,  on  condition 
that  she  did  not  marry  again.  This  condi- 
tion exceedingly  displeased  the  duchess,  who 
▼ainly  tried  to  get  it  erased  from  the  will. 
Left  to  herself,  the  Duchess  of  Kingston 
plunged  more  than  ever  into  dissipation,  and 
went  to  such  lengths,  that  the  people  of 
London  were  even  quite  scandalized  at  her 
conduct.  Having  met  with  several  mortifi- 
eations,  she  determined  on  g^ing  to  Italy. 
She  went  in  a  yacht,  which  she  had  had 
aonatruoted  at  an  encirmous  expense,  and 

».aotered  Rome  almost  in  triumph.   The  Pope 
fianganelli  received  our  heroine  aa  a  prinoesa* 
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and  the  cardinals  followed  the  example  of 
the  Sovereign  Pontiff.     Here  she  fitted  up  a 

galace  in  the  most  extravagant  style,  and 
ved  with  the  greatest  prodigality. 

During  her  sojoom  in  Italy,  she  met 
with  an  adventurer,  who  was  as  handsome 
as  he  was  witty  and  amusing.  He  passed 
with  her  as  the  Prince  d' Albania,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  making  her  desperately  in  love 
with  him.  She  was  on  the  point  of  bestow- 
ing her  hand  and  fortune  on  this  adventurer, 
whose  origin  was  never  thoroughly  known, 
when  he  was  suddenly  arrested  as  a  swind- 
ler, and  he  soon  after  committed  suicide  in 
prison. 

A  more  real  danger,  however,  soon  effaced 
this  unfortunate  circumstance  from  her  mind, 
for  she  learnt  that  the  Duke  of  Kingston's 
heirs  were  endeavoring  to  bring  an  action 
against  her  for  bigamy.  They  insisted  that 
the  late  duke's  will,  as  well  as  the  proofs  of 
her  marriage,  should  be  cancelled.  At  this 
news  she  was  extremely  alarmed,  and  was 
anxious  to  set  out  imtyediately  for  London. 
But  her  banker,  who  was  bribed  by  her  ad- 
versaries, hid  himself,  -m  order  hot  to  be 
obliged  to  give  her  the  money  for  her  journey. 
She  did  not  hesitate  a  moment  how  she 
should  act,  but  proceeded  to  his  door,  with 
a  pistol  in  her  hand,  and  riemained  there  till 
he  had  supplied  her  with  the  necessary 
means  for  travelling  to  England.  Inquiries 
had  already  been  set  on  foot ;  the  validity  of 
her  first  marriage  was  recognized,  and  it  was 
asserted  that  the  Ecclesiastical  Court,  which 
granted  the  divorce,  could  have  had  no 
power  to  do  so. 

The  duchess,  had  always  despised  public 
opinion,  but  now  it  might  be  of  the  utmost 
importance  to  her.  It  was  with  consider- 
able annoyance,  therefore,  that  she  learnt 
that  the  celebrated  comedian,  Foote,  well 
known  for  his  satirical  writings,  was  on  the 
point  of  bringbg  out  a  piece  at  the  Hay- 
market  called  "  A  Trip  to  Calais,"  of  which 
she  was  the  heroine,  under  the  name  of  Lady 
Crocodile.  She  succeeded  in  suppressing 
the  piece.  A  gpreat  many  bitter  pamphlets 
were  published  also,  and  never  did  any  trial 
make  a  greater  sensation.  Westminster  Hall 
was  crowded  to  excess;  the  royal  family, 
the  foreign  ministers,  the  members  of  the 
House  of  Commons,  were  all  present  on  the 
occasion.  According  to  M.  d'Archenhols's 
account,  ^ho  was  a  spectator,  the  duohesa 
was  dressed  in  black,  and  had  a  lady^a  mud 
on  each  side  of  her,  as  well  as  her  physician 
and  apothecary;  a  secretary  and  six  adfo- 
eates.    She  abo  adopted  a  aingnlar  mat* 
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to  avoid  showing  emotion.  After  the  inter- 
rogation which  she  had  to  undergo,  she 
caused  herself  to  be  bled  as  soon  as  her  ex- 
amination was  over.  The  firm  and  noble 
expression  of  her  countenance,  which  she 
maintained  throughout  the  trial,  won  all 
hearts.  At  the  close  of  the  trial  she  shortly, 
but  in  the  roost  dignified  manner,  addressed 
the  court,  but  was  found  guilty  by  a  major- 
ity of  two  hundred  peers. 

The  punishment  then  awarded  to  bigamy, 
was  the  application  of  a  hot  iron  to  the  right 
hand,  but  the  duchess*  counsel  prevented 
this  sentence  being  executed  on  her,  plead- 
ing her  privileges  of  the  Peerage,  and  she 
escaped  with  a  reprimand  from  the  Lord 
High  Steward.  The  most  extraordinary 
feature  of  this  trial  was  that  while  her  ad- 
versaries succeeded  in  proving  the  Duchess 
of  Kingston's  second  marriage  invalid,  the 
duke's  will  was  confirmed  as  bein?  totally  in- 
dependent of  this  marriage,  and  she  thus 
retained  the  whole  of  the  immense  fortune 
which  he  left  her. 

When  the  affair  was  settled,  her  lady- 
ship's opponents  (she  was  again  Lady  Bris- 
tol) began  to  form  a  plan  of  attack  for  con- 
fining her  to  the  kingdom,  and  to  despoil 
her  of  her  possessions ;  but  she  contrived  to 
elude  their  vigilance,  aud  embarked  for 
Calais.  There  she  remained  some  time,  and 
afterwards  set  out  on  her  travels  agrain.  In 
the  first  instance  she  went  to  Rome  to  settle 
some  matters  of  interest,  and  aftewards  re- 
turned to  Calais,  where  she  took  a  magnifi- 
cent hotel,  and  furnished  it  at  the  greatest 
expense,  and  with  the  greatest  elegance.. 
But  this  place  did  not  altogether  suit  her, 
so  she  fitted  out  a  vessel  in  a  new  style,  and 
with  the  utmost  magnificence,  where  every 
luxury  of  life  was  to  be  found;  in  it  she 
went  to  St.  Petersburgh,  and  was  received 
by  Catherine  the  Second  with  the  most 
marked  distinction.  From  St.  Petersburgh 
she  proceeded  to  Poland,  and  here  the 
Prince  of  Kadxjuvil  gave  the  most  brilliant 
f^Ui  in  her  honor,  and  one  which  was  es- 
pecially remarkable,  a  bosr  hunt  by  torch- 
Ught.  It  appears  that  the  Prince  was  so 
captivated  with  her,  that  he  sued  for  her 
hand  as  a  favor ;  he  was,  however,  refused. 
On  her  return  to  France,  her  fortune,  wit, 
$kA  sparkling  conversation,  as  well  as  her 
charming  way  of  telling  anecdotes,  and 
«vea  her  follies,  caused  her  to  b#  generally 
w^  received,  and  assured  her  a  brilliant  ex- 
tsteoij^e^  She  held  her  little  court  of  artists 
and  men  of  letters,  for  a  long  while  in  this 
Montry,   It  was  just  after  she  had  porchMed 


the  magnificent  chateau  of  Saint  Aause.  a 
few  miles  from  Fontainbleau,  that  she  waa 
seized  with  an  illness  which,  in  a  few  days, 
occasioned  her  death.  She  died  on  the  20Ui 
of  Au^st,  1788,  being  rather  more  than 
sixty-eight  years  of  age.  She  auramoned 
two  English  lawyers  to  France  to  draw  op 
her  will;  the  Duchess'  possessions,  includ- 
ing her  diamonds  and  tnmiture,  as  well  as 
her  estates,  amounted  to  200,000/.  sterling; 
she  had,  moreover*  other  property  in  Russia. 

Monday  morning,  7  o'clock,  April  15» 
1776. — No  chaos  ever  equalled  my  head  at 
present,  and  I  will  venture  to  pronounce,  the 
heads  of  half  the  people  in  this  great  town. 
This  day  the  Duchess  of  Kingston  is  to  be 
tried  for  bigamy — the  whole  town  baa  talked 
of  nothing  else  for  this  week  past.  We  are 
particularly  fortunate,  for  without  any  appli- 
cation we  have  two  tickets  for  every  day 
whilst  it  may  last  in  the  gallery  belonging  to 
the  Board  of  Works,  and  to-day  I  go  with 
Lady  Bathurst  in  the  Lord  High  Steward's 
box,  which  can  hold  thirty-six  persons.  My 
father  and  brother  go  this  day  with  the  Board 
of  Works'  tickets ;  and  George  to-morrow 
has  the  supreme  felicity  of  going  as  one  of 
the  Lord  High  Steward  s  twenty  gentlemen- 
attendants,  who  go  through  the  whole  day's 
ceremony  with  him,  and  hear  the  debates  in 
the  House  of  Lords.  I  have  been  up  aiDce 
five  o'clock  attending  my  hairdresser,  though 
we  do  not  leave  this  house  this  half-hour.  I 
will  give  you  a  most  ample  history  of  the 
whole  trial  as  it  proceeds  every  day. 

Wednesday  morning. — Soon  after  I  closed 
my  letter  on  Monday  the  summons  to  depart 
arrived.  I  was  to  meet  Lady  Bathurat  at  a 
coffee-house  adjoining  the  House  of  Lords» 
where  she  has  taken  a  room  whilst  the  trial 
lasts.  Here  her  company  (those  who  had 
tickets  for  her  box)  assembled  ;  and  here  a 
breakfast  was  prepared.  I  amused  myself 
in  observing  the  Peers  and  Peeresses  as  the? 
came  into  the  Hall  from  their  carriages,  whi» 
were  generally  elegant,  and  the  horses  foil 
harnessed  and  ornamented.  Every  thing  was 
orderly  and  quiet  in  Palace  Yard,  and  the 
guards  were  very  diligent,  and  drawn  up 
under  arms.  The  whole  effect  was  pleaaiur. 
About  ten  o'clock  we  all  went  into  the  Hau, 
and  took  our  places  in  the  High  Steward's 
box.  The  first  coup  (Tail  of  the  HfUl,  filled 
with  well-dressed  people,  was  extremely 
striking;  the  Peers  were  scattered  aboo^ 
and  we  had  to  wait  an  hour  before  the  pro* 
cession  came  in.  But  you  must  wait  much 
longer,  for  I  am  obliged  to  eoaoludOi  ao  aiUeal 
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Thareday,  noon. — Toa  must  suppose  your- 
self with  me  in  Westminster  Hall.     At  about 
eleven  on  Monday  the  procession  entered  in 
ibe  following  order: — 1st.  The  Lord  High 
Steward's  attendants,  consisting  of  twenty 
gentlemen  walking  two  and  two ;  nor  was  it 
an  unpleasing  sight  to  see  a  number  of  these 
handsome,  genteel,  well-dressed  young  men, 
walking  round,  stopping' opposite  the  throne, 
to  which  each  made  his  bow  as  he  passed. 
After  them  came  a  still  handsomer  set.  Peers' 
eldest    sons,   and   Peers'   minors    unrobed. 
These  were  generally  lads,  some  of  them 
charming  boys.    Then  came  the  Clerks  of  the 
Council;   after  them  came  the  Masters  in 
Chancery,  two  and  two»  in  their  gowns  and 
bands ;  then  the  Judges  in  their  scarlet  robes 
and  caps.     Next  came  the  Bishops  in  their 
very  ungraceful  robes.     Being  generally  old 
men,  I  was  not  particularly  charmed  by  any 
of  their  lordships.      The  two  Archbishops 
elosed  the  spintual  tribe,  with  their  trains 
borne.    After  paying  obeisance  to  the  throne, 
they  took  their  places  on  the  side  benches  ; 
the  Peers  followed,  commencing  with  the 
junior  Baron.    The  Barons  are  distinguished 
by  having  only  two  rows  of  ermine  on  the 
right  arm  of  their  robes;  the  Earls  who  fol- 
lowed  them  have   three ;    the  Dukes  four. 
When  all  had  passed  the  throne,  they  were 
marshalled  out  according  to  their  seniority, 
and  so  took  their  seats,  commencing  with  the 
youngest  Baron.    After  the  Dukes  came  the 
buke  of  Cumberland,  who,  as  prince  of  the 
blood,  walked  alone,  with  his  train  borne. 
Then  came  two  heralds,  in  their  dresses  of 
oeremony,  on  which  are  quartered  the  arms 
of  England,  &e.     These  were  followed  by 
four  Serjeants-at-arms,  only  distinguished  by 
Iheir  collars  and    the  maces    they   carry. 
Garter  King*at-arms  came  next,  in  his  strange 
dress,  much  like  the  heralds,  only  still  more 
on  it.    The  Usher  of  the  Black  Rod,  Sir 
Francis   Molyneux,   tries  bien  poudrie^  ires 
kien  habilU,  marched  after  him.     The  Secre- 
tary of  the  Briefs,  and  I  think  the  Purse- 
bearer,  preceded  the  Lord  High  Steward, 
who  walked  in  his  robes,  with  his  train  borne. 
ffe  was  only  distinguishable  by  a  large  black 
hat  like  that  of  a  quaker.    This  closed  the 
procesuon.     The  attendants  and  Peers'  sons 
ranged  themselves  on  each  side  of  the  throne, 
under  the  canopy  and  within  the  throne ;  the 
Bishops  and  Peers  took  their  seats ;  the  Mas- 
ters in  Chancery  theirs ;  as  also  the  Judges. 
The  Lord  High  Steward  sat  on  the  woolsack 
nearest  the  throne ;  the  clerks  of  the  King's 
Bench  and  counsel  were  already  seated  at 
the  table ;  the  Heralds,  Qarter  King-at4tnDSy 


and  the  Black  Rod  stood  behind  the  Lord 
High  Steward  till  the  ceremony  began :  the 
counsel  for  the  two  sides  had  taken  their 
places  before  the  procession  entered. 

The  procession  having  entered,  and  the 
Peers  seated,  silence  was  proclaimed  by  the 
Herald.  One  of  the  Clerks  of  the  Council 
then  read  the  King's  commission  to  the  Lord 
High  Steward,  the  cause  and  reason  of  it, 
<fec.  Then  Garter  King-at-arms  introduced 
the  Usher  of  the  Black  Rod,  who,  with  three 
reverences,  on  his  knee  delivered  to  the  Lord 
Hiffh  Steward  a  long  white  wand,  as  the 
badge  of  his  office  ;  upon  which  he  rose  from 
the  woolpack,  and  walked  to  a  seat  on  the 
last  step  of  the  throne.  The  Herald  then 
called  the  prisoner  into  the  court.  Thereupon 
entered  the  renowned  Duchess  within  the 
bar  attended  by  two  ladies,  banded  in  by  her 
bail,  Mr.  La  Roche,  by  her  second  bail,  Lord 
Mountstuart,  her  two  chaplains,  and  Dr. 
Warren ;  and  her  train  borne.  Her  dress 
was  suitable  to  the  occasion,  entirely  black, 
a  black  silk  negligee,  over  not  a  large  hoop, 
with  black  crape  ruffles,  not  a  speck  of  white 
was  disdbrnibln.  Her  hair  was  dressed,  and 
a  long  black  hood,  most  becomingly  put  on, 
reached  down  in  a  point  before  to  lier  fore- 
head, being  wired  out,  and  falling  on  her 
shoulders,  exactly  the  bead-dress  of  Mary 
Queen  of  Scots,  such  as  we  see  in  the  old 
pictures ;  with  black  gloves  and  fan.  I  have 
described  the  outward  appearance :  dwell  on 
that  till  I  can  resume  the  pen. 

Tuesday,  the  23d. — Now,  my  dear  Ger- 
trude, that  I  can  write  without  interruption, 
I  will  continue  my  account.  I  described  the 
Duchess's  outward  appearance ;  her  aspect 
was  unconcerned — seemingly  unsflectedly 
so ;  she  reallv  looked  handsome.  The  ladies 
who  attended  her  were  in  black,  and  she  had 
three  chambermaids  in  white,  very  neatly 
dressed.  That  day  she  read  an  answer  to  her 
indictment.  The  Attorney-General  opened 
the  cause ;  her  counsel  pleaded  the  sentence 
of  the  Ecclesiastical  Court.  The  proceedings 
were  tedious  and  were  delivered  in  a 
dull  manner.  The  Court  then  adjourned  to 
the  following  day.  The  next  day  (Tuesday) 
the  Attorney  and  Solicitor-general,  Mr.  Dun- 
ning and  Dr.  Harris  (counsel  for  the  prose- 
cution) were  to  reply.  After  the  procession 
had  entered,  and  the  Lord  High  Steward, 
and  the  Lords  had  taken  their  places,  every- 
thing passed  as  before  as  to  forms,  but  a 
most  entertaining  reply  occupied  us  for  some 
time.     The  Lords  then  adjourned  to  their 

(House  to  debate  on  the  whole.    On  their  re- 
turn, the  Duchess's  counsel  desiring  time  to 
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reply,  the  Court  adjoamed  to  Friday.  On 
that  day  Wallace,  her  counsel,  repliea.  Mr. 
Thurloe  drew  up  the  evidence  in  a  most  mas- 
terly manner.  One  witness  to  prove  the 
marriage  was  examined.  Saturday  I  did  not 
attend ;  but  witnesses  were  examined  for  the 
prosecution.  Monday  I  attended ;  witnesses 
were  examined.  The  Lords  afterwards  de- 
bated in  their  House ;  and  on  their  return 
each  Lord  gave  his  opinion  in  the  following 
manner ;  the  Lord  High  Steward  sitting  on 
the  throne.  Garter  King-at-arms,  with  the 
list  of  the  Peerage,  on  one  side,  the  Usher  of 
the  Black  Rod  on  the  other,  beginning  with 
the  minor  Baron,  said, — '^  John,  Lord  Sund- 
ridge,  what  says  your  Lordship  ?  Is  the 
prisoner  guilty  or  not  guilty  of  the  felony 
whereof  she  stands  indicted  ?  He  answered , 
standing  up  uncovered, — "  Guilty,  upon  my 
honor,'  laying  his  hand  upon  his  breast. 
Thus  did  every  Lord  deliver  his  opinion,  being 
called  upon  by  name ;  the  Lord  High  Stew- 
ard gave  his  last.  Every  one  pronounced 
her  guilty  excepting  the  Duke  of  Newcastle, 
who,  in  consideration  of  his  friendship  for  the 
late  Duke,  said  he  believed  her  to  fie  errone- 
ously, not  intentionally,  guilty.  Then  the  Lord 
High  Steward  directed  the  prisoner  to  be 
called  to  the  bar,  and  told  her  that  she  was 
found  guilty.  She  received  the  sentence  with 
composure.  I  suppose  that  she  heard  her 
fate  before;  but  she  was  unable  to  speak. 
She,  however,  wrote  on  a  scrap  of  paper  that 
she  pleaded  the  privilege  of  peerage,  accord- 
ing to  the  statutes;  upon  that  the  Attorney- 
general  rose  to  prove  the  invalidity  of  her 
plea,  by  quoting  divers  statutes.  Her  second 
counsel  (MansOeid)  answered  him.  The 
Lords  then  retired  to  their  House  to  debate. 
On  their  return,  the  Lord  High  Steward,  on 
the  throne,  spoke  nearly  to  the  following  ef- 
fect : — 

"Madam, — the  Lords  have  considered 
your  plea,  and  admit  it ;  but  should  you  ever 
be  guilty  of  felony  again,  it  will  be  deemed 
capital.  At  present  i  discharge  you  with  no 
other  punishment  than  the  stings  of  your 
own  conscience,  and  that  is  punishment  suffi- 
cient on  such  crimes.  You  are  to  be  dis- 
charged on  paying  your  fees."  These,  by 
the  by,  they  say  will  be  immense. 

This  sentence,  delivered  in  a  most  solemn 
manner,  made  an  impression  on  every  one : 
the  unhappy  woman  who  received  it  seemed 
sensibly  touched.  After  that  Sir  J.  Molj- 
neux,  on  his  knee,  delivered  the  rod  to  the 


Lord  High  Steward.  Then  proclamatioD 
was  made  for  disaolTinff  the  Court  The 
High  Steward  said, — "Thus  I  dissolve  my 
commission,"  and  he  broke  his  wand.  Thus 
ended  this  trial,  of  which  I  have  here  given  a 
sketch;  but  as  I  was  particularly  attentive 
to  the  whole,  I  shall  draw  up  an  account  of 
the  law-proceedings,  which  I  will  send  you, 
though  I  make  no  doubt  that  the  trial  will 
be  published  ;  the  narraUve  of  a  female  pes, 
however,  may  be  most  pleasing  to  a  female 
reader. 

I  should  have  told  you  that  the  Dacheas 
had  a  most  horrid  fit  the  last  day,  which 
made  a  sad  hubbub  in  the  hall.  I  never  saw 
anything  more  shocking.  She  was  carried 
out,  and  the  proceedings  were  stopped  for 
half  an  hour. 

Tours  ever. 

P.  S.  A  month  ago  I  raved  about  db- 
peaux  plumied  and  fine  men ;  I  now  am  in 
love  with  nothing  but  long  wigs,  gowns,  and 
bands :  as  to  Mr.  Thurloe,  the  Attomey-gen- 
eral,  I  think  or  dream  of  nothing  else.  A 
jump  from  finikin  beaux  to  grave  lawyers! 
but  I  do  not  call  the  change  a  bad  one.  I 
think  Madame  la  Presidente,  or  Madame  la 
Conseilliere,  will  sound  treifolie. 

Do  you  know  Thurloe?  be  has  such  a 
tongue!  and  such  sensible  eyes  I  that  ke may 
plead  any  cause  even  to  a  lady.  But  I  am  a 
mere  rattle  just  now.     Adieu. 

Ob,  I  must  tell  you !  Madame  Abingdon 
was  in  our  box  the  first  day,  little  taken  no- 
tice of,  and  very  disagreeable,  giving  herMlf 
a  thousand  airs.  She  was  not  the  least  ac- 
quainted with  me,  and  I  did  not  think  it 
worth  while  to  be  so  with  her.     She  was 

asleep,  tired,  asked  Lady  R to  go  away, 

who  gave  her  a  short  answer,  to  say  she 
should  not,  which  made  her  look  very  fod- 
ish.  She  made  her  observations  on  Mr.  Wal- 
lace in  such  an  impertinent  manner  to  the 
Speaker,  with  whom  she  was  acquainted,  that 
he  at  last  as  civilly  as  he  could  told  her  to 
hold  her  tongue,  for  Mrs.  Wallace  was  behind 
her,  and  he  could  bear  it  no  longer.  I  be- 
lieve, the  good  lady  wished  berseS  away.*  I 
wished  her  so,  heartily ;  her  sister-in-law  in- 
tended to  be  present,  but  fell  down  and 
sprained  her  ankle.    Adieu  again  I 

The  husband  was  there  the  second  day, 
looking  as  cross  as  a  demon,  and  discontented 
a  Vordinahre, 


1853.] 


HATHiillXd  HAWTBORIOL 


461 


From  Colborn'i  New  Monthly. 


NATHANIEL   HAWTHORNE 


Mr.  Hawthornb's  reputation  has  ad- 
vanced, 18  increasing,  and  ought  still  to  be 
progressive.  He  is  now  read,  in  their 
own  consonant-cracj  tongne,  by  borderers 
on  the  Black  Sea,  and  exiles  of  Siberia. 
There  is  an  individaal  charm  aboat  his 
writings,  not  perhaps,  to  the  minds  most  in- 
fluenced bj  it,  of  a  wholly  unexceptionable 
kind ;  for  it  mav  be  true  that  "  il  fait  que 
chacun,  apres  I  avoir  lu,  est  plus  m^content 
de  son  6tre."  Indeed  it  is  impossible,  we 
should  think,  to  read  him  without  becoming 
sadder  if  not  wiser — ^in  spite  of  an  assumed 
air  of  gaiUardiBe,  and  a  cheery  moral  tacked 
DOW  and  then  to  a  sorrowful  parable,  he  is 
essenUally  sad-hearted,  and  con6rms  any 
similar  tendency  in  his  readers.  We  expect 
a  hue-and-cry  to  be  raised  against  him  in 
this  matter  by  the  sanatory  commissioners  of 
criticism  and  guardians  of  the  literary  board 
of  health.  In  his  choice  of  subjects,  he  has 
already  been  indicted  by  them  as  himself  a 
mauvait  iujet.  He  is  charged  with  a  fond- 
ness for  the  delineation  of  abnormal  charac- 
ter ;  and  it  is  a  true  bill.  If  guilt  be  involv- 
ed in  the  rodictment,  guilty  he  will  plead. 
Individuality,  idiosyncrasy,  propria  persona' 
lity,  he  must  have  at  any  price.  Into  the 
recesses  and  darker  sub* surface  nooks  of 
human  character  he  will  penetrate  at  ail  ha- 
zards. *'  This  long  while  past,"  says  2^nobia 
to  the  Blithedale  romancer,  "  vou  have  been 
following  up  your  game,  groping  for  human 
emotions  in  the  dark  corners  of  the  heart" 
The  romancer  himself  records  his  f^r,  that  a 
certain  cold  tendency,  between  instinct  and 
intellect,  which  made  him  "  pry  with  a  spe- 
culative interest  into  people's  passions  and 
impulses,"  had  gone  far  towards  unhuman- 
izing  his  heart.  Elsewhere  he  expresses  his 
apprehension  that  it  is  no  healthy  employ, 
devoting  ourselves  too  exclusively  to  the  stu- 
dy of  individual  men  and  women ;  for,  if  the 
person  under  examination  be  one's  self,  the 
result  is  pretty  certain  to  be  diseased  action 
of  the  heart,  almost  before  we  can  snatch  a 
second  glance ;  or,  if  we  put  another  under 


our  microscope,  we  thereby  insulate  him 
from  man^  of  his  true  relations,  magnify  his 
peculiarities,  inevitably  tear  him  into  parts, 
and,  of  course,  patch  him  very  clumsily  to- 
gether again — the  quotient  being  a  very 
monster — which,  though  we  can  point  to 
every  feature  of  his  deformity  in  the  real  per- 
sona^e^may  be  said  to  have  been  created 
mainly  by  ourselves.  In  harmony  with  this 
tendency — this  "  nmking  my  prey  of  people's 
individualities,  as  my  custom  was"*' — is  a 
fondness  for  merging  mb  (as  the  Germans 
have  it)  in  kot  mb  :  as  where  one  of  Mr. 
Hawthorne's  characters,  in  the  wantonness 
of  youth,  strength,  and  comfortable  condi- 
tion, meeting  with  a  forlorn,  dejected,  used- 
up  old  man,  tries  to  identify  his  own  mind 
with  the  old  fellow's,  and  take  his  view  of 
the  world,  as  if  looking  through  a  smoke- 
blackened  glass  at  the  sun.  In  a  curious  dis- 
position of  mind,  of  which  these  habits  are  • 
exponents,  lies  much  of  the  author's  power 
and  weakness  both.  With  special  ability  to 
depict  exceptional  modes  of  human  nature, 
is  conjoined  special  temptation  to  linger 
amid  what  is  morbid,  and  to  court  intimacy 
with  whatever  deviates  from  the  dull  stan- 
dard of  conventionalism,  and  give  to  distor- 
tion and  oddity  the  preference  over  '*  harmo- 
nic union."  He  has  been  described  as  walk- 
ing abroad  always  at  night,  so  that  it  is  but 
a  moonlight  glimmering  which  you  catch  of 
reality.f    Applying  to  him  what  had  been 

*  "  Blithedale  Bomance,"  cn£  vol  i.,  pp.  187, 
162;  and  voL  il,  pp.  84,  814. 

f  "  He  Irvee  in  the  region  and  shadow  of  death, 
and  never  eeet  the  slow  of  moral  health  anywhere. 
....  And  it  18  only  because  he  can  see  beau- 
ty in  everything;  and  will  look  at  nothing  but 
beauty  in  anything,  that  he  can  either  endure  the 
picture  himself  or  win  for  it  the  admiration  of 
others.  He  oleari  out  for  himself  a  new  nath  in 
art^  by  developing  the  beauty  of  deformity  r  The 
same  reviewer  emerges  Mr.  Hawthorne  with  ever 
hunting  out  the  anomalous^  discovering  more  points 
of  repulsion  than  of  attraction,  and  peopling  his 
creations  with  morbid  beinn  ''wandering  stan^" 
plunging  (in  the  "Blithediae  fiomanoe*^  orbttlsis 
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said  of  a  countryman  of  hisy.we  may  pro- 
noance  his  delight  to  lie  in  treading  the  bor- 
der-land between  the  material  and  spiritaal 
worlds — the  debateable  country  of  dreams, 
sleep-walking,  and  clairvoyance.  The  im- 
pression he  leaves  on  the  mmd  is  asaally  one 
,  of  despondency  and  sadness;  a  depressing, 
enervating  presence  not  to  be  put  by.  He 
puts  on  paper,  in  palpable  letters,  which  the 
dejected,  doubting  heart,  in  moody  moments, 
knows  too  well  how  to  spell  into  "  words  that 
burn"  into  its  own  core — the  floating,  timid, 
but  ever^recurrine  fears  and  fancies  with 
which  that  heart,  knowing  its  own  bitterness, 
and  not  knowing  its  own  whence  and  whither 
and  why,  is  tremblingly  familiar.  No  won- 
der that  Mr.  Hawthorne  should  be  so  richly 
endowed,  as  some  of  his  observers  assure  us 
he  is,*  with  the  divine  faculty  of  silence,  when 

into  the  sbyii  of  despair.   See  We$tmifUter  JUview, 
Oct,  1852. 

*  Wlien  oeoopying  the  Old  Msdm,  Mr.  Haw- 
thorne it  said  to  have  been,  to  hit  oeighbon^  at 
moeh  a  phaDtom  and  a  fable  at  the  old  parson  of 
the  parish,  dead  half  a  century  before,  whoee  faded 
portrait  in  the  attic  was  gradually  rejoining  its  ori- 
ginal in  native  dost  "The  gate,  fiiUlen  from  its 
hinges  in  a  remote  antiquity,  was  never  re-hune. 
The  wheel-track  leading  to  the  door  remained  stUl 
overgrown  with  grass.  No  bold  villager  ever  in- 
vaded the  sleep  of  the  glimmering  shadows  in  the 
avenue.  At  evening,  no  lights  gleamed  in  the  win- 
dowsb  Scarce  once  in  many  months  did  the  sin- 
•gle  old  nobby-faoed  coachman  at  the  railroad  bring 
a  fare  to  Mr.  Hawthorne's."  If  ever  his  "  darkly- 
clad  fi^re"  was  to  be  seen  in  the  garden,  it  was  as 
a  "brief  apparition** — and  passing  farmers  would 
think  they  had  but  dreamea  of  i^  till  again  thev 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  solitary.  One  of  his  vt«-d- 
vu  observers^  however,  thus  describes  him:— 
"During  Hawthorne's  first  year's  residence  in  Con- 
eord,  I  have  driven  up  with  some  friends  to  an 
esthetic  tea  at  Mr.  Emerson's.  It  was  in  the  win- 
ter, and  a  great  wood  fire  blazed  on  the  ho.^pitable 
hearth.  "Acre  were  varioua  men  and  women  of 
note  assembled,  and  I,  who  listened  attentively  to 
all  tlie  fine  things  that  were  said,  was  for  sometime 
scarcely  aware  of  a  man  who  sat  upon  the  hedge  (f ) 
of  the  circle,  a  little  withdrawn,  hu  head  slightly 
thrown  forward  upon  his  breast,  and  his  bright 
eyes  clearly  burning  under  his  black  brow.  J^  1 
drifted  down  the  stream  of  talk,  this  person,  who 
sat  silent  as  a  shadow,  looked  to  me — a  kind  of 

Soetic  Webster.  He  rose  and  walked  to  the  win- 
ow,  and  stood  ouieUy  there  for  a  long  time, 
watching  the  dead  white  landscape.  No  appeal 
was  made  to  him,  nobody  lookea  after  him,  the 
conversation  flowed  steaduly  on  as  if  everybody 
understood  that  his  silence  was  to  be  respected.  It 
was  the  same  thing  at  table.  In  vain  the  silent 
man  imbibed  aesthetic  tea.  Whatever  fancies  it 
inspired  did  not  flower  at  his  lipsw  But  there  was 
a  light  in  his  eye  which  aarared  me  that  nothing 
was  loet  So  supreme  was  his  silence,  that  it  pre- 
sently engrossed  me  to  the  exclusion  of  everything 
else.    There  was  very  brilliant  diseonrse^  but  th£ 


mixing  in  social  life.  Small-talk,  tea-table 
prattle,  tripping  gossip,  versatile  chit-chat-— 
these  are  not  for  one  whose  cherished  habit 
is  to  chew  the  cud  of  sweet  and  bitter  fancies, 
and  to  sit  in  the  shade  to  ruminate,  while 
others  traverse  the  gray  meadow  to  graie. 
Nor  u  he  to  he  appreciated  but  by  those 
who,  whatever  their  loquacity,  are,  au  fimd, 
pensive  and  given  to  speculative  broodings. 
The  art  with  which  he  can  lend  a  supersti- 
tious awe  to  his  stories,  and  subtiliie  their 
grosser  common- places  into  ghostly  signifi- 
cance, will  indeed  always  secure  him  a  good 
company  of  readers.  But  to  enter  into  hii 
mood  as  well  as  meaning,  and  to  nther  from 
his  sentences  and  suggestions  au  that  was 
fermentinp^  in  his  soul  when  he  wrote  them, 
is  for  an  mner  circle  of  disciples.  Not  that 
we  arrogate  a  place  there ;  but  at  least  we 
can  recognize  this  esoteric  initiation. 

The  ••  Twice-told  Tkles"  have  been  criti- 
cised by  the  author  himself  (and,  be  inti- 
mates, "with  perfect  sincerity  and  unre- 
serve"), and  compared  by  him  to  pale- tinted 
flowers  that  have  blossomed  in  too  retired  a 
shade — marked  by  the  coolness  of  a  medita- 
tive habit,  which  diflfuses  itself  through  the 
feeling  and  observation  of  every  sketch.  In- 
stead of  passion,  he  observes,  there  is  senti- 
ment ;  and  even  in  what  purport  tb  be  pio- 
tures  of  actual  life,  we  have  allegory,  not  al- 
ways so  warmly  dressed  in  its  hftbtliments  of 
flesh  and  blood  as  to  be  taken  into  the  read- 
er's mind  without  a  shiver.  "  Whether  from 
lack  of  power,"  he  continues,  "  or  an  uncon- 
querable reserve,  the  author's  touches  have 
often  an  effect  of  tameness;  the  merriest 
man  can  hardly  contrive  to  laugh  at  hii 
broadest  humor ;  the  tenderest  woman,  one 
would  suppose,  will  hardly  shed  warm  tears 
at  hb  deepest  pathos."  And  he  asks  us,  if 
we  would  see  anything  in  the  book,  to  rend 


silence  was  much  more  poetic  and  fJMininiting 
Fine  things  were  said  by  the  philosopher^  bat 
much  finer  things  were  implied  by  the  dumbDesi  of 
this  gentleman  with  heavy  brows  and  black  hair. 
When  he  presently  rose  and  went^  Emenon,  with 
the  *slow,  wise  smile'  that  breaks  orer  his  Ims, 
like  day  over  the  sky,  said :  'HawtlMnne  ridcaweO 
his  horse  of  the  night'  "  The  same  authority  in- 
forms us,  that  during  his  three  yearsT  occupancy  of 
the  Old  Manse,  Mr.  Hawthorne  was  not  seen,  pro- 
bably, by  more  than  a  doien  villagers — ehoosiag 
the  river-side,  where  he  was  sure  of  solitude^  lor 
his  walks — and  loving  to  bathe  every  evening  ia 
the  river  after  nightfall; — and  other  iUustnOioBs 
are  added,  in  a  "very  American"  tone,  of  the  ro- 
mancer's manner  of  manhood.    See    that   gaily- 


equipped  giftrbook,  Hom$M  of^merietm  AfUkvht 
published  uwt  year  by  M< 
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it  io  the  clear,  brown,  twilight  atmosphere  ia 
which  it  was  written;  confessing  that  if  open- 
ed in  the  sunshine  it  is  apt  to  look  exceeding- 
ly like  a  volume  of  blank  pages. 

All  prizes,  no  blanks,  the  pages  are  not, 
whether  read,  as  Jack  Falstaff  says,  *'  by  day 
or  night,  or  any  kind  of  light."  But  when- 
erer  read,  at  vespers  or  matins,  on  grass  or 
in  garret,  by  youth  or  by  age,  the  pages  are 
studded,  haud  hngU  intervallia,  with  passa- 
ges that  pay  their  way.  Amid  so  miscella- 
neous a  "  store,"  we  can  select  for  passing 
mention  one  or  two  only,  which  appear  most 
characteristic  of  the  narrator's  manner  of 
spirit.  Such  is  "  The  Minister's  Black  Veil," 
which  could  have  been  written  by  none  other 
than  the  hand  that  traced  in  burning  furrows 
the  **  Scarlet  Letter :"  there  is  truly,  as 
Parson  Hooper  feels,  a  preternatural  horror 
interwoven  with  the  threads  of  the  black 
crape  covering  his  face — an  ambiguity  of  sin 
or  sorrow  so  enveloping  the  poor  minister, 
that  love  or  sympathy  can  no  longer  reach 
him — so  that,  with  self-shudderings  and  out- 
ward terrors,  his  earthly  fate  is  to  be  ever 
gropinff  darkly  within  his  own  soul,  or  g^xing 
through  a  medium  that  saddens  the  whole 
world.  Such  is  also  '*  The  Wedding  Knell" 
— ^with  that  grotesquely  repulsive  rendez- 
vous at  the  church-altar ;  the  aged  bride,  an 
insatiate  woman  of  the  world,  clad  in  bright- 
est splendor  of  youthful  attire,  and  suddenly 
startled,  as  she  awaits  the  bridegroom,  by 
the  dreadful  anachronism  of  a  tolling  bell, 
the  only  flourish  to  announce  her  affianced 
one,  who  arrives  in  the  midst  of  a  slow  fune- 
ral procession, his  vestment  a  shroud !  Such, 
again,  is  "Wakefield" — with  its  warning 
monition,  that  amid  the  seemine  confusion  of 
our  mysterious  world  individuius  are  so  nice- 
ly adjudged  to  a  system,  and  systems  to  one 
another,  and  to  a  whole,  that,  by  stepping 
aside  for  a  moment,  a  man  exposes  himself 
to  a  fearful  risk  of  losing  his  place  for  ever, 
"and  becoming  the  Outcast  of  the  Universe. 
It  is  a  capital  touch  in  this  story  of  an  eccen- 
tric man  s  twenty  years'  desertion  of  his  wife 
and  home,  without  assignable  cause,  even  to 
himself,  while  dwelling  all  the  while  in  the 
next  street, — that  of  his  venturing  out  for  the 
first  time  from  his  secret  lodging,  partly  re- 
solving to  cross  the  head  of  the  street,  and 
send  one  hasty  glance  towards  hu  forsaken 
domicile,  when  *'  habit — for  he  is  a  man  of 
habits — takes  him  by  the  hand,  and  guides 
hhn,  wholly  unaware,  to  his  own  door, 
where,  just  at  the  critical  moment,  he  is 
aroused  by  the  scraping  of  his  foot  upon  the 
step" — and,  in  affright,  little  dreaming  of  the 


doom  to  which  his  first  backward  step  de- 
votes him,  he  hurries  away,  breathless  with 
agitation,  and  afraid  to  look  back.  Not  al- 
ways, as  in  this  case,  is  Mr.  Hawthorne 
careful  to  furnish  his  tales  or  vagaries  with  a 
"  pervading  spirit  or  moral,"  either  implicit 
and  implied,  or  "done  up  neatly,  and  con- 
densed into  the  final  sentence."  What,  for 
instance,  is  the  moral,  what  the  spirit,  what 
the  meaning  of  "  The  Great  Carbuncle  ?"* 
Thought  may,  as  he  alleges,  al«lays  have  its 
efficacy,  and  every  striking  incident  its  moral ; 
but  interpreted  as  some,  and  they  not  pur- 
blind, critics  apprehend,  that  allegoir  of  the 
crystal  mountains  is  efficacious  only  as  a 
premium  to  skepticism,  and  a  damper  to  all 
imagination  that  would  with  the  lofty  sancti- 
fy the  low,  and  sublimate  the  human  with  the 
divine.  No  such  intention  may  the  allegor- 
ist  have  had;  but  at  least  he  might  have 
guarded  against  so  justifiable  a  gloss  by  using 
a  more  intelligible  cypher. 

In  his  best  style  is  that  brief  fantasy  of 
the  mid-day  slumberer  beside  the  fuft  of 
maples,  **  David  Swan" — during  whose  hour's 
sleep  there  successively  visit  him,  as  stray 
passengers  on  the  highway,  a  pair  of  opulent 
elders,  who  half  resolve  to  adopt  him ;  and  a 
heart-free  maiden,  who  becomes  a  half  lover 
at  first  sight ;  and  a  couple  of  scampish  re- 
probates, who  more  than  half  determine  to 
rob,  and,  if  need  be,  dirk  the  dreaming  lad. 
When  the  coach  wheels  awaken  him,  and  he 
mounts  and  rides  away,  David  casts  not  one 
parting  glance  at  the  place  of  his  hour's  re- 
pose beside  the  maple-shaded  fountain — ^un- 
conscious of  the  three  unrealized  Acts  of  that 
hour's  unacted  Drama — ignorant  that  a  phan- 
tom of  Wealth  had  thrown  a  golden  hue 
upon  that  fountain's  waters,  and  that  one  of 
Love  had  sighed  softly  to  their  murmur;  and 
that  one  of  Death  had  threatened  to  crimson 
them  with  his  blood :  so  true  is  it  that,  sleep* 
ing  or  waking,  we  hear  the  airy  footsteps  of 
the  strange  things  that  almost  happen.  Very 
significant  of  the  author's  meditative  habit  is 
bis  description  of  the  interruption  of  the  two 
rascals'  felonious  design:  "They  left  the 
spot  with  so  many  jests  and  such  laughter  at 
ttieir  unaccomplished  wickedness,  that  they 
might  be  said  to  have  gone  on  their  way  re- 
joicing. In  a  few  hours  they  had  forgotten 
the  wiiole  affair,  nor  once  imagined  that  the 
recording  angel  had  written  down  the  crime 
of  murder  against  their  souls,  in  letters  as 


*  Tb«  idea  itself  may  have  been  sosgested  bj  an 
aUnaion  to  SooU's  **  Pirate."  See  <£ap.  ziz.,  and 
note  S. 
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darable  as  eternity."  This  thought  is  illiu- 
tnted  more  at  length  in  the  "  morality*'  call- 
ed *'  Fancy's  Show-Box" — which  discusses, 
as  a  point  of  vast  interest,  the  question  whe- 
ther the  soul  may  contract  stuns  of  guilt  in 
all  their  depth  and  flaffrancy,  from  deeds 
which  may  haye  been  plotted  and  resolved 
upon,  but  which,  physically,  have  never  had 
existence— whether  the  fleshy  hand,  and  visi- 
ble frame  of  man,  must  set  its  seal  to  the  evil 
designs  of  th%  soul,  in  order  to  give  them  their 
entire  validity  against  the  sinner.  Casuistry 
of  this  sort  is  "  nuts"  to  Mr.  Hawthorns. 

''Dr.  Heidegger's  Experiment,"  too,  has 
the  real  Hawthorne  odor.    The  quartette  of 
withered  worldlings,  who,  by  the   doctor's 
magic  arty  enjoy  a  temporary  rejuvenescence 
— with  what  cruel  truth  their  weak  points 
are  exposed  !     First  laughing  tremulously  at 
the  ridiculous  idea  that,  were  youth  restored 
them,   they,  with  their  experience  of  life, 
would,  or  should,  or  could,  ever  go  astray 
again — gray,    decrepit,    sapless,    miserable 
creatures,  without  warmth  enough  in  their 
souls  or  bodies  to  be  animated  even  by  the 
prospect  of  recovering    their  spring  days. 
And  then,  when  the  spell  began  to  work,  lost 
in  a  delirium  of  levity,  maddened  with  exu- 
berant frolic,  and  disporting  themselves  in 
follies  to  be  equalled  only  by  their  own  ab- 
surdities half  a  century  before.    An  apologue, 
styled  **  The  Lily's  Quest,"  relates  the  ram- 
bles of  two  lovers  in  search  of  a  site  for  their 
Temple  of  Happiness — ^they,  the  representa- 
tives of  Hope  and  Joy,  while  there  dogs  them 
a  darksome  figure,  type  of  all  the  woeful  in- 
fluences which  life  can  conjure  up,  and  inter- 
posing a  gloomy  forbiddal  v^henever  they 
think  the  site  is  found  :  a  site  is  at  last  found, 
which  he  forbids  not ;   but  it  is — a  grave. 
Touehingiy  beautiful,  however,  is  the  infer- 
ence drawn  by  the  bridegroom,  despite  the 
taunting  words  of  the  Dark  Shadow  over  hb 
bride's  grave  ;  for  then  he  knew,  we  are  told, 
what  WHS  betokened  by  the  parable  in  which 
the  Lily  and  himself  had  acted ;  and   the 
mystery  of  Life  and  Death  was  opened  to 
him ;  and  he  could  throw  his  arms  towards 
heaven  and  cry,  "  Joy,  joy !  on  a  grave  be 
the  site  of  our  temple;  and  now  our  happi- 
ness is   for  eternity !"     Nor  must  we  omit 
allusion  to  "£dward  Fane's  Rosebud,"  that 
retrospect  of  a  mumbling  crone's  girlhood, 
when  wrinkled  Nurse  Tootbaker  (now  cower- 
ing in  rheumatic  crabbedness  over  her  fire, 
and  warming  her  old  bones  too  by  an  infu- 
sion of  Geneva)  was  a  fresh  and  fair  young 
maiden — so  fresh  and  fair,  that  instead  of 
Rose,  which  seemed  too  mature  a  name  for 


her  half-opened  beauty,  her  lover  callad  her 
Rosebud; — ^nor  again,  and  lastly,  to  the 
legend  of  the  maDtfe  of  Lady  Eleaoore — fatal 
handiwork  of  a  dying  woman,  which,  per- 
chance, owed  the  fantastic  grace  of  its  dmga 
to  the  delirium  of  approaching  death,  and 
with  whose  golden  threads  the  last  toil  of 
stiffening  fingers  had  interwoven  plague  and 
anguish,  a  spell  of  dreadful  potency ;  itself  a 
syinbol  of  Eleanore's  withdrawal  from  the 
sympathies  of  our  common  nature,  and  the 
instrument  of  her  signal  and  utter  humilia- 
tion. The  subtlety  and  power  of  this  legend 
are  of  the  rarest 

"  llie  Blithedale  Romance"  we  esteem,  in 
spite  of  its  coming  last,  the  highest  and 
best  of  Mr.  Hawthorne's  works.  The  tale  ii 
narrated  with  more  ingenuity  and  ease ;  the 
characters  are  at  least  equal  to  their  prede- 
cessors, and  the  style  is  at  once  richer  and 
more  robust — more  mellowed,  and  yet  more 
pointed  and  distinct.  A  true  artbt  has  plan- 
ned and  ha^  filled  up  the  plot,  ordering  each 
conjunction  of  incidents,  and  mterweaving  the 
cross  threads  of  design  and  destiny  with  mas- 
terly tact ;  skilled  in  the  by-play  of  sugges- 
tion, hint,  and  pregnant  passing  intimation — 
in  the  provocative  spell  of  suspense— in  the 
harmonious  development  of  once  scattered 
and  seemingly  unrelated  forces.  His  humor 
is  fresher  in  quality,  and  his  tragic  power  b 
exercised  with  almost  oppressive  effect — at 
times  making  the  boldest,  oldest  romance 
reader 

Hold  his  breath 
F^or  a  while ; 

at  others  making  all  but  him  lose  the  dimmed 
line  in  blinding  tears.  There  are  scenes  that 
rivet  themselves  on  the  memory — such  ss 
Coverdale's  interview  with  Westervelt  in  the 
woodland  solitude,  followed  by  his  observa- 
tion of  another  rencontre  from  hb  leafy  her- 
mitage in  the  vine-entangled  pine-tree ;  and 
the  dramatic  recital  of  Zenobb's  Legend  ;< 
and  the  rendezvous  at  Eliot's  Pulpit ;  and 
above  all,  the  dreadful  errand  by  midnight 
in  quest  of  the  Dead — intensified  in  its  grim 
horror  by  the  contrasted  temperaments  of  the 
three  searchers,  especially  Silas  Foster's  rude 
matter-of-fact  hardness,  probing  with  coarse 
unconscious  finger  the  wounds  of  a  proud 
and  sensitive  soul.  There  are  touches  of  ex- 
quisite pathos  in  the  evolution  of  the  tale  of 
sorrow,  mingled  with  shrewd  "  interludes" 
of  irony  and  humor  which  only  dee|>en  the 
distress.  Antiperbtasb,  Sir  Thomas  Browne 
would  call  it. 
Upon  the  bearing  of  the  romance  on  So- 
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oialkm  we  need  not  descant,  the  author  ex- 
plicitly disclaiming  all  intent  of  pronouncing 
pro  or  con  on  the  theories  in  question.  As 
to  the  characters,  too,  he  as  expliciUj  repu- 
diates the  idea,  which  in  the  teeth  of  such 
disclaimer,  and  of  internal  evidence  also,  has 
been  attributed  to  him,  of  portraying  in  the 
Blithedale  actors  the  actual  companions  of 
his  Brook  Farm  career-^-or  other  American 
celebrities  (as  though  Margaret  Fuller  were 
Zenobia,  because  both  living  on  "  Rights 
of  Woman"  excitement,  and  both  dying  by 
drowning  1).  The  characters  are  few  ;  but 
each  forms  a  study.  The  gorgeous  Zenobia — 
from  out  whose  imposing  nature  was  felt  to 
breathe  an  influence  "  such  as  we  might  sup- 
pose to  come  from  Eve,  when  she  was  just 
made,  and  her  Creator  brought  her  to  Adam, 
saying, '  Behold,  here  is  a  Woman !'  " — not  an 
influence  merely  fraught  with  especial  gentle- 
ness, grace,  modesty,  and  shyness,  but  a  "  cer- 
tain warm  and  rich  characteristic, which  seems, 
for  the  most  part,  to  have  been  refined  away 
out  of  the  feminine  system."*  Hollingsworth— 
by  nature  deeply  and  warmly  benevolent,  but 
restricting  his  benevolence  exclusively  to  one 
channel,  and  having  nothing  to  spare  for 
other  great  manifestations  of  love  to  man, 
nor  scarcely  for  the  nutriment  of  individual 
attachments,  unless  they  minister,  in  some 
way,  to  the  terrible  egotism  which  he  mis- 
takes for  an  angel  of  God : — with  something 
of  the  woman  moulded  into  his  great  stalwart 
frame,  and  a  spirit  of  prayer  abiding  and 
working  in  his  heart ; — but  himself  grown  to 
be  the  bond -slave  of  his  philanthropic  theory, 
which  has  become  to  him  in  effect  a  cold 
spectral  monster  of  his  own  conjuring  ;  per- 
suading himself  that  the  importance  of  hb 


*  What  aocurMy  amid  the  hot  psasioD  of  Ze- 
DobiA*e  Mlf-portraitare,  jott  before  the  tragedy 
eurtain  drope : — **  At  leatt^  I  am  a  wonum,  with 
eTery  faulty  it  may  be,  that  a  woman  ever  had — 
weak,  vaiD,  UDprincipled  (like  most  of  my  eez ;  for 
our  Tirtnei^  when  we  have  any,  are  merely  impul- 
BTe  and  intuitive),  panionate,  too,  and  porsuinff 
my  fooliih  and  unattainable  ends  by  indirect  and 
winning;  thoush  absurdly  chosen  meana,  as  an  he- 
reditary bond-slave  must ;  iklse,  moreover,  to  the 
whole  circle  of  good,  in  my  reckless  truth  to  the 
little  good  I  saw  before  me — but  still  a  woman  !** 
And  oh  the  bitter,  almost  blasphemous,  yet  o'er- 
mastering  pathos  of  her  following  words--->the  sob- 
bing protest  of  a  broken,  bankrupt  heart — **  A  crea- 
ture whom  only  a  little  change  of  earthly  fortune, 
a  little  kinder  smile  of  Him  who  sent  me  hither, 
and  one  true  heart  to  encourage  Mid  direct  me, 
might  have  made  me  all  that  a  woman  can  be  1** 
Words  worthy  of  <Am,  Zenobia,  queenly  struggler 
against  the  bars  of  thy  prison-houie  I— words  q>o- 
kan  not  wisely,  but  too  well 


public  enda  renders  it  allowable  to  throw 
aside  his  private  conscience ;  embodying  him- 
self in  a  project,  which  the  disenchanted 
2^nobia  reprobates  with  hissing  defiance  as 
"  self,  self,  self  !*'  Priscilla,  again :  a  weakly 
bud  that  blossoms  into  health  and  hope  un- 
der the  fostering  clime  of  Blithedale,  where 
she  seems  a  butterfly  at  play  in  a  flickering 
bit  of  sunshine,  and  mistaking  it  for  a  broad 
and  eternal  summer — though  her  gaiety  re- 
veals at  times  how  delicate  an  instrument 
she  is,  and  what  fragile  harp-strings  are  her 
nerves — a  being  of  slender  and  shadowy 
grace,  whose  mysterious  qualities  make  her 
seem  diaphanous  with  spiritual  light.  Silas 
Foster,  too  :  "lank,  stalwart,  uncouth,  and 

frisly- bearded  ;"  the  prose  element,  and  very 
ense  prose,  too,  in  the  poetry  of  the  Com- 
munists, with  his  palm  of  sole-leather  and  hie 
joints  of  rusty  iron,  and  his  brain  (as  Zeno- 
bia pronounces  it)  of  Savoy  cabbage.  And 
old  Moodie,  or  Fauntleroy — that  finished 
picture  of  a  skulking  outcast — shy  and  ser- 
pentine— with  a  queer  appearance  of  hiding 
himself  behind  the  patch  on  his  left  eye— a 
deplorable  gray  shadow — mysterious,  but  not 
mad  ;  his  mind  only  needing  to  be  screwed 
up  like  an  instrument  long  out  of  tune,  the 
strings  of  which  have  ceased  to  vibrate  smart- 
ly and  sharply — "  a  subdued,  undemonstra- 
tive old  man,  who  would  doubtless  drink  a 
glass  of  liquor,  now  and  then,  and  probably 
more  than  was  good  for  him  ;  not,  however, 
with  a  purpose  of  undue  exhilaration,  but  in 
the  hope  of  bringing  his  spirits  up  to  the 
ordinary  level  of  the  world's  cheerfulness."* 
Miles  Coverdale  himself  is  no  lay  figure  in 
the  group  of  actors.  His  character  is  re- 
plete with  interest,  whether  as  a  partial  pre- 
sentment of  the  author's  own  person,  or  as  a 
typo  of  no  uncommon  individuality,  in  this 


*  It  is  fine  to  see  how  the  old  man  do99  "  coaia 
out"  under  the  spell  of  claret^  when  Ooverdale  be- 
guiles him  into  telling  the  story^  of  his  blighted 
life — to  recognise  the  connoisseur  in  the  seedy  grajr- 
beard*s  way  of  handling  the  ^lasi^  in  his  prdimi- 
nary  snuff  at  the  aroma,  in  his  curious  stance  at 
the  label  of  the  bottle,  as  if  to  learn  the  brand,  la 
the  gustatory  ^Ul  with  which  he  prolonffcd  the 
first  cautious  sip  of  the  wine,  to  give  nis  palate  the 
full  advantage' of  it  And  the  tnmsforming  efficacy 
of  the  flavor  and  perfume,  recalling  old  associations; 
so  that  "  instead  of  the  mean,  slouching,  fbrttve^ 
painfully  depressed  air  of  the  old  city* vagabond 
more  like  a  gray  kennel*rat  than  any  other  living 
thing;  he  began  to  take  the  aspect  of  adecaved  gen- 
tleman." Even  his  j^arments  began  to  look  le« 
shabby  to  his  entertamer — ^but  then  Coverdale  him- 
self had  ouaflSsd  a  gla«  or  two  when  ihit  phase  of 
the  tnnngualioii  opened. 
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age  of  '*  yeati."  We  bare  in  bim  a  strange 
bat  most  trae  "coincidence'*  of  warm  feeling 
and  freezing  reflection,  of  tbe  kind  deep  beart 
and  tbe  vaxed  and  vacillating  brain,  of  a  na- 
tural tendency  to  faitb,  and  a  constitutional 
taint  of  skepticism,  of  tbe  sensuous,  indolent 
epicurean  and  tbe  habitual  cynic,  of  the  ideal- 
ist— all  hope,  and  tbe  realist — all  disappoint- 
ment, ll  is  this  fusion  of  opposite,  not  con- 
tradictory qualities,  which  gives  so  much 
piquancy  and  flavor  to  Coverdale's  charac- 
ter, and  bis  author's  writings  in  general. 

To  become  a  member  of  tbe   Blitbedale 
socialistic    institute,    at    which    the  world 
laughed  as  it  will  laugh  at  castles  in  tbe 
air — and  sll   the   while,   evidently  all   tbe 
while,  to  be  convinced  at  heart  that  the 
scheme  is  impracticable — this  is  quite  au 
naturel  with  the  Blitbedale  romancer.  When 
be  retires,  and  former  acouaintance  show 
themselves   inclined  to  ridicule   his  heroic 
devotion  to  the  cause  of  human  welfare,  he 
sanctions  the  jest,  and  explains  that  really 
he   had    but   been  experimentalizing,   and 
with  no  valuable  amount  of  hope  or  fear  at 
stake,  and  that  tbe  thing  bad  enabled  bim 
to  pass  the  summer  in  a  novel  and  agreeable 
way,  had  afforded  bim  some  grotesque  speci- 
mens of  artificial  simplicity,  and  could  not, 
therefore,  quoad  himself,  be  reckoned  a  fail- 
ure.   Miles  gives  us  tbe  best  insight  into  bis 
mind  in  its  distinctive  features,  by  such  a 
passing  reflection  as  this — where  ne  is  re- 
cording the  invigorating  tone  of  Blitbedale 
air  to  the  new  converts  from  faded  conven- 
tional life:  **  We  had  thrown  off  that  sweet, 
bewitching,  enervating  indolence,  which  is 
better,  after  all,  than  most  of  the  enjoyments 
within  mortal  grasp."    His  deficiency  in  the 
excelsior  aspiration  of  tbe  sanguine  tempera- 
ment stands  revealed  in  every  chapter.     A 
little  exaggerated,  but  that  not  much,  in  bis 
language  to  Priscilla :  *'My  past  life    has 
been  a  tiresome  one  enough;  yet  I  would 
rather  look  backward  ten  times  than  forward 
once.    For,  little  as  we  know  of  our  life  .to 
come,  we  may  be  very  sure,  for  one  thine, 
that  tbe  good  we  aim  at  will  not  be  attained. 
People  never  do  get  just  the  good  they 
seek.    If  it  come  at  all,  it  is  something  else, 
which  they  never  dreamed  of,  and  did  not 
particularly  want."    And  the  conflicting  in- 
fluences of  which  we  have  spoken  are  nota- 
bly illustnCted  when  he  describes  his  antipa- 
thy to,  heightened  by  his  very  sympathy 
with,  the  odious  Westervelt :  "  Tbe  profes- 
sor's tone  represented  that  of  worldly  society 
at  lar|[e,  where  a  cold  skepticism  smothers 
what  It  can  of  our  spiritual  aspirations,  and 


makes  the  rest  ridicnlooa.  I  detested  this 
kind  of  man ;  and  all  tbe  more  because  a 
part  of  my  own  nature  showed  itself  respon- 
sive to  bim."  An  admirable  bit  of  psychol- 
ogy, and  eminently  Uke  Nathaniel  Haw- 
thorne. 

But  for  our  restricted  limits,  fain  would 
we  string  together  a  few  of  those  pithy  re- 
flections with  which  tbe  romance  abounds — 
many  of  them,  indeed.  Questionable,  but 
nearly  all  worth  transcription,  and  stamped 
with  the  quaint  die  of  tbe  romancer's  eeprit. 
Differ  from  him  as  you  may,  you  are  all 
along  interested  in  him,  and  are  apt  to  find 
more  in  his  crotchets  than  in  a  dullard's 
"  exqubite  reasons." 

Of  **  The  Scarlet  Letter,"  "  Tbe  House  of 
the  Seven  Gables,"  the  "  Mosses  from  an 
Old  Manse,"  dec,  we  have  entered  our  ver- 
dict, such  as  it  is,  in  a  previous  '*  fly-leaf." 
Tbe  "  Life  of  Franklin  Pierce,"  a  confessedly 
time-serving  palaver,  is  in  no  way  worthy  of 
that  *'  statue  of  night  and  silence"*  which 
Mr.  Hawthorne  has  been  called.  It  n 
meagre,  hasty,  and  without  distinctive  merit 
of  any  kind.  Prejudiced  in  bis  favor,  we 
read  it  with  full  purpose  of  heart  to  like  it 
exceedingly,  and  to  find  an  immense  deal  in 
it ;  but  It  baffled  us  outright,  and  we  could 
only  conclude  that,  like  hmiue  ffomerus,  thn 
our  bonue  Jlbaspinue  may  be  caught  qwm- 
dogue  dormitane, 

A  word  or  two,  however,  ere  we  leave 
him,  upon  his  more  genial  and  satisfactonf 
contributions  to  the  Literature  of  Childhood. 
The  •*  Wonder-Book,"  like  most  true  boob 
for  children,  has  a  charm  for  their  grave  and 
reverend  seniors.  These  old-world  myths  of 
Pandora  and  Midas,  and  Baucis  and  PbQe- 
mon,  are  related  with  the  poetical  simplicity 
and  good  faith  which  is  their  due,  and  the 
due  of  all  child-auditors.  Mr.  Hawthorne 
loves  and  understands,  and  is  loved  and  un- 
derstood by,  what  Wordsworth  calls 

-Real  children  :  not  too  wise, 


Too  learned,  or  too  good.f 


*  An  Amerioan  visitor  at  EmerMo's  Moodsy 
$oiriu,  at  which  a  "Ck>DgreM  of  OracIeB*'  hdd 
tianeet  to  the  admiration  of  **  carious  listenen^" 
and  all  ate  rnseet  apples  in  perfect  ppood  fellowship^ 
describes  Miles  Ck>verdale  as  sitting,  a  little  re- 
moved, under  a  portrait  of  Dante—**  a  statue  of 
night  and  silence,^  gszing  impereeptiblv  unon  the 
parliamentary  group ;  **  and  as  he  sat  in  the  snadow, 
nis  dark  hair  and  eyes  made  him.  in  that  society, 
the  black  thread  of  mystery  which  he  weaves  into 
his  stories."  Such  was  hit  contribution  to  the 
cimvertagume.  But  a  Liverpool  oontoiate  will 
surely  test  his  tadtumity. 

t  "  Prelude."    Book  V. 
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Do  yon  remember  "  Little  Annie's  Ramble 
in  "  Twice-told  Tales  ?" — wbere  be  tells  ns 
tbat  if  he  prides  himself  on  anything^  it  is  be- 
cause be  has  a  smile  that  children  love— and 
that  few  are  the  grown  ladies  tbat  eoald  en- 
tice him  from  the  side  of  snob  as  little  Annie, 
so  deep  is  his  delight  in  letting  bis  mind  go 
hand  m  band  with  the  mind  of  a  sinless 
child.  For  be  wisely  holds  and  sweetly 
teaches  that,  as  the  pure  breath  of  children 
revives  the  life  of  aged  men,  so  is  our  moral 
nature  revived  by  their  free  and  simple 
thoughts,  their  native  feeling,  their  airy 
mirth,  for  little  cause  or  none,  their  grief, 
soon  roused  and  soon  allayed.  And  he  main- 
tains, with  a  fervor  and  an  experto  crede  de- 
cision that  would  have  won  him  Jean  Paul's 
benison,  that  the  influence  of  these  little  ones 
upon  us  is  at  least  reciprocal  with  ours  on 
them — and  tbat  when  life  settles  darkly 
down  upon  us,  and  we  doubt  whether  to 
call  ourselves  young  any  more,  then  it  is 
ffood  to  steal  away  from  the  society  of 
bearded  men,  and  even  of  gentler  women, 
and  spend  an  hour  or  two  with  children. 
Here  is  the  genuine  man  for  inditing  a 
"Wonder-Book"  for  small  people.  Woe 
worth  the  "once  upon  a  time"  when,  says 
the  collector  of  "  Yule-Tide  Stories,"  there 
toere  no  Popular  Tales — adding,  '*  and  a  sad 
time  it  was  for  children."*  And  a  sad  time 
it  promised  to  be  for  children  some  few 
years  since,  when  the  present  reaction  in 
favor  of    such    literary   purveyors  as  the 

*  See  the  **  Birth  of  the  Popular  TUe,"  formiDg 
the  iDtroduetion  to  Mr.  Thorpe*e  **Tale-Tlde 
Storief  ,**  a  eoUeetioD  of  tales  and  traditione  of  the 
north  of  Europe  (Bohn,  1868).  Id  whidi  atory  we 
are  pleasantly  taneht  how  two  royal  childreD,  re- 
preaentiDg  human  oeiiigs  in  general,  while  inhab- 
iting a  magnifioent  domain,  are  ill  at  ease,  with  a 
vague  eenee  of  longing;  which  !•  at  length  relieved 
by  their  mother's  inwardly  wiahing  for  some  mirae- 
Qioas  antidote  to  their  eomplaint  Thia  oomee  in 
the  ahape  of  a  beautifol  hiro,  from  whose  "golden 
green  and  golden  hloe"  y^  is  hatched  *'  the  parti- 
eolored,  wmged,  glittering  delight  of  childhood, 
itself  a  child,  the  wondrous  bird /mo^no/ton,  the 
Popular  TaleJ*  And  now  the  mother  (Nature) 
law  her  children  no  longer  sad.  They  eontraoted 
an  ardent  love  for  the  tale.  And  the  result  was^ 
tiiat  it  "  sweetened  their  early  days,  delighted  them 
with  its  thousand  varying  forms  and  metamorphoses^ 
and  flew  over  every  house  and  hut^  over  every 
castle  and  pgdace.**  but  furthermore^  the  tale  was 
not  limiteo,  in  its  mission,  to  the  children.  **  Its 
nature  was  sud^  that  even  those  of  maturer  agje 
found  pleasure  in  it,  provided  only  that  in  their 
riper  years  they  possessed  something  which  they 
bad  brought  with  them  from  the  garden  of  child- 
hood— a  child-like  simplicity  of  heart"  Without 
which,  we  recommend  no  one  to  read  Mi 
Hawthorne  and  Benjamin  ^loype. 


Brothers  Grimm  had  not  yet  set  in»  and 
childhood  seemed  in  poat-baste  to  be  turned 
into  a  Uuseful  Knowledge  Society — a  corpo- 
ration without  imagination,  fancy,  poeUy, 
fl^itb,  soul,  or  spirit — a  joint-stock  company 
of  old  heads  on  voung  shoulders,  and  Unr 
bosoms  without  hearts  in  them.  Then  it 
was  that  Charles  Lamb  piteonsly  said,  in  one 
of  his  nonpareil  letters,  "  Goody  Two  Shoes 
is  almost  out  of  print.  Mrs.  Barbauld's  stuflT 
has  banished  all  the  old  classics  of  the 
nursery;  and  the  shopman  at  Kewbery's* 
hardly  deigned  to  reacn  them  off  an  old  ex- 
ploded comer  of  a  shelf,  when  Mary  asked 
for  tbem.f  Mrs.  B.*s  and  Mrs.  Trimmer's 
nonsense  lay  in  piles  about.  Knowledge  in- 
significant and  vapid  as  Mrs.  B.'s  books  con- 
vey, it  seems,  must  come  to  a  child  in  the 
shape  of  knowledge,  and  his  empty  noddle 
must  be  turned  with  conceit  of  his  own 
powers  when  be  has  learnt  that  a  horse  is 
an  animal,  and  Billy  is  better  than  a  horse, 
and  such  like  ;  instead  of  tbat  beautiful  in- 
terest in  wild  tales,  which  made  the  child  a 
man,  while  all  the  time  he  suspected  himself 
to  be  no  bigger  than  a  child."  And  there 
follows  Lamb^s  argumentum  ad  hominem  S. 
T.  C,  which,  remembering  what  manner  of 
man  S.  T.  0.  was,  we  read  very  feelingly : 
*'  Think  of  what  you  would  have  been  now, 
if  instead  of  being  fed  with  tales  and  old 
wives*  fables  in  childhood,  you  had  been 
crammed  with  geography  and  natural  hb- 
tory !"  Aeh  Himmel  I  what  had  then  be- 
come of  the  *' Ancient  Mariner,"  and 
'*  Cbristabel,"  and  all  the  others,  best  re- 
liques  of  the  noticeable  man  with  large  gray 
eyes ! 

Why,  sir,  it  may  be  retorted,  be  might 
then  have  become  a  cosy,  comfortable,  sub- 
stantial, practical  man ;  and  S.  T.  C.  might 
have  been  as  well  known  and  respected  on 
'Change  as  £  s.  d.  itself.  Tbat  pampered 
imagination  was  the  ruin  of  him. 

Yes,  comfortable  and  well-to-do  man  of 
business !  in  your  sense  it  was.  But  in  an- 
other sense,^  for  which  he  h  dear,  and  by 

*  Whither  Charles  and  <*  Bridgets  had  just  wend- 
ed their  wav,  to  buy  some  nursery  classics  for  little 
Hartlev  Coleridge.  He^  we  hope,  retained,  as  he 
certainly  priced  and  loved  them,  to  the  last 

f  Haa  Charles  asked  for  them,  we  presume  this 
shopman  would  have  construed  his  stutter  into  an 
inaoility,  for  very  shame,  to  make  inquiries  for 
anything  so  frivolous  and  out  of  date. 

1  Says  Wordsworth  to  Coleridge  (just  as  Lamb 
said,  vH  WipTii^ 

**  Where  had  we  heen,  we  two,  beloved  friend  f 
^kc,  if  reared  on  the  modem  mannikin  system  f 
Wordsworth  "pours  out  thanks  with  uplifted 
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whicb  only  he  is  known*  to  his  familiars,  it 
went  far  towards  the  making  of  him. 

A  wonderful  digression,  by  the  way  ;  bat 
one  for  which  the  *' Wonder- Book"  is  radi- 
cally responsible,  and  into  which  we  should 
not  have  been  ensnared,  but  that  the  Goody- 
books,  and  encyclopedia  horn-books,  and 
pantechnio  primers,  have  still  their  advo- 
cates in  the  midst  of  us.    Well : 

Thev  may  talk  as  they  will,  bat  the  fairy  times 

Were  the  pleasantest  times  of  all ; 
When  up  from  their  dwellings,  a  few  dark  rhymes 

The  genii  of  earth  coold  call. 


Oh,  from  our  heart,  how  we'd  pray  and  vow, 
If  rhymes  had  bat  half  such  virtue  now  I 

And  therefore  grateful  and  glad  is  our  wel- 
come of  one  who  revivifies  dormant  feelings, 
and  freshens  sere  hearts  with  the  dew  of  the 
morning,  and  to  whom  we  can  say,  with  full 
assurance  of  faith,  "  Historian  of  our  infan- 
cy 1  bide  with  us— do  not  yet  depart— -dead 
times  revive  in  thee :" — 

We'll  talk  of  sunshine  and  of  song. 
And  summer  days,  when  we  were  yoong ; 
Sweet  childish  aays,  that  were  as  long 
As  twenty  days  are  now. 
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Wb  do  not  approach  the  name  of  Thomas 
Moore  with  any  critical  intentions.  What- 
ever we  shall  have  to  say  about  his  genius 
in  the  various  and  opposite  forms  of  litera- 
ture he  enriched,  must  be  accepted  in  the 
sense  of  a  tribute  rather  than  an  estimate. 
The  panegyric  he  applied  to  Sheridan  might 
be  applied  with  equal  truth  to  himself,  that 


-"he  ran 


Through  each  mode  of  the  lyre,  and  was  master 
of  all." 

But  it  is  too  late  to  sit  in  judgment  on 
Moore.  The  verdict  has  long  since  been 
pronounced,  and  remotest  posterity  will 
ratify  its  justice.  The  delight  he  bestowed 
upon  his  own  age  will  transmit  its  sweetness 
to  all  time  ;  and,  although  the  fragrance 
may  become  fainter  with  the  lapse  of  years, 
it  will  never  die.  Whatever  changes  may 
pass  over  our  language  or  our  literature,  or 
whatever  destiny  may  await  his  works  as  a 
whole,  he  will  always  survive  through  some 
of  his  melodious  utterances, — his  spirit  will 


hearty  that  hs  was  reared  safe  from  an  evil  which 
thsse  days  have  laid  upon  the  children  of  the  land, 
«  pett  thai  might  havt  dried  him  wny  body  and 
•ou/r  See,  in  extemo,  the  noble  Fmh  Book  of 
the  "  Prelude  "—on  the  text :  * 

"Oh  t  give  us  onoe  again  the  wishbg  cap 
Of  Fortanatoi^  and  the  invisible  coat 
Of  Jack  the  Giant-killer,  Robin  Hood, 
And  Sabra  in  the  forest  with  St  Georffel 
The  diUd  whose  love  is  here,  at  least  doth  reap 
One  preeious  gain^  that  he  forgets  himaelt" 


always  be  felt  in  the  influence  it  exercised 
over  the  intellectual  development  of  the 
eighteenth  century. 

"  You  may  break,  you  may  ruin  the  vase  if  yoa 

will, 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  round  it 

sUll !" 

Of  the  many  phases  in  which  he  is  pre- 
sented to  us,  poet,  musician,  historian,  bi- 
ographer, there  is  none  that  appears  to  us  so 
endearing  as  that  of  his  personal  character, 
apart  from  authorship.  There  were  little 
drawbacks  in  it,  as  there  are  specks  in  the 
sun ;  but  the  soundness  of  his  heart,  the 
beauty  of  his  domestic  life,  the  practical  in- 
tegrity and  independence  he  exhibited  in  his 
political  and  social  relations,  and  the  noble 
example  of  self-reliance  he  set  to  all  men 
who  adopt  literature  as  a  profession,  make 
up  the  elements  of  a  character  which,  in  its 
sphere,  was  as  worthy  of  honor  and  admira- 
tion as  that  of  the  most  virtuous  and  inflexi- 
ble public  character.  Perhaps  a  great  deal 
more  so,  for  the  temptations  to  indulgence 
in  his  case  were  unusually  strong,  and  there, 
was  no  eclat  to  be  gained  by  a  strict  obser- 
vance of  those  duties,  which,  like  violets, 
*'  court  the  shade."  Removed,  as  we  are 
now,  at  a  distance  from  the  associations  in 
which  he  passed  his  life,  the  little  vanities 
that  entered  into  bis  daily  intercourse  with 
his  contemporaries  become  massed  in  broad- 
er features.    We  no  longer  care  to  remem- 
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ber  them,  or  if  we  remember  them  at  all,  it 
is  ooly  for  the  sake  of  remembering  also  how 
superior  he  was  to  them.  No  man  is  great 
before  his  vatet-de-ohambre.  No  man  can 
stand  the  test  of  the  clab- window,  the  gos- 
siping coterie,  the  sapercilious  sneer.  Yet 
out  of  all  these  risks  of  fashion  and  conven- 
tion, to  which  more  than  most  men  he  was 
exposed,  and  from  which  few  escape  with- 
out damage,  Moore,  who  had  everything 
against  him  in  his  origin,  and  in  a  figure  so 
small  as  not  only  not  to  command  attention, 
but  to  suggest  a  thousand  playful  images  of 
singing  birds,  and  roses  steeped  in  wine, 
miniature  Anaereons  and  musical  Cupids, 
soared  into  the  hiffbest  circles,  and  literally 
nestled  there  all  his  life,  without  compromi- 
sing the  respect  due  to  his  own  claims,  or  to 
the  claims  of  the  literature  that  took  him 
there.  If  there  was  homage  at  his  side, 
there  was  also  homage  at  the  other.  If  he 
lifted  himself  up  to  them,  they  stooped  to 
him.  And  as  his  fame  spread,  and  his  soci- 
ety came  to  be  sought  more  and  more,  till 
at  last  it  was  a  matter  of  rivalry  and  compe- 
tition to  get  possession  of  him,  he  turned 
the  tables  on  nobility  itself,  and  might  be 
said  to  have  finally  condescended  to  them, 
as  they  in  the  beginning  had  condescended 
to  him.  His  career  was,  in  this  respect,  a 
proud  vindication  of  the  supremacy  of  intel- 
lect over  mere  rank.  If  he  followed  great 
people  at  first,  he  raised  himself  above  them 
in  the  end.  He,  about  whom  so  many  bril- 
liant reputations  and  eager  coronets  cluster- 
ed, had  more  favors  to  dispense  in  the 
world  of  excitement  in  which  he  moved 
than  cabinet  ministers  or  court  parasites.  It 
was  said  of  him,  as  it  has  been  said  of  men 
of  less  genial  natures,  that  he  **  dearly 
loved  a  lord  ;"  but  it  could  not  be  said  that 
he  showed  his  passion  for  lords  by  syco- 
phancy or  meanness.  It  betrayed  itself  ra- 
ther in  that  uneasy  sort  of  false  pride  which, 
by  hastily  resenting  such  imputations,  to 
some  extent  justified  them.  But  it  never 
took  the  shape  of  fawning,  servility,  or  base 
flatter}'. 

The  wonder  was,  not  that  he  should  have 
been  so  completely  absorbed  by  aristocratic 
society,  but  that  he  was  so  little  dazzled  by 
it.  In  estimating  correctly  the  position  he 
occupied,  and  the  gray  iruoucianee  with  which 
he  filled  it,  we  must  look  at  the  circumstan- 
ces under  which  it  was  originally  won. 
Here  was  a  young  man,  scarcely  twenty 
years  of  age,  bom  in  obscurity,  without  con- 
nections or  resources,  cast  upon  the  great 
world  of  London  to  eat  his  terms  at  the  bar« 


with  scarcely  the  means  of  paying  his  fees. 
He  is  furnished  with  a  few  introductions ; 
has  a  translation,  hardly  finished,  of  Anao- 
reon  in  his  pocket,  for  which  he  is  endeavor- 
ing to  obtain  a  list  of  subscribers,  and  is 
chiefly  recommended  to  the  people  at  whose 
houses  he  visits  by  a  small  but  very  agrreea- 
ble  talent  for  music.  The  union  of  the  poet- 
ical with  the  musical  faculty  raises  him 
above  the  mere  character  of  a  dilettanti  per- 
former in  the  drawing  room,  and  the  sparkle 
of  his  conversation,  rendered  piquant  by 
Hibernian  wit  and  animal  spirits,  makes  him  . 
a  sort  of  little  lion  all  at  once.  He  is  asked 
out  every  where,  writes  sones  that  hurry 
him  into  a  bewildering  maze  or  social  popu- 
larity, and  before  he  has  had  time  to  form  a 
single  plan  for  the  future,  is  fahrly  lost  in 
the  maelstrom  of  dinners  and  evening  par-  ' 
ties.  He  has  been  ooly  a  few  months  in 
London  when  he  writes  to  his  mother,  **  I 
am  just  going  out  to  dinner,  and  then  to 
two  parties  in  the  evening.  This  is  the  way 
we  live  in  London,  no  less  than  three  every 
evening.  Vive  la  Bagatelle  !  « Away  with 
melancholy.' "  And  this  goes  on  day  after 
day  and  night  after  night  incessantly.  His 
reputation  pours  upon  him  in  a  flood ;  the 
Prince  of  Wales  has  promised  to  accept  the 
dedication  of  his  book,  and  he  is  already  in 
advance  of  many  an  established  fame  before 
he  has  legitimately  appeared  before  the 
public  as  an  author.  There  is  no  doubt  that 
he  owed  all  this  brilliant  success,  in  the  first 
instance,  to  his  songs.  There  is  no  accom* 
plishment  so  attractive  in  the  fashionable 
world  as  this  happy  combination  of  music 
and  poetry,  and  no  accomplishment  half  so 
dangerous  to  the  possessor.  It  is  quite  as 
seductive  to  the  singer  as  to  the  listener.  It 
holds  out  the  most  tempting  inducements  to 
him  to  "  give  up  to  parties  what  was  meant 
for  mankind,"  as  a  living  wit  said  of  one  who 
yielded  up  his  fine  talents  too  easily  to  the 
pleasures  of  society.  The  steadiness  with 
which  Moore  pursued  his  course,  at  that 
early  age,  through  this  intoxicating  round 
of  delights,  could  hardly  have  been  antici- 

Sated  from  his  family  or  national  antece- 
ents,  and  still  less  from  the  complexion  of 
his  genius,  as  it  deyeloped  itself  at  that  Ume. 
The  domestic  letters  written  to  his  friends  at 
home,  in  which  he  describes  his  London  dis- 
sipation, confessing  frankly  to  the  minutest 
foibles  of  his  enjoyments,  show  how  little 
his  real  nature  was  warped  or  perverted  by 
them.  There  are  frivolous  and  puerile  things 
in  these  letters,  but  there  is  also  a  steadfast 
faith  ta  them.    He  nerer  forgot  the  associa- 
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lions  of  hit  yottth — his  mother — ^his  father — 
his  eccentric  old  uncle — his  sister — the  com- 
panions aild  friends  of  his  boyhood ;  and  a 
nandred  times,  in  tlie  midst  of  dinners,  balls, 
and  operas,  he  wishes  himself  back  again 
amongst  them.  His  thoughts  are  always 
there.  This  true  love  of  home-ties,  with  all 
its  softening  and  chastening  influences,  lay 
like  sunshine  on  his  heart  throughout  his 
whole  life;  and,  remembering  that,  unlike 
other  popular  authors,  he  did  not  make  his 
way  to  high  places  by  a  slow  and  gradual 
ascent,  gathering  strength  and  experience  as 
he  mounted,  but  that  ne  sprang  at  a  bound 
into  the  exclusive  circles,  and  was  caressed 
and  petted  into  notoriety,  it  is  matter  for 
surprise  that  he  was  not  spoiled  for  nobler 
uses  at  the  outset. 

Many  years  have  elapsed,  many  more  than 
we  care  to  recall,  since  we  first  saw  Thomas 
Moore.  He  had  already  become  the  "  poet 
of  all  circles,  and  the  idol  of  his  own."  His 
songs  had  been  wafted,  like  perfume  on  the 
winds,  into  every  homestead  in  the  kingdom, 
and  he  enjoyed  that  special  kind  of  popularity 
which  had  even  more  love  in  it  than  admira- 
tion. He  had  the  aspect  of  one  who  lived 
quite  as  much  in  the  affections  of  the  world, 
as  in  its  homage.  The  expression  of  his  face 
was  gray,  bright,  and  roeuish.  It  was  radiant 
with  fun,  singularly  refined  and  restrained  by 
an  air  of  high  breeding,  almost  aristocratic  in 
its  tone.  Bon-mots  seemed  to  be  always 
sparkling  in  his  eyes  ;  while  the  mobility  of 
his  mouth,  the  brilliant  tinge  on  his  cheek, 
the  laughing  dimples  and  circles  that  were  in 
incessant  play  as  he  spoke,  and  the  clear  ex- 
panse of  a  highly  intellectual  forehead,  gave 
you  at  once  the  idea  of  a  wit  brimming  over 
with  cordiality  and  animal  spirits.  His  head 
was  the  finest  study  in  the  world  for  a  young 
Bacchus,  with  its  thick  clustering  curls  and 
ringlets,  realizing,  at  a  glance,  the  poetical 
ideal  of  hilarity  and  joyousness ;  and  you  could 
hardly  help  thinking  that  it  was  not  quite  per- 
fect without  its  wreath.  Yet  it  never  sug- 
gested the  notion  of  a  ban  vivant,  but  that  of 
a  lively  table-companion,  an  animated  epi- 
gram, a  capital  story-teller,  an  accomplished 
retailer  of  ana,  who  brought  into  society  an 
inexhaustible  fund  of  the  choicest  good  thmgs, 
and  the  happiest  spirit  of  enjoyment. 

When  we  last  saw  him,  a  sad  and  painful 
change  had  passed  over  him.  It  was  not  the 
exhaustion  of  time,  or  the  constant  excitement 
of  society,  that  had  wrought  this  change,  for 
time  seemed  to  pass  over  him  lightly  enough, 
and  he  had  always  carried  himself  through 
the  turmoil  of  the  great  world  with  prudence 


and  self-control.  In  the  interval,  domestic 
sorrowe  had  fallen  heavily  upon  him ;  some 
of  his  dear  ones,  in  whom  he  had  garnered  up 
his  hearthstone  affections,  had  been  taken 
from  him,  and  he  never  recovered  from  the 
gloom  of  these  afflicting  bereavements.  Oth- 
er misfortunes,  that  would  have  been  more 
terrible  to  some  men,  had  left  him  unscathed. 
His  cheerfulness  had  never  deserted  him 
through  the  pecuniary  troubles  in  which  he 
had  been  involved  ;  and  he  was  never  more 
gay  or  hopeful  than  when  he  was  leaving 
England,  for  an  indefinite  period,  to  escape  a 
debtor's  prison.  It  was  thb  very  constitu- 
tion, so  indifferent  to  mere  personal  anxieties, 
and  so  exquisitely  tender  where  his  affections 
were  concerned,  that  had  made  him  so  love- 
able  and  beloved  all  through  his  life.  The 
change  was  apparent  in  a  moment,  and  had 
borne  down  his  whole  frame  like  a  stroke  of 
illness.  The  clustering  hair  had  become  iron- 
gray  and  scanty ;  the  brightness  of  his  fea- 
tures was  clouded  over  by  a  settled  look  of 
nervous  melancholy  ;  his  figure  had  become 
attenuated  and  feeble,  and  had  lost  all  its 
roundness  and  elasticity  ;  his  eyes  were  dull 
and  wandering ;  and  it  was  evident  that  he 
spoke  and  smiled  with  an  effort,  and  that  it 
was  a  labor  to  him  to  try  to  kindle  up  now 
and  then  some  pleasant  memory,  or  to  throw 
out  some  of  those  sparks  of  wit  that  once  flew 
off  in  rapid  succession  from  him*  at  the  slight- 
est collision.  He  was  no  longer  the  same  be- 
ing ;  bis  strength  was  shattered,  his  gaiety  ex- 
tinguished, and  his  zest  in  social  enjoyments 
no  longer  able  to  sustain  him  through  the  fa- 
tigue of  conversation.  The  contrast  with 
that  image  of  glee  and  triumph,  which  he 
had  impressed  upon  us  so  vividly  when  we 
were  first  introduced  to  him  many  years  be- 
fore by  his  early  friend  Captain  Atkinson,  can 
never  be  effaced  from  our  recollection. 

Captain  Joseph  Atkinson,  who  is  only  oc- 
casionally and  slightly  alluded  to  in  the  let- 
ters and  diaries,  was  a  speciality  in  his  day,  * 
and  deserves  a  more  conspicuous  place  in  the 
biography  of  the  poet  than  he  has  received. 
This  Captain  Atkinson,  who  was  familiarly 
called  Joe  Atkinson  in  his  own  circle,  held  the 
appointment  of  treasurer  to  the  Irish  ordnance 
'and  resided  in  a  tolerably  spacious  country- 
house,  a  few  miles  distant  from  Dublin,  where 
he  dispensed,  with  great  ^ood-nature  and  li- 
berality, the  hospitalities  and  the  patronage 
of  a  Mecaenas  in  a  small  way.  Early  in  me 
he  had  served  in  America  with  Lord  Moira, 
and  been  one  of  the  convives  of  Carlton 
House,  where  his  passion  for  theatricals, 
and  his  invincible  boithamie,  rendered  him  a 
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distinipiished  fa?orite  with  the  prioce.  The 
tradition  of  his  intimacy  with  royalty,  invest- 
ed him  with  no  little  importance  in  the  socie- 
ty of  the  Irish  capital,  where  the  merciless 
wags  used  to  relate  preposterous  anecdotes  of 
that  palmy  period  of  his  life ;  and,  amongst 
other  jokes  tnat  were  current  about  the  favors 
he  received  from  His  Boyal  Highness,  it  was 
said  that  the  curious  privilege  had  been  con- 
ferred on  him  of  sitting  with  his  hat  on  in  the 
prince's  box  at  the  opera.  Atkinson  himself 
enjoyed  these  pleasant  jests  quite  as  much  as 
their  inventors,  and  his  social  qualities,  and 
the  real  gentleness  and  goodness  of  his  nature, 
aorrounded  him  with  attached  friends  in  spite 
of  them.  No  man  was  more  pampered  with 
indulgence ;  his  foibles  were  all  on  the  side  of 
kindliness ;  and  his  worst  foible  was  that  of 
believing  himself  to  be  a  critic,  and  of  seek- 
ing to  advance  the  fortunes  of  young  authors, 
in  whom  he  imagined  he  had  discovered  the 
germs  of  future  greatness,  but  whom  a  stric- 
ter judgment  would  have  recommended  at 
once  to  some  less  ambitious  pursuit.  But  he 
did  not  always  commit  flagrant  mistakes  of 
this  kind.  Amongst  the  numerous  aspirants 
be  took  under  his  protection,  it  would  have 
gone  hard  with  him  if  some  of  them  did  not 
do  credit  to  hb  patronage;  and  the  one  re- 
markable instance  in  which  it  was  his  good 
fortune  to  give  the  first  direction  to  a  career 
with  which  bis  own  name  must  always  be  in- 
oidentally  associated,  is  sufficient  to  redeem 
him  from  oblivion. 

Captain  Atkinson  became  acquainted  with 
Thomas  Moore  while  the  latter  was  a  student 
in  Trinity  College,  and  being  attracted  by 
the  freshness  and  promise  of  his  poetry, 
which  had  as  yet  ventured  upon  no  higher 
flights  than  a  few  love  verses  in  ladies  al- 
bums, and  a  lyric  or  two  in  the  "  Anthologia 
Hibernica,"  he  gave  a  practical  proof  of  the 
interest  be  took  in  him  by  introducing  him 
to  his  friend  Lord  Moira,  by  whom  Moore 
.  was  afterwards  introduced  to  the  Prince  of 
Wales.  From  this  auspicious  beginning  — 
(his  little  pebble,  flung  by  the  hand  of  the 
good-natured  Joe  Atkinson  into  the  waters, 
the  circles  of  an  increasing  reputation  spread 
till  they  embraced  the  whole  circumference 
of  the  whig  aristocracy,  and  Atkinson  was 
merged,  although  not  forgotten,  in  the  more 
powerful  influences  he  had  himself  set  in 
motion.  Moore  almjm  retained  the  most 
aflfectionate  feelings  for  him.  One  of  his 
poems  from  Bermuda,  addressed  to  Atkin- 
son, commences  with  a  tribute  of  the  warm- 
est regard : — 


"  The  daylight  is  gone — hot,  before  we  depart, 
One  cup  shall  go  round  to  the  friend  of  my  heart, 
The  kindest,  the  dearest, — oh !  judge  by  the  tear 
I  now  shed  while  I  name  him,  how  kind  and  how 
dear." 

To  that  early  friend,  also,  he  dedicated  the 
second  edition  of  Little's  poems ;  and  when 
poor  Atkinson  died  at  Cheltenham,  in  1818, 
whither  he  had  gone  in  the  hope  of  repair- 
ing a  broken  constitution,  Moore  wrote  a 
touching  inscription  for  the  monument  to  his 
memory  in  Cheadle  church-yard,  Stafford- 
shire. The  guilelessness  and  amiability  of 
his  character  are  happily  portrayed  in  the 
opening  lines : — 

*'  If  ever  lot  was  prosperously  cast. 
If  ever  life  was  like  the  lengthened  flow 

Of  some  sweet  music,  sweetness  to  the  last, 
'Twas  his  who,  mourned  by  many,  sleeps  below. 

**  The  sunny  temper,  bright  where  all  is  strife, 
The  simple  heart  that  mocks  at  worldly  wiles, 

Liffht  wit  that  plays  along  the  calm  of  life. 
And  stirs  its  languid  surface  into  smiles." 

Certainly  no  trait  in  the  character  of  Joseph 
Atkinson  was  more  prominent  than  simpli- 
city. It  committed  him  to  a  thousand  blun- 
ders, the  most  conspicuous  being  the  mistakes 
he  made  in  the  way  of  literature.  He  wrote 
several  trivial  pieces  for  the  theatre,  and  one 
of  them  called  "Love  in  a  Blaze,*'  inter- 
spersed with  songs,  exposed  him  to  a  storm 
of  bantering  squibs  which  he  bore  with  in- 
domitable good  humor.  The  model  he  seems 
to  have  taken  for  these  dramatic  exer- 
cises of  his  literary  leisure  was  O'Eeefe's 
farces,  imitating  here  and  there  with  most 
diluted  tenderness  the '  sentimental '  comedy 
of  Kelly.  His  comic  characters  played  off 
all  the  exhausted  jokes  of  the  sta!Jy^  which, 
even  at  that  time,  were  worn  threadbare, 
while  his  lovers  swam  in  an  ambient  sea  of 
fantastic  feeling  which  had  no  more  reality 
in  it  than  the  tinsel  fripperies  of  the  proper- 
ty man.  It  would  have  demanded  a  super- 
stitious faith  in  the  traditional  virtue^  and 
humors  of  that  imaginary  humanity  to  which 
Morton  and  Reynolds  latterly  acted  as  the 
High  Priests,  to  enable  an  audience  to  sit 
through  one  of  Atkinson's  productions.  Yet 
the  genial  nature  of  the  writer  contrived  to> 
vindicate  itself,  somehow,  in  these  trifles. 
The  songs,  dealing  in  all  the  established  im- 
ages of  roses  and  dew,  tears,  and  caprices^ 
were  full  of  homage  to  beauty  and  love,  and 
showed  so  much  confidence  in  that  sort  of 
surface  gallantry  as  fairly  to  disarm  criticism. 
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Ton  could  not  be  angry  with  a  poet  who 
took  jour  sensibility  on  such  points  for 
grranted,  and  supplied  you  with  forms  of 
expression  for  it  to  which  a  precedinc^  age 
bad  given  its  assent,  and  which  he  had  now 
disinterred  from  the  grave  of  commonplace 
for  your  delectation.  You  felt  that  he  was 
oarryiog  you  back  to  a  golden  epoch  of  pas- 
toral existence,  and  that  it  would  be  ungrate- 
ful not  to  accept  the  pains  he  had  taken  for 
your  amusement  as  a  compliment  to  the  in- 
nocence of  your  heart.  The  comical  side  of 
his  dialo{;ue  was  cast  in  much  the  same 
mould.  There  was  not  a  tinge  of  worldli- 
ness  in  it.  It  supposed  a  state  of  existence 
that  was  clearly  impossible  in  the  conven- 
tional condition  of  mankind.  The  jokes  were 
antediluvian.  They  were  equally  free  from 
coarseness  and  point.  They  fell  flat  into 
honest  platitudes.  You  wondered  why  they 
made  the  people  in  the  play  laugh ;  and 
when  some  very  broad  absurdity  was  brought 
bodily  on  the  scene,  such  as  a  clown  dressed 
out  like  a  wolf   to  frighten  a  group  of  villa- 

fers,  or  an  old  man,  who  would  not  let  his 
aughter  marry  the  youth  of  her  choice, 
locked  up  in  a  cupboard,  while  the  lovers 
made  their  escape  to  get  married,  you  ac- 
eorded  to  the  palpable  humor  of  the  device 
the  same  license  you  would  extend  fo  a  pan- 
tomime or  a  burlesque  at  Christmas  or  East- 
er, out  of  consideration  for  the  uproarious 
delight  of  the  children,  who,  at  these  holy- 
day  seasons,  have  an  immemorial  right  to  the 
lion's  share  of  the  entertainment.  Then 
there  was  an  invariable  poetical  fiction  in  the 
winding-up  of  the  story — as  far  as  there  was 
any  story  to  wind  up — which  could  not  be 
denied.  If  the  bad  were  not  punished  as 
they  deserved,  they  were  dismissed  with  a 
toleration  that  inspired  the  firmest  hope  in 
their  future  good  conduct.  You  felt  quite 
assured  from  the  manner  in  which  they  were 
forgiven,  and  in  which  they  made  off  with 
their  pardon,  that  they  would  never  do  any- 
thing wrong  again  ;  while  the  good  charac- 
ters—  and  generally  speaking,  they  were 
nearly  all  as  good  as  they  could  be — were 
rewarded,  after  the  excellent  old  fashion, 
with  fiddles  and  a  dance.  The  last  scene, 
which  crowned  the  felicity  of  everybody 
concerned,  usually  closed  with  an  ensemble 
in  which  the  dramatis  personce  stood  in  a 
row,  hand  in  hand,  singing  a  chorus  of  fran- 
tic merriment  suggestive  of  a  jovial  supper, 
which  the  younger  portion  of  the  audience 
might  suppose  was  to  follow  on  the  stage 
immediately  after  the  fall  of  the  curtain  to 


consumm<'ite  the  treaty  of  nniveraal  love  and 
concord. 

Amongst  the  persons  casnally  alluded  to 
in  the  rciminiscences  of  Moore's  boyhood  is 
Wesley  Boyle — an  individual  who  is  entitled 
to  a  marginal  note  en  pcusant      Wealey 
Doyle  Tfas  the  son  of  a  dancing-master,  or 
music  professor,  in  Dublin,  which  functions 
were  frequently  united  in  those  days.    Doyle 
was  gifted  with  a  sweet  voice,  and  some 
taste,  and  was  a  favorite  at  the  convivkl 
supper-parties  which  were  in  vogue  formerly 
in  Ireland.    Doyle  was  a  grown  man  when 
Moore  was  a  boy,  and  frequently  sang  duets 
with  him.     He  lived  upon  the  poet  to  the 
end  of  his  life.     Like  some  famous  characters 
who  owe  their  celebrity  to  a  single  incident, 
Wesley  Doyle  acquired  whatever  social  re- 
putation he  enjoyed  from  the  glory  of  having 
sung  duets  with  Moore ;  and  in  subsequent 
years,  when  the  incidents  of  their  early  in- 
tercourse had  faded  into  greneralities,  he  used 
to  boast  that  he  had  taught  Moore  to  sing. 
There  is  a  story  told  of  an  Irishman  who 
plunged  into  the  water  when  George  IV. 
was  landing  at  Kingstown  to  shake  hands 
with  his  Majesty,  and  who  was  ever  after  so 
proud  of  the  circumstance  that  no  earthlv 
inducement  could  prevail  upon  him  to  wash 
the  hand  his  Majesty  had  pressed.     Wesley 
Doyle  held  his  recollection  of  his  musical 
intimacy  with  Moore  in  much  the  same  sort 
of  veneration.     It  was  his  chevcU  de  battailU, 
and  it  unquestionably  exercised  a  very  con- 
siderable influence  over  his  character.    What 
manner  of  man  he  was  originally  we  know 
not ;  but  in  his  latter  years  be  had  something 
about  him  of  the  studied  ease  of  a  beau  of 
the  olden  times.     He  dressed  carefully,  took 
infinite  pains  with  his  carriage  as  well  as  his 
toilet,  and  had  altogether  that  kind  of  quiet 
gentlemanlike  air  which  indicates  the  habits 
of  a  man  who  had  either  descended  from  an 
ancient  family,  and  had  always  mixed  with 
exclusive  society,  or  who  wished  to  impress 
that  belief  upon  others.     He  never  fapsed 
into  an  ordinary  person.     He  appeared  to  be 
constantly  engrossed  with  the  consideration 
of  appearances,  and  after  some  little  knowl- 
edge of  him,  you  could  not  avoid  suspecting 
that  there  was  a  mystery  of  some  kind  con- 
nected with  his  life.     You  could  detect  in 
his  manner  a  certain  consciousness  of  some- 
thing special  in  his  claims  or  experiences; 
he  seemed,  in  the  blandest  way  possible,  to 
look  for  deference,  and  to  be  treated  with 
attention.     It  was  all  because  he  bad  sung 
duets  with  Moore ;  and  although  he  never. 
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or  very  rarely,  for  it  was  too  great  a  matter 

to  make  common  property  of,  introduced  the 

subject  himself,  yet  by  some  means  the  fact 

was  sure  to  ooze  out  in  whatever  company 

he  appeared,  and  to  attract  towards  him  the 

curiosity  which  it  was  his  delight  to  provoke 

and  pique.     His  great  pleasure  was  to  sing 

Moore's  songs,  and  he  continued  to  sing  them 

long  after  his  voice  had  subsided  into  a  very 

faint  echo  of  what  it  had  been.     Moore  teiis 

us  thai  Wesley  Doyle  and  others  attempted 

to  teach  him  to  play,  but  that  he  resisted  all 

attempts  to  be  taught,  and  finally  taught 

himself.     Whether  Doyle  really  taught  him 

to  sing  is  more  than  doubtful,  although  he 

could  hardly  have  failed  to  have  gathered 

some   hints    from    Doyle's  manner,   which 

elosely  resembled   that   of  Moore.      There 

was  a  similar  feeling  in  hoth  to  give  effect 

to  the  sentiment  of  a  song,  the  same  subdued 

pathos,  and  the  same  skilful  reading,  with 

more  force  and  execution,  however,  in  Doyle, 

and  less  poetical  coloring.     In  the  circles  in 

which  Doyle  moved  the  charm  he  brought 

with  him  was  the  tradition  of  this  dim  and 

remote  association  with  Monre.     It  preceded 

him  wherever  he  went — it  drew  all   eyes 

upon  him,  the   eyes   of  people  who  were 

never  likely  to  have  an  opportunity  of  seeing 

or  hearing  Moore  himself,  and  were  obliged 

to  be  content  with  getting  him  at  second 

hand.     Strange  enough  it  is  to  think  of  the 

innumerable  reflected  reputations  that  float 

about  us  in  this  way  in  society,  which  nobody 

takes  the  trouble  to  sift,  and  price  at  their 

legitimate  value.     People  seem  to  consent 

to  them  out  of  sheer  laziness,  and  that  which 

began  in  a  mere  bubble  gathers  at  last  into 

a  substance.     It  must   be  said  of  Wesley 

Doyle,  however,  that  he   bore   his  laurels 

meekly.     He  never  forgot  that  he  was  a 

crowned  man,  but  the  dignity  did  not  make 

him  ostentatious.     Vain,  of  course,  he  was, 

but  it  was  a  very  excusable  and  harmless 

vanity,  and  who  had  a  right  to  interfere 

with  it  ? 

Moore's  singing  has  been  so  often  de- 
scribed and  is  so  well  known  in  its  leading 
characteristics,  that  it  will  probably  go  down 
to  posterity  as  an  essential  feature  in  all  ac- 
counts of  him.  It  was  as  peculiar  as  his 
songs,  and  its  sweetness  and  expressiveness 
were  indispensable  to  the  full  development 
of  their  beauties.  It  might  be  said  of  him 
with  more  truth  than  it  has  been  said  of 
many  others,  that  there  were  tears  in  his 
voice;  but  the  phrase  does  not  accurately 
convey  the  pathos  of  his  tones.  His  voice 
was  small  and  weak ;  it  was  hardly  equal  to 
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the  conventional  demands  of  a  song,  and 
some  of  his  own  songs  were  quite  beyond 
his  reach — such,  for  instance,  as  the  Savour- 
neen  Dheeli&h,  which  requires  considerable 
power  and  compass.     It  was  in  the  reading 
of  his  songs   be  excelled.     The   tone  was 
silvery,  and  the  feeling  he  threw  into  it,  with 
a  low  and  mournful  warble,  went  straight  to 
the  heart,  and  filled  the  eyes  of  his  hearers 
with  tears.     The  spell  was  in  the  profound- 
ness of  the  emotion  he  exhibited  and  awak- 
ened.    In  the  playful  passages,  where  the 
sunlight  falls  in  upon  the  shower  and  sud- 
denly brightens  it,  he  was  equally  marvellous 
in  his  effects.     Master  of  that  peculiar  tran- 
sition from  gay  to  sad  which  enters  into  the 
temperament  of  all  Irish  music,  and  thor- 
oughly alive  to  the  still  more  singular  per- 
plexity  so    frequently   scattered    over    the 
national  airs,  in  which  both  sad  and  gay  are 
blended,  and  make  their  contradictory  appeal 
together,  he  could  draw  out  from  the  recesses 
of  a  song  all  those  subtleties  which  escape, 
if  they  do  not  confound,  the  most  accom- 
plished musicians  who  are  not  to  the  manner 
bom.     These   subtleties  can  never  be  con- 
quered by  study.     They  defy  science ;  they 
are  purely  a  matter  of  constitution.     Irish- 
men penetrate  them  by  instinct,  and  Moore 
added  a  refinement  and  purity  to  that  instinct 
which  heightened  the  results  with  an  inde- 
scribable charm. 

The  same  spirit  of  refinement  pervades  the 
songs  themselves,  and  hence  they  are  defec- 
tive in  one  quality  which  is  an  indigenous 
attribute  of  the  national  character.  There  is 
no  humor  in  them.  No  doubt  if  he  had 
endeavored  to  infuse  into  these  charming 
lyrics  some  of  the  broad  coloring  of  the 
popular  imagination,  they  never  could  have 
exercised  that  influence,  which  has  secured 
to  them  a  world-wide  reception.  But  it  may 
be  fairly  doubted  whether  it  was  not  in  some 
measure  a  matter  of  necessity  with  him  to 
avoid  the  hazards  of  an  element  which  his 
genius  was  hardly  prepared  to  subjugate  to 
his  purpose.  His  own  taste  was  fastidious 
on  such  points,  and  wherver  he  leaves  the 
track  of  the  graceful  or  the  beautiful  to  in- 
dulge in  wit  or  satire — as  in  Captain  Rock 
or  the  Fudge  Family — he  bestows  an  amount 
of  care  and  finish  upon  it  that  completely 
takes  it  out  of  the  region  of  nationality. 

In  this  point  of  view  Burns  is  a  greater 
national  poet.  He  is  more  close  and  faithful 
to  his  original.  His  songs  embody  not  only 
the  heart  of  the  country,  but  its  eccentrici- 
ties and  peculiarities,  even  to  its  phraseolc^si^- 
The  dialect  waa  oV^nSo^mX^  %.  ^wckAkw^^"^^^ 
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to  him  ;  it  enabled  him  to  gire  an  appropriate 
and  effective  costume  to  words  and  forms, 
and  to  bring  out  the  distinctive  life  of  the 
people.  There  is  no  such  resource  in  Ireland 
to  assist  the  national  poet  in  imparting  the 
rouleur  locale  to  his  lyrics ;  and  he  is  com- 
pelled to  convey  popular  characteristics, 
which  are  very  often  mainly  dependent  for 
their  force  on  the  turn  of  expression,  through 
a  medium  that  sensibly  abates  their  native 
hue.  Burns,  therefore,  had  that  one  signal 
advantage  over  Moore  in  embodying  the 
traits  and  exploring  to  its  depths  the  wild 
genius  of  his  countrymen.  His  elastic  means 
were  adaptive  to  all  aspects  of  their  nature, 
and  enabled  him  to  seize  with  equal  success 
upon  the  gay  and  the  serious,  the  sarcastic 
and  the  humorous,  the  heroic  and  the  tender. 
But  if  Moore  has  not  exhibited  this  versatility 
of  treatment,  he  has  transcended  Burns  in 
the  higher  achievement  of  embodying  in  a 
universal  language,  with  a  felicity  which  no 
other  writer  has  approached,  the  peculiar 
temperament  of  the  Irish,  blending  with  con- 
summate skill  its  passionate  ardor  and  its 
constitutional  sadness,  its  strange  interflow 
of  gaiety  and  sorrow,  and  its  undercurrent 
of  imagination  that  runs  ever  freshly  and 
brightly  beneath  the  vicissitudes  of  clouds 
and  sunshine  that  flicker  over  the  surface. 
No  national  poetry  ever  found  so  enthusiastic 
a  response  in  the  sympathies  and  emotions 
of  the  race  whose  elemental  qualities  it  por- 
trayed— which  is,  perhaps,  after  all,  the 
surest  test  of  its  truthfulness. 

The  Melodies  literally  run  over  with  im- 
ages. Their  prodigality  in  this  respect  im- 
parts an  oriental  character  to  them,  which  is 
in  perfect  keeping  with  the  ordinary  charac- 
ter of  the  people.  It  is  very  gravely  stated 
by  an  Irish  antiquary,  that  Irish*  is  the 
language  spoken  by  the  angels  in  Par^adise, 
a  curious  fact,  which  Mr.  Lilly,  the  astrologer, 
attested  out  of  his  own  experience  long  be- 
fore ;  but  without  venturing  exactly  to  adopt 
that  theory,  it  may  be  conceded  to  the  Irish 
that  there  is  strong  evidence  of  an  Eastern 
origin  in  their  common  use  of  a  remarkably 
picturesque  and  imagerial  style.  The  pro- 
fusion of  figures  and  the  happy  choice  and 
employment  of  them,  by  which  the  Melodies 
are  distinguished  may,  therefore,  be  regarded 
as  one  of  the  many  agencies  by  which  they 
found  their  way  at  once  to  the  hearts  of  the 
whole  population.  Even  the  ornate  manner 
in  which  these  figures  are  wrought  into 
shape,  does  not  diminish  their  popular  force. 
This  high  finish  gives  a  refined  expression 
to  a  prominent  characteristic,  which  will  al- 


ways be  recognised  as  the  nataral  produel 
of  a  soil  teeming  with  the  riches  of  an  exu- 
berant imagination. 

Moore's  prose  was  as  happy  as  his  verse. 
InLalU  Rookh  alone  he  sacriticed  his  judg- 
ment to  the  seductions  of  his  fanoy.  The  prose 
of  Lai  la  Rookh  is  spun  sugar,  and  cloys  the 
palate.  Lord  Byron,  who  gloried  in  the 
poem,  could  not  endure  the  interstitial  links 
of  narrative,  and  there  are  few  readers, 
whose  opinions  in  such  matters  are  worth 
recording,  that  do  not  heartily  agree  with 
him.  But  in  the  lives  of  Sheridan  and  By- 
ron, in  the  Travels  of  an  Irish  Gentleman  m 
search  of  a  Religion,  and  in  the  Memoirs 
of  Captain  Rock,  sparkling  with  trenchant 
wit  and  presenting  an  infinitely  more  eom- 
plete  bird's-eye  view  of  Irish  history  than 
the  elaborate  work  under  that  naaie  which 
appears  unfinished  in  the  Cyclopaedia,  Moore 
has  left  behind  him  passages  of  power  and 
eloquence  that  will  long  endure  amongst  the 
noblest  specimens  of  English  prose.  ^'  Con- 
sidered merely  as  a  composition,"  says  Mr. 
Macaulay,  speaking  of  the  Life  of  Byron,  ''it 
deserves  to  be  classed  .among  the  best  speci- 
mens of  English  prose  which  our  agre  has 
produced.  The  style  is  agreeable,  elear,  and 
manly,  and  when  it  rises  into  eloqueace,  rises 
without  effort  or  ostentation."  This  is  high 
praise  for  a  writer  whose  most  conspicnoui 
excellence  lay  in  another  and  totally  different 
direction,  but  it  is  not  the  highest  praise 
these  works  deserve.  The  varied  eruditioe 
they  exhibit,  the  extensive  range  of  reading 
and  inquiry  drawn  upon  to  enforce  and  illos- 
trate  their  statements,  and  the  calm  and 
thoughtful  judgment,  the  critical  acnmem 
and  earnest  spirit  which  everywhere  pervade 
them,  bear  testimony  to  a  severe  mental 
training,  which  poets  rarely  submit  to,  and 
which,  even  when  they  do,  they  still  more 
rarely  get  credit  for. 

His  correspondence  was  as  delightful  as 
his  Rhymes  on  the  Road,  or  the  most  pUy- 
ful  of  bis  terse  and  pointed  satires,  thrown 
off  apparently  with  ease  and  facility,  and 
abounding  in  the  happiest  touches  of  wit  and 
sprightliness.  His  animal  spirits  ran  riot  in 
his  little  notes,  although  there  were  always 
a  certain  grace  and  finish  that,  from  any  other 
hand,  would  have  suggested  a  suspicion  of 
premeditation.  From  him  this  minute  and 
exquisite  brilliancy  seemed  to  flash  out  spon- 
taneously. The  very  handwriting,  neat,  close, 
and  pearly,  was  in  itself  a  part  of  the  charm 
of  these  epigram  iratic  billets.  How  far 
handwriting  may  ever  come  to  be  considered 
as  a  safe  index  to  character  is  a  qoestioo  that 
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may  be  left  to  the  solution  of  the  philoso- 
phers who  dedicate  themselves  expressly  to 
the  ethics  of  caligraphy  ;  but  certainly   in 
Moore's  case  there  was  a  remarkable  affinity 
between  his  diamond  lines  and  the  bright 
thoughts  and  images  that  lay  in  them.     His 
small  subtle  writing  was  admirably  suited  for 
shutting  up  essences  in.     The  vehicle  was 
singularly  adapted  for  the  uses  to  which  it 
was  put.     We  could  give  a  thousand  instan- 
ces which,  although  they  suffer  by  being  se- 
parated from  the  context,  would  at  least  show 
what  dexterity  and  finesse,  gaiety  and  point 
be  threw  into  his  most  trivial  correspondence. 
Thus,  speaking  of  one  who  had  published  ano- 
nymously a  song  of  his  disfigured  somewhat, 
after  the  manner  in  which  the  gipsies  stain  and 
disguise  stolen  children,  he  says,  ''There  are 
some  people  who  will  not  let  well  alone,  but 
this  gentleman"  [we  suppress  the  name]  "  is 
one  of  those  who  will  not  even  let  ill  alone." 
On  one   occasion,  after  leaving  Ireland,  he 
says,  "  The  people  of  Dublin,  some  of  them, 
seem  very  sorry  to  lose  me  ;  but  I  dare  say 
by  this  time  they  treat  me  as  the  air  treats 
the  arrow,  fill  up  the  ^p  and  forget  that  it 
ever  passed  that  way.      In   1807,  at  a  mo- 
ment of  considerable  public  difficulty,  Sne 
ministry  went  out  to  make  room  for  a  worse, 
he    communicates   the  fact   to  his  mother 
in  this  way  :  "  Fine   times,  to  be  sure,  for 
changing  ministry,  and  changing  to  such  fools 
too  1     It  is  like  a  sailor  stopping  to  change 
his  shirt  in  a  storm,  and  after  all   putting 
on  a  very  ragged  one."    Upon  the   sepa- 
ration of  friends,  he  writes  to  Miss   God- 
frey, **  I  wish  such  precious  souls  as  yours 
and   mine  could   be  forwarded  through  life 
with  '  this  is  glass'    written  on   them,   as  a 
warning  to  Fortune  not  to  jolt  them  too  rude- 
ly ;  but  if  she  was  not  blind  she  would  see 
that  we  deserve  more  care  than  she  takes  of 
viB."    To  the  same  correspondent  he  announ- 
ces the  close  of  the  season, ''  That  racketing 
old  harridan,  Mother  jToum,  is  at  last  dead. 
She  expired  after  a  gentle  glare  of  rouge  and 

fiiety  at  Lady  L.  Manners'  masquerade  on 
riday  morning  at  8  o'clock  ;  and  her  ghost 
b  expected  to  haunt  all  the  watering-places 
immediately."  A  fling,  in  his  own  heist  man- 
ner, at  the  Prince  Regent  in  a  letter  to  Lady 
Donegal :  "  The  Prince,  it  is  said,  is  to  have 
*a  villa  on  Primrose  Hill,  and  a  fine  street 
leading  direct  to  it  from  Carlton  House.  This 
is  one  of  the  '  primrose  paths  of  dalliance'  by 
which  Mr.  Percival  is,  I  fear,  finding  his  way 
to  the  Prince's  heart."  At  another  time,  tell- 
ing Lady  Doneg^al  how  much  he  misses  her, 
and  urging  her  to  come  back  to  England,  he 


says,  "  the  more  I  narrow  my  circle  of  life, 
the  more  seriously  I  want  such  friends  as 
you  in  it.  The  smaller  the  ring,  the  sooner 
a  gem  is  missed  out  of  it."  In  one  of  his 
lively  notes  to  her,  he  says,  *'  1  wrote  to  you 
last  week,  at  least  I  sent  a  letter  directed  to 
you,  which,  I  dare  say,  like  the  poor  poet's 
'  Ode  to  Posterity,'  will  never  be  delivered 
according  to  its  address."  It  is  necessary  to 
feel  one's  spirits  soaring  in  the  buoyant  at- 
mosphere of  his  letters  to  be  able  to  enter 
into  the  airiness  of  such  passages  as  these : 
**  1  suppose  you  have  been  amused  a  good 
deal    by  the  reports    of  my  marriage  to 

Miss ,  the  apothecary's  daughter.  Odds, 

pills  and  boluses  I  Mix  my  poor  Falernian 
with  the  sediment  of  phials  and  drainings  of 
gallipots  !  Thirty  thousand  pounds  might, 
to  be  sure,  gild  the  pilt  a  little  ;  but  it's  no 
such  thing.   I  have  nothing  to  do  with  either 

Sal  Volatile  or  Sail r     "  I  would  have 

sailed  with  Miss  Lin  wood  the  other  night, 
only  I  was  afraid  she  would  have  given  me  a 
stitch  in  my  side  !*'  *'  I  was  very  near  being 
married  the  other  night  here  at  a  dance  the 
servants  had  to  commemorate  St.  Patrick's 
day.  I  opened  the  ball  for  them  with  a 
pretty  lacemaker  from  the  village,  who  was 
really  quite  beautiful,  and  seemed  to  break 
hearts  around  her  as  fast  as  an  Irishman 
would  have  broken  heads.  So  you  see  I  can 
be  gay."  These  are  mere  scintillations  which 
afford  us  no  better  idea  of  the  sustained  vi- 
vacity of  Moore's  correspondence  than  one 
might  form  of  the  heat  of  a  fire  from  the 
sparks.  But  readers  familiar  with  his  style 
will  be  able  to  estimate  the  gaiety  of  his  let- 
ters even  from  these  particles. 

Like  almost  all  poets  whose  works  have  a 
particular  stamp  or  tendency,  Moore  was 
popularly  identified  with  the  practice  of  the 
festive  and  amatory  doctrines  he  sang  so 
genially.  But  his  practice  was  in  reality 
the  very  reverse  of  his  precepts.  It  was  taken 
for  granted,  because  he  threw  such  intensity 
into  his  bacchanalian  songs,  that  he  led  the 
life  of  a  bacchanal ;  and  a  very  literal  gen- 
tleman who  met  him  one  morning  in  the  quiet 
seclusion  of  St.  Patrick's  library  in  Dublin^ 
consumed  by  an  irrepressible  desire  to  have 
his  curiosity  on  that  point  set  at  rest,  actu- 
ally ventured  to  ask  him  whether  he  really 
was  as  fond  of  wine  as  his  gushing  songs  led 
the  world  to  believe.  Moore  was,  of  course, 
infinitely  amused,  and  assured  the  gentleman 
(who  was  a  perfect  stranger  to  him)  that  he 
held  the  theory  to  be  very  pleasant  and 
harmless  in  a  song,  but  did  not  .consider  it 
quite  80  safe  in  pracliee.    In  fact,  witb 
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most  enjoyable  temperament,  he  was  very 
careful  in  the  way  of  indulgence  ;  and  al- 
though not  80  ascetic  in  the  matter  of  wine  as 
Ned  Waller,  who  would  sit  up  all  night  over 
a  glass  of  water  with  the  Rochesters  and 
Sedleys,  his  animal  spirits  mounting  higher 
than  theirs  all  the  time,  he  invariably  kept  a 
prudential  guard  over  his  table  pleasures, 
and,  we  believe,  never  in  his  life  was  guilty 
of  an  excess.  But  it  must  be  acknowledged 
that,  if  he  did  not  indulge  to  any  undueextent 
himself,  he  was  the  cause  of  much  undue  in- 
dulgence in  others.  Never  yet  were  there 
songs,  even  Burns's  scarcely  excepted,  that 
threw  the  convivial  circles  into  such  ecstasies, 
or  detained  the  gravest  and  discreetest  peo- 
ple from  their  beds  at  such  unseasonable 
hours  of  the  morning.  The  lyrical  argu- 
ments against  breaking  up  the  joyous  gather- 
ing were  irresistible,  and  exercised  a  magical 
influence  over  the  feelings  of  the  enthusiastic 
listeners.  Groups  already  departing  were 
always  sure  to  be  called  back  again  for  ano- 
ther round  of  hilarity  by  "  One  bumper  at 
Sarting  ;"  and  when  the  ball  was  over,  and 
aylight  was  streaming  in  through  the  win- 
dows on  flushed  checks  and  disordered 
tresses,  which  do  not  always  appear  to  the 
greatest  advantage  under  such  circumstances, 
how  often  have  the  dispersing  dancers  been 
spell-bound  by  a  voice  in  some  corner  <of  the 
room  opening  with  the  well-known  appeal, 
**  Fly  Not  Yet  1"  The  sweet  persuasiveness 
and  bounding  animal  spirits  that  mantle  up 
through  these  songs  can  never  lose  their 
power  over  the  young. 

The  same  thing  may  be  said,  with,  per- 
haps, even  a  wider  application,  of  bis  love 
songs.  The  inspiring  beauty  of  these  com- 
positions, the  poetical  veil  they  fling  over 
passion,  and  the  purity  of  the  homage  they 
offer  up  to  the  sex,  has  entranced  more  lov- 
ers, and  made  the  human  heart  more  suscep- 
tible of  impressions,  than  all  the  French 
stimulants  and  German  romanticism  that  has 
ever  permeated  through  society.  Moore  had 
a  profound  and  real  sense  of  beauty,  reBned 
and  elevated  by  a  most  suggestive  imagina- 
tion. In  looking  back  upon  these  produc- 
tions as  a  whole,  the  delicacy  and  chastity  of 
feeling  by  which  they  are  pervaded,  cannot 
fail  to  strike  the  reader.  He  will  at  once 
perceive  that  their  warmth  is  the  play  of  a 
luxurious  fancy ;  ^hat  no  songs  of  their  class 
were  ever  more  free  from  pruriency  ;  and 
that  even  when  they  hover  on  the  verge  of 
the  voluptuous,  it  is  only  to  awaken  an  emo- 
tion which  it  is  the  purpose  of  the  poet  to 
spiritualize.     We  do  not,  of  coarse,  include 


Little's  poems  amongst  the  true  love-songt 
of  Moore.  Reprehensible,  however,  as  they 
are  in  the  eyes  of  rigid  cr^icism,  there  is 
some  palliation  for  them  in  their  you thfulness. 
Joe  Atkinson,  who  was  famous  for  lambent 
images  that  had  a  phosphoric  way  of  blazing 
without  burning,  said  the  very  best  thing  that 
ever  was  said  of  them.  **  I'll  tell  you  what  it 
is,*'  said  he/*  I  always  consider  my  friend  Tho- 
mas Moore  as  an  infant  sporting  on  the  bosom 
of  Venus."  And  Little's  poems  have  very 
much  that  sort  of  dangerously  innocent  cha- 
racter in  them.  They  were  the  first  outburst 
of  his  boyhood,  and  belong  to  a  different 
category  from  his  more  mature  productions. 
But  they  form,  nevertheless,  the  starting 
ground  of  a  long  line  of  lyrics  that  have 
found  their  way  into  all  the  living  languages, 
and  are  not  without  some  interest  in  the  history 
of  his  poetical  development  as  the  point  of  de- 
parture from  whence  he  set  out  to  invigorate 
his  genius  in  purer  air  and  healthier  climates. 
His  love-songs  produced  a  sort  of  revolu- 
tion in  society.  Schiller's  •'Robbers,"  or 
Goethe's  "  Werter,"  had  not  a  more  marked 
or  decisive  influence  in  inflaming  the  hearts 
whose  pulses  they  stirred  with  novel  sensa- 
tions. Love,  to  be  sure,  is  as  old  as  Ekten, 
and  as  universal  as  the  earth's  atmosphere ; 
and  after  all  that  has  been  said  about  it  in 
tragedies,  comedies,  pastorals,  and  lyrics,  it 
might  seem  to  be  impossible  to  invest  it  with 
a  new  charm.  Yet  this  impossible  feat  was 
accomplished  by  these  delectable  ballads,  in 
which  all  the  phases  of  the  passion  found  a 
tongue  of  ineffable  sweetness,  and  its  most 
profound  mysteries  were  interpreted  into 
language.  They  were  found  to  suit  all  ima- 
ginable cases  of  that  trance  in  which  the 
reason  of  the  gravest  men,  at  one  time  or 
another  in  the  course  of  their  lives,  is  certain 
to  be  caught  swooning.  They  expressed 
every  shade  and  variety  of  devotion — the  gay 
and  the  melancholy — the  bold  and  the  timid 
— the  doubtful  and  the  impetuous — the  hap- 
py and  the  wretched — the  faint  dawn,  the 
glowing  meridian,  and  the  feverish  setting  of 
love.  They  sounded  every  depth  and  shal- 
low of  the  passion,  and  supplied  a  medium 
of  expression  for  every  lover  under  the  sun, 
no  matter  under  what  star  of  hope  or  despair 
his  horoscope  was  cast.  It  was  a  natural 
corollary  from  the  predominant  characteristics 
of  these  fervid  songs  that  the  author  of  them 
must  have  led  a  life  of  universal  gallantry. 
Such  a  reputation  was,  perhaps,  inevitable. 
Yet  it  may  be  fairly  doubted  whether  the 
common  clay  which  enters  into  the  compoei- 
tion  of  most  prosaic  people  is  less  chargeable, 
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throughout  its  infinitesimal  manifestations  of 
susceptibility,  with  vagrant  inspirations,  than 
this  roost  amorous  of  poets.     He  married 
young,  and  his  domestic  life,  in  the  midst  of 
the  whirl  and  excitement  of  society,  was  not 
merely  exemplary  in  the  ordinary  sense,  but 
was  distinguished  by  a  tenderness  and  con- 
stancy of  affection  to  his  home  ties,  of  which 
the  examples  amongst  men  basking,  as  he 
did  all  his  life  long,  in  the  admiration  and 
temptations  of  the  world,  are  sufficiently  rare. 
"You  have   contrived,  God   knows  how!" 
says  Miss   Godfrey  in   1806,  "amidst  the 
pleasures  of  the  world,  to  preserve  all  your 
home,  fireside  affections  true  and  genuine  as 
you  brought  them  out  with  you ;  and  this  is 
a  trait  in  your  character  that  I  think  beyond 
all  praise ;  it  is  a  perfection  that  never  goes 
alone ;    and  I  believe  you  will  turn   out  a 
saint  or  an  angel  after  all."    The  prediction 
was  verified  to  the  letter,  if  we  may  accept 
the  lady's  definition  of  one,  who,  in  his  fami- 
ly and  social  relations,  left  no  duty  undis- 
charged, no  obligations  of  love  unfulfilled. 
To  his  mother  he  always  wrote  twice  a  week, 
except  during  his  absence  in  Bermuda,  when 
the  uncertainty  of  the  mails  interrupted  his 
correspondence.     Canning's  devotion  to  his 
mother,  curiously  enough,  was  subjected  to 
a  similar  check ;  his  weekly  communications 
with  her,  which  he  carried  on  to  the  end  of 
her  life,  having  never  been  suspended  except 
during  the  interval  of  his  residence  in  Portu- 
gal.    Moore  showed  the  same  warm  attach- 
ment to  his  father,  his  sister,  and  even  to  his 
eccentric  uncle,  throughout  all  those  vicissi- 
tudes of  fortune  which  lifted  him  to  so  great 
a  height  above  their  sphere.      He  is  never 
weary  of  telling  them   in   his  letters  how 
ardently  and  anxiously  he  thinks  of  them, 
and  how  freshly  he  still  retains  the  first  affec- 
tions of  his  youth.    "  His  expressions  of  ten- 
derness," says  Lord  John  Russell  with  excel- 
lent taste,    "  however  simple,*  and  however 
reiterated,  are,  in  my  estimation,  more  valu- 
able than   the  brightest  jewels  of  his  wit. 
Tbey  flow  from  a  heart  uncorrupted  by  fame, 
unspoilt  by  the  world,  and  continue  to  retain 
to  bis  old  age  the  accents  and  obedient  spirit 
of  infancy. ^^     His  devotion  to  his  wife  is  re- 
corded by  the   same   hand    in  terms  upon 
which  no  panegyric  can  improve.     "In  the 
same   stream,   and  from   the   same   source, 
flowed  the   waters  of  true,  deep,  touching, 
unchangeable  affection  for  his  wife.     From 
1811,  the  year  of  his  marriage,  to  1852,  that 
of  his  death,  this  excellent  and  beautiful  per- 
son received  from  him  the  homage  of  a  lover, 
enhanced  by  all  the  gratitude,  all  the  confi- 


dence, which  the  daily  and  hourlv  happiness 
he  enjoyed  were  sure  to  inspire.' 

The  diary  Moore  left  behind  him  for  pub- 
lication, which  already  extends  to  four  vol- 
umes, although  it  carries  us  down  only  to  the 
autumn  of  1825,  so  that  it  promises  to  be  of 
greater  length  than  any  diary  on  record,  does 
not  fully  exhibit  his  character  in  its  best  pha- 
ses, nor,  indeed,  satisfy  us  upon  any  of  them. 
It  is  unlike  all  other  diaries.     It  is  not  so  rich 
as  the  ana  of  Spence  or  Selden  in  the  way  of 
anecdote  and  criticism,  nor  so  characteristic 
of  manners  and   persons  as  the   diaries   of 
Pepys  or  Evelyn,  nor  so  full  of  the   literary 
flavor  as  Boswell.     It  is  in  some  sort  a  reu- 
nion of  all   these   qualities,    more    casually 
brought  out,  and  more  lightly  touched.     Ii 
exhibits  rather  the  social  side  of  the  picture 
than  the  political  or  literary,  and  throws  very 
little  light  on  the  mental  history  of  a  writer 
whose  progress  from  the  pianoforte   in   the 
drawing-room  to  the  shelves  of  the  library, 
must  have  been  crowded  with  interesting  de- 
tails.    But  in  its  social  aspect   it   is  replete 
with  amusing  varieties  of  all  kinds  ;  and,  al- 
though, from  the  evidently  hasty  manner  in 
which  the  incidents  of  the  day  were  jotted 
down,  Moore  seldom  allowed  himself  time  to 
sketch  in  a  portrait  or  note   an   opinion,  the 
diary   abounds   in   ephemeral    memorabilia, 
that  will  be  read  with  fugitive  avidity.     He 
never  failed  in  his  journal ;  but  he  was  so  ab- 
sorbed by  engagements,  and   seems  to  have 
been  so  perpetually   called  away   from    his 
task,  that  he  limited  his  entries,  for  the  most 
part,  to  the  scantiest  particulars.     Yet  ii 
abounds  7n  pleasantries,  brief  and  sunny,  and 
running  the  round  of  the  celebrities  of  the 
day.     He  had  a  great  zest  for  fun,  and  was 
an  industrious  picker-up  of  unconsidered  tri- 
fles, dipped  in  the   rainbows  of  fancy,    wit, 
and  mirth.     Such  bagatelles  assimilated  with 
the  playfulness  of  his  nature,  and  if  he  threw 
them,  just  as  they  came,  into  the  heap  of 
evanescent  things  he  accumulated  in  his  dai- 
ly repository,  it  was  not  because  he  attached 
any  value  to  them,  but  because  they  amused 
him.     Take,  for  example,  such  scraps  as  the 
following :  Dr.  Currie  being  once  bored  by 
a  foolish  Blue  to  explain  to  her  the  meaning 
of  the  word  idea,  which  she  had  met  with  in 
some  metaphysical  treatise,  but  did  not  un- 
derstand, at  last  said  to  her  angrily,  "  Idea, 
madam,  is  the  feminine  of  Idiot,  and  means 
a  female  fool."     There   is  a   better  thing 
about  ideas  attributed  to   Hazlitt.     Having 
been  knocked  down   by  John  Lamb   (the 
brother  of  Charles)  in  some  dispute,  and  be- 
ing pressed  by  those  who  ^^v^  ^^xffiWK^.  N*^ 
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shake  hands  with  him  and  forgive  him,  Haz- 
litt  said,  '*  Well,  I  don't  care  if  I  do.     I  am 
a  metaphysician,  and  don't  mind  a    blow ; 
nothing  but  an  idea  hurts  me."     It  is  told  of 
Mr.  Robinson  (we  suppose  Crabbe  Robinson) 
that  upon  his  receiving  his  first  brief  at  the 
bar,  he  immediately  went  to  Charles  Lamb 
to  tell  him  of  it,  when  Lamb  observed,  "  I 
suppose  you  addressed  that  line  of  Milton's 
to  it,  '  Thou  first,  great  cause,  least  under- 
stood.' "    'This  is  a  Uttle  irreverent;;  but  there 
18  another  still  worse,  an  anecdote  of  a  Bish- 
op saying  after  his  fourth  bottle,  striking  his 
head  in  a  fit  of  maudlin  piety,   "I   have 
been  a  great  sinner;  but  I  love  my  Redeem- 
er !*'  which  (if  it  were  not  too  hackneyed  to 
repeat)  might   be  coupled   with   the   well- 
known  joke  of  poor  Hook's   on  the   pawn- 
broker's dinner.     To  these  may  be  added  a 
vUlanous  jest  of  pretty  much  the  same  or- 
der.    Lord  Kenyon  was  said  to  have  died  of 
eating  apple-pie  crust  at  breakfast,  and  Lord 
Ellenborough,  who  succeeded  him  as  Chief 
J  ustice,  always  bowed  with  great  reverence 
to  apple-pie,  "  which,"  said  Jekyl,  "  we  used 
to  call  apple  pie- ty."     Of  a   diflferent  order 
is  a  bon  mot  of  Rogers  on  hearing  that  Payne 
Knight,  who  was  a  very  bad  listener,  had  got 
very  deaf.     "  'Tis  from  want  of  practice," 
said  Rogers.     Amongst  many  reminiscences 
of  Curran  is  a  passage  from  his  speech  in  an 
action  brought  by  the  Theatre  Royal  in  Dub- 
lin against  Astley  of  ihe  Amphitheatre  for 
acting  the  "  Lock  and  Key."     "  My  Lord," 
said  Curran,  "  tho  whole  question  turns  upon 
this,  whether  the  said  *  Lock  and  Key'  is  to 
be  A  patent  one,  or  of  the  spring  and  tumbler 
kind."     A  still  happier  hit  of  Curran's  is  his 
witticism  on  Mr.  Phillips'  oratory,  in  which 
all  manner  of  tropes  were  mixed  up  in  exe- 
crable taste  and  inextricable  confusion.    "  My 
dear  Tom,"  said  Curran,  **  it   will   never  do 
for  a  man  to  turn  painter  merely  upon  the 
strength  of  having  a  pot  of  colors   by   him, 
unless   he   knows   how    to   lay   them   on." 
Poole,  who  was  always  dropping  pearls   in 
this  way,  appears  two  or  three  times  in  the 
diary.      Here   are   a   couple   of  specimens. 
Somebody  said,  after  hearing  Moore  sing  one 
of  bis  own  melodies,  "Everything  that's  na- 
tional is  delightful."     '*  Except  the  national 
debt,  ma'aro,"  said  Poole.     Talking  of  the 
organs  in  Spurzheim  and  Gall's  craniological 
system,  Poole  said  he  supposed  a  drunkard 
had  a  barrel  organ.     Out  of  the  abundance 
of  Irish  anecdotes  (which,  strangely  enough, 
lose  much  of  their  point  in  the  telling)  this 
is  perhaps  the  best,  or  at  all  events  the  least 
known  :  an  Irish  country  squire,  who  used  to 


give  extravagant  entertainmeDts,  was  remoD- 
strated  with  for  treating  the   militia  in  his 
neighborhood  to  claret,  when  whiskey -pooch 
would  do  just  as  well  for  them :  *'  Ton  are 
right,  my  dear  friend,"  he  answered^  "  but  I 
have  the  claret  on  tick,  and  where  the  devil 
would  I  get  credit   for  the  lemons  V*    Of 
mistakes  made  by  the  French  m  the  use  of 
English  we  have  ihe  following  sample :  a 
youn^  French  lady  was  asked,  by   way  of 
compliment,  in  what  manner  she  had    con- 
trived to  speak  English  so  well,   when  she 
replied,  "I  began  by  traducing ;*^  and  this 
is  balanced  by  a  blunder  on  the  other  side, 
related  by  Wordsworth  of  some  acquaintance 
of  his  who,  being  told,  amongst  other  things, 
to  go  and  see  the  Chapeau  de  Paille,  at  Ant- 
werp, said  on  his  return,  "  I  saw  all  the  oth- 
er things  you  mentioned,  but  as  for  the  straw- 
hat  manufactory  I  could  not  make  it  out." 
Nothing  is  too  trivial  for  a  comer  in  this  re- 
pertory of  whimsicalities.     Here  is  a  typo- 
graphical mistake  picked  out  of  an  Irish  pa- 
per.    In  giving  Mr.   Grant's  speech  on  the 
Catholic  question,  instead  of  "  They    have 
taken  up  a  position  in  the  depth  of  the  mid- 
dle ages,"  the   reporter    made    him    say, 
"  They  have   taken  up  a  physician  in   the 
depth,  <&c."    A  page  or  two  further   on  we 
have  a  still  more  ludicrous  misprint  taken 
from  an  American  edition  of  Giffard*8  Juve- 
nal, where  the  Editor,  drawing  a  parallel  in 
the  preface  between   Horace   and  Juvenal, 
says,  "  Horace  was  of  an   easy   disposition, 
and  inclined  to  indolence" — the  printer  turns 
it  into  "  inclined  to  insolence."     An  absurdi- 
ty produced  by  the  transposition  of  ^ordsis 
related  of  an  actor,  who   thus  delivered  the 
well-known  lines  in  "  King  Lear :" 

^  How  sharper  than  a  serpent^s  thanht  it  is. 
To  have  a  toolhlesi  child." 

Even  conundmims  and  charades  are  not  de- 
spised in  the  poet's  memorabilia.  These 
snatches,  collected  out  of  the  recollections  of 
the  idle  amusements  of  the  evening,  bring  us 
back  to  the  follies  of  Whitehall,  in  the  days 
of  Charles  II.,  when  the  whole  court  used  to 
sit  round  in  a  circle  playing  at  *'  Hunt  the 
Slipper,"  and  "  I  love  my  love  with  an  A.** 
Here  are  some  of  the  conundrums.  "  Why 
doesn't  U  go  out  to  dinner  with  the  rest  of 
the  alphabet?  Because  it  always  comes 
after  T."  "  What  are  the  only  two  letters 
of  the  alphabet  that  have  eyes  ?  A  and  B, 
because  ABC  (see)  D."  "  Why  is  a  man 
that  bets  on  the  letter  O  that  it  will  beat  P 
in  a  race  to  the  end  of  the  alphabet,  like  a 
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maa  asking  for  one  sort  of  tobacco  and  get- 
ting another  ?  Because  it  is  wrong  to  back 
O  (tobacco).*'  This  very  far- fetchwl  conun- 
drum is  attributed  to  Beresford,  the  author 
of  "The  Miseries  of  Human  Life."  The 
charades  are  indifferent  enough.  The  fol- 
lowing is  given  as  Fox's  :  "  I  would  not  be 
my  first  for  all  of  my  second  that  is  contained 
in  my  third.  Answer,  Scotland."  The 
next,  which  is  more  in  the  way  of  a  riddle, 
and  is  very  neatly  expressed,  owes  its  pater- 
nity to  one  of  the  Smiths :  "  Use  me  well, 
I'm  everybody ;  scratch  my  back,  I'm  n(h 
body, — A  looking-glass." 

Innumerable  ucetiee,  neither  much  better 
nor  much  worse  than  these  specimens,  bub- 
ble up  incessantly  to  the  surface  of  the  aer- 
ated Journal.  They  were  blown  about  in 
the  literary  and  fashionable  circles,  in  which 
Moore  mixed,  by  graver,  no  less  than  by 
shallower,  people  than  himself  ;  and  helped 
to  relax  his  mind  after  the  hard  work  of  the 
morning,  which  usually  consisted  in  writing 
verses  or — visiting,  the  harder  work,  we  sus- 
pect, of  the  two.  The  mental  recreations  in 
which  he  ordinarily  took  refuge  from  the  la- 
bors of  the  day,  were  scarcely  of  a  more  ele- 
vated character.  At  home  in  the  evenings 
he  constantly  amused  himself  by  reading^ 
aloud  some  Minerva  press  novel,  or  such 
volatile  comedies  as  "  A  Cure  for  the  Heart- 
Ache,"  or  "  The  Way  to  Get  Married." 
We  look  in  vain  for  any  records  of  the  sus- 
tained study  out  of  which  he  must  have 
built  up  his  knowledge,  which,  if  it  was  not 
accurate  or  systematic,  was,  at  least,  diversi- 
fied and  extensive.  But  in  this  point  of 
view  he  was  like  Sheridan,  and  got  at  his  in- 
formation by  random  through  all  sorts  of 
out-of-the  way  channels;  or,  like  the  bee, 
that  gathers  honey  from  weeds.  Industri- 
ous he  unquestionably  was,  although  there 


are  few  traces  of  industry  in  his  daily  memo- 
randa. If  he  did  not  work  with  regularity 
and  diligence  like  Southey,  he  produced  a 
vast  quantity  of  work,  all  admirable  and 
highly  finished  of  its  kind,  under  circumstan- 
ces that  would  have  unfitted  most  other  men 
for  such  exertions.  He  generally  contrived 
to  accomplish  seventy  or  eighty  lines  a  week, 
sometimes  more,  while  he  kept  up  a  con- 
stant round  of  visiting  and  dining  out,  balls, 
plays,  and  soirees.  Late  convivialities  had 
not  then  gone  out  of  fashion,  and  the  ex- 
haustion of  the  day  and  evening  was  fre- 
quently repaired  by  a  supper  which,  termi- 
nating at  two  or  three  o  clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, must  have  worn  out  any  constitution  ex- 
cept one  so  carefully  preserved  in  its  own 
animal  spirits.  Through  all  these  scenes 
and  exertions  Moore  passed  unscathed,  and 
when  at  last  he  broke  down,  it  was  under 
the  infliction  of  domestic  calamities,  to  the 
poignancy  of  which  his  affectionate  nature 
rendered  him  peculiarly  sensitive.  Nor  is  it 
the  least  of  his  tnerits  that  he  maintained  his 
personal  independence  proudly  through  life, 
and  bequeathed  to  the  literary  world  an  ex- 
ample which  it  would  be  well  for  all  literary 
men  to  emulate.  "  Mingling  careful  econo- 
my," observes  Lord  John  Russell,  **  with  an 
intense  love  of  all  the  enjoyments  of  society, 
he  managed,  with  the  assistance  of  his  ex- 
cellent wife,  who  carried  on  for  him  the  de- 
tail of  his  household,  to  struggle  through  all 
the  petty  annoyances  attendant  on  narrow 
means,  to  support  his  father,  mother,  and 
sister,  besides  his  own  family,  and  at  his 
death  he  left  no  debt  behind  him."  This  is 
a  rare  epitaph  for  a  poet,  and  one  which 
ought  to  be  appreciated  in  a  country  where 
the  maxims  of  prudential  integrity  are  held 
even  in  higher  esteem  than  the  loftiest 
flights  of  genius. 


H   ^    I  I 


Milton's  Rib-bons. — Mention  is  made  of 
Cromwell's  skull ;  so  it  may  not  be  out  of 

£lace  to  tell  you  that  I  have  handled  one  of 
lil ton's  ribs.  Cowper  speaks  indignantly  of 
the  det^ecration  of  our  divine  poet's  grave,  on 
which  shameful  occurrence  some  of  the  bones 
were  clandestinely  distributed.  One  fell  to 
the  lot  of  an  old  and  esteemed  friend,  and  be- 
tween forty- five  and  fifty  years  ago,  at  his 
house,  not  many  miles  from  London,  I  have 
often  examined  the  said  rib-  bone.  ^^^  friend 
is  long  since  dead ;  but  bis  %oi)  gioW  in  the  vale 


of  years,  lives,  and  I  doubt  not,  from  the  re- 
verence felt  to  the  great  author  of  Paradise 
Lost,  that  he  has  religiously  preserved  the 
precious  relic.  It  might  not  be  agreeable  to 
him  to  have  his  name  published ;  but  from 
his  tastes,  he — being  a  person  of  some  distinc- 
tion in  literary  pursuits — is  likely  to  be  a 
reader  of  Notes  and  Queries,  and  if  this  should 
catch  his  eye,  he  may  be  induced  to  send  you 
some  particulars.  I  know  he  is  able  to  place 
the  matter  beyond  a  doubt. — Notes  and  Que- 
I  riss. 
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From  the  Ecltetie  Review. 


LIFE  AND   CHARACTER  OF  ROUSSEAU.* 


Ths  Eastern  theory  of  the  transmigratioo 
of  souls  may  he  illustrated  by  the  principle 
of  liberty.     It  is  that  immortal  spirit  which 
the  heroic  poets  describe  it  to  be ;  but  it  ap* 
pears  to  every  age  in  a  new  shape.     In  the 
ancient  republics   it  harmonized  in  beauty 
with  the  works  of  that  genius  which  it  made 
sublime.     It  was  a  ghastly  and   unnatural 
phantom  among  the  ruins  of  the  Bourbon 
monarchy  in  France.     Its  means  of  develop- 
ment are,  like  its  aspect,  varied  into  a  new 
fashion  for  every  time  and  every  country. 
The  ostracism  of  statesmen  at  Athens  and 
the  stabbing  of  Caesar  at  Rome,  the  execu- 
tion  of    Charles  and   the   assassination   of 
Marat,  arose  from  one  feeling  deeply  rooted 
in   human  nature.     It   suspected  Aristides 
and  trusted  Monk.     It  was  defended  by  the 
pious  eloquence  of  Milton ;  by  the  subtle 
logic  of  Dumarsais;  by  the  daring  sophistry 
of  Volney  and  Voltaire ;  by  the  blasphemy 
of   Helvetius ;    and   by   the   fantastic,  but 
beautiful  declamation  of  Jean  Jacques  Rous- 
seau. 

For  this  reason  the  defenders  of  liberty 
have  ignorantly  been  supposed  to  be  neces- 
sarily hostile  to  religion.  Such  an  error 
would  be  less  surprising  had  piety  been  a 
characteristic  of  the  writers  who  have  propa- 
gated despotic  opinions.  Clarendon  possess- 
ed faith,  but  Gibbon  scoffed ;  Hume  was  a 
cold-blooded  infidel,  and  Hobbes  was  a  blas- 
phemer. If  Paine  eulogized  free  govern- 
ments, Collins  libelled  them.  Diderot  and 
Dalerabert,  4t^  enemies  of  Christianity,  were 
the  friends  of  republican  institutions ;  but 
Shaftesbury  and  Bolingbroke,  the  friends  of 
despotism,  were  the  enemies  of  Christianity 
also.  Therefore  it  is  not  only  unphilosophi- 
cal,  but  malicious,  to  identify  the  political 
principles  of  these  men  with  their  religious 
ideas.  We  have  no  more  right  to  say  that 
the  democratic  spirit  is  an  emanation  from 
impiety  because  Condorcet,  who  denied  the 
divine  right  of  kings,  denied  also  the  divinity 
of  Christ,  than  to  declare  that  monarchy  and 


*  Ettai  tur  la  Vie  et  U  CaraeUre  de  J,  J,  Rout- 
Hou,    Par  &  H.  liorin.    Paris:  Ledoyer.    1852. 


blasphemy  are  synonymous  terms  because  the 
sophist  of  Malmesbury  was  the  apologist  of 
both.  The  truth  is,  that  as  advocates  can- 
not select  their  clients,  clients  are  often  un- 
able to  secure  the  advocates  they  would 
choose  to  plead  in  their  behalf.  It  is  a  gene- 
ral misfortune  of  society,  and  has  been  the 
great  obstacle  to  the  progress  of  every 
righteous  cause.  More  injury  has  been  done, 
to  liberty  by  dangerous  friends — Jesuits  it 
one  time,  and  infidels  at  another — than  hj 
all  the  persecutions  which  tyrants  and  oh- 
garchies  have  devised  since  the  establish- 
ment of  laws. 

Among  the  men  who,  during  the  eight- 
eenth century,  aided  in  the  teriific  revolu- 
tion of  opinion  in  France,  Rousseau  was  the 
most  extraordinary.      His  moral  character, 
his  religious  theories,  even  his  political  prin- 
ciples, were  problems  which  he  bequeathed 
to  posterity.     Unlike  all  other  human  beings, 
as  he  was,  he  only  perplexed  the  world  more 
hopelessly  by  endeavoring  to  describe  him- 
self.    Before  his  "Confessions"  were  pub- 
lished, there  was  a  cloud  about  him;  bill 
when  these  appeared,  though  part  of  iba 
old  mystery  was  dispelled,  a  new   one,  hx 
more  impenetrable,  was  created.     Accord- 
ingly, many  as  the  writers  are  who  have  in- 
I  vestigated  the  idiosyncrasies  of  Rousseau, 
not  one  has  secured  the  concurrence  of  man- 
kind with  his  views.  There  is  still  confusion; 
there  are  still  contradictory  ideas.     To  some 
the  Qenevese  sophist  is  even  now  an  inspired 
idiot ;    to   others    an    impostor,   mad   with 
vanity ; — a  philosopher  to  the  remnants  of 
the  Academy,  a  maniac  to  the  relics  of  the 
Sorbonne.     A  whole  cabinet  of  literature  is 
divided,  therefore,  between  the  apologists, 
the  panegyrists,  the  detractors,  the  libellers, 
and  the  temperate  critics  of  Rousseau.  Burke 
paints  him  as  a  wild  conspirator,  with  a  rain- 
bow fancy,   a    pen  beWitching   by  its  elo- 
quence, and  a  mind  plunged  into  delirium 
by   the   study  of  phantasies.     Lord  John 
Russell   commemorates    him    as    the   falik 
oracle  of  Geneva  pursuing  an  ideal  of  social 
virtue,  losing  himself  in  searching  it;  but 
converting  and  deluding  an  entire  people. 
Baruel   points    him    out  as  a  bewddered  ■ 
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dreamer,  a  criminal  with  redeeming  qualities, 
one  of  the  most  dana;erou8  that  ever  lived, 
because  his  sophisms  were  so  persuasive ; 
but  not  one  of  the  worst,  because  none  could 
approach  in  audacity  the  powerful  but  re- 
pulsive genius  of  Voltaire.  The  French  drink 
in  his  doctrines,  and  venerate  his  ashes  in 
the  Pantheon ;  the  Germans  reject  his  theo- 
ries as  too  aerial  to  be  in  unison  with  theirs ; 
the  English  read  his  "Confessions,"  admire 
bis  sentimental  reveries,  neglect  his  political 
works,  and  vituperate  or  ridicule  his  name. 
In  this  manner  the  discussion  has  gone  on 
through  more  than  half  a  century,  and  new 
apologists  or  detractors  appear  at  intervals 
to  assist  in  elucidating  or  obscuring  the 
truth. 

Rousseau's  latest  critic  in  our  language  is 
Mr.  Bancroft ;  in  his  own,  M.  Morin.  The 
American  historian  places  himself  between 
libel  and  panegyric,  to  draw  a  fair  character 
of  this  "  self- torturing  sophist,"  but  assumes 
a  tone  somewhat  too  conventional  for  the 
discussion  of  a  subject  on  which  it  is  essen- 
tially necessary  to  avoid  consulting  the  cata- 
logue of  registered  opinions.  The  French 
writer,  on  the  other  hand,  comes  like  a  Red- 
Cross  knight,  assailing  every  antagonist  of 
Rousseau  ;  defending  all  the  acts  of  his  life, 
and  all  the  motives  of  his  acts,  denying 
every  hostile  charge;  and  scathing  with 
every  contemptuous  invective  all  who  find 
a  blemish  in  the  conduct  or  morals  of 
Madame  de  Warens'  lover.  His  analysis 
does  not  pretend  to  be  a  picture  of  Jean 
Jacques*  whole  career.  It  eliminates,  though 
not  entirely,  the  episodes  of  his  earlier  life ; 
but  finds  abundant  opportunity  to  prove  its 
own  boldness  and  determination,  by  defend- 
ing all  the  most  equivocal  passages  of  the 
philosopher's  career  after  he  retired  to  the 
Hermitage,  in  1757.  According  to  this  de- 
fence, he  was  honest  in  his  intrigue  with 
Madame  D'Houdetot ;  he  was  excusable  in 
his  submission  to  the  younger  Levasseur; 
he  was  pardonable  in  abandoning  his  chil- 
dren to  the  suspicious  mercies  of  a  Found- 
ling Hospital.  This  is  the  fault  of  all  apolo- 
gies. They  convert  crimes  into  virtues ; 
error  into  wisdom ;  weakness  into  elevation 
of  mind. 

In  touching  on  the  subject  which  M. 
Morin  has  so  laboriously  laid  open,  we  shall 
not  be  expected  to  describe  the  life  or  to 
analyze  the  character  of  Rousseau.  There 
are  conspicuous  points  in  both,  however, 
which  may  be  entered  upon  briefly,  that  we 
may  express  a  general  opinion  of  the  whole. 
Few  are  found,  with  the  flippancy  of  Gray, 


to  express  contempt  for  his  genius,  or  to 
deny  the  power  and  sweetness  of  his  pen. 
But  he  is  so  little  understood  that  a  criticism 
on  his  life  and  opinions  can  never  be  without 
its  interest. 

The  only  misfortune,  according  to  Cha- 
teaubriand, which  is  greater  than  that  of 
giving  birth  to  another,  is  that  of  being  bom 
yourself.  This  affiectation  he  probably  de- 
rived from  Rousseau,  who  describes  the  day 
of  his  birth  as  the  most  unfortunate  of  his 
life.  So,  perhaps,  it  was,  though  not  in  the 
sense  he  int^ded  ;  for  his  mother  died  on 
that  day,  leaving  him,  on  the  28th  of  June, 
1712,  half  an  orphan,  to  the  care  of  his 
father,  a  humble  watchmaker  of  Geneva. 
His  education,  with  its  results,  justifies  the 
fears  of  those  who  dread  the  influence  on 
their  children's  minds  of  an  unchecked  habit 
of  reading  romances.  Before  he  learned  one 
maxim  of  virtue ;  before  he  was  on  his  guard 
against  a  single  temptation  ;  before  a  solitary 
moral  feeling,  or  one  religious  perception 
had  been  introduced  into  his  breast,  he  was 
accustomed  to  pore  over  exciting  fictions, 
wild  stories,  appealing  to  the  most  danger- 
ous passions  of  his  nature.  The  emotions 
which  thus  became  early  familiar  to  him,  the 
ideas  he  acquired  of  life,  the  brooding  dreams 
in  which  he  indulged,  all  tended  to  form  a 
character  originally  susceptible  to  any  pow- 
erful impression.  The  groundwork,  there- 
fore, of  his  disposition  was  the  agitation  of 
the  feelings,  and  the  pleasing  of  the  senses. 
From  this  state  he  passed  into  a  new  stage 
of  intellectual  existence.  He  threw  aside 
tales,  and  read  history, — the  narratives  of 
the  heroic  age,  the  lives  of  illustrious  Romans 
and  Greeks,  the  epic  of  ancient  liberty, 
which  inspired  him  with  the  free,  republican 
spirit  he  afterwards  communicated  to  the 
whole  race  speaking  a  language  in  common 
with  him.  He  also  derivea  from  early 
teaching  a  taste  for  music,  exemplified  in  his 
later  years  by  many  beautfful  compositions. 
When  sent  to  school  he  learned,  not  quickly, 
but  well,  though  all  the  while  his  imagina- 
tion was  far  more  active  than  his  reasoning 
faculties.  He  felt  far  more  and  far  deeper 
than  he  thought.  It  was  this  which  was  at 
oiKie  a  sign  and  a  cause  of  those  habits  of 
mind  which  rendered  him  so  miserable  to 
himself,  and  so  unintelligible  to  others. 

The  moral  education  of  Rousseau,  though 
he  is  not  willing  to  reveal  the  truth,  was  of 
a  very  equivocal  character.  At  home,  the 
code  of  French  romances  instilled  into  him 
his  first  and  very  false  ideas  of  honor ;  at 
school,  he  was  initialed  vcAx^  >2si^  ^xar.'^^^  ^ 
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concealment,  of  disobedience,  and  of  false- 
hood ;  under  his  father's  roof,  again,  he  was 
a  licensed  idler,  and  then,  when  apprenticed 
to  an  engraver,  the  cruelty  and  selfishness 
of  his  master,  interpreted  by  the  dangerous 
sophistry  of  youth,  formed  a  justification  for 
positive  offences  as  well  as  neglect  of  duty. 
His  pleas  to  himself  are  singularly  charac- 
teristic of  his  state  of  mind.  He  was 
watched  at  his  work,  therefore  he  cunningly 
eluded  it.  He  was  not  permitted  to  share 
in  all  the  delicacies  of  the  table,  therefore  he 
stole  what  would  compensate  for  the  things 
thus  withheld.  By  such  a  process  his  mind 
became  hardened  against  virtuous  impres- 
sions. He  grew  selfish,  sensual,  and  greedy. 
The  cruelty  of  his  master  at  length 
caused  him  to  run  away.  He  escaped  to 
Compignon,  met  with  the  Cur6,  who  per- 
suaded him  to  apostatize  from  the  Reform- 
ers* faith,  and  was  by  him  directed  to  the 
mansion  of  Madame  de  Warens,  at  Annecy. 
That  woman,  at  his  first  sight  of  her,  ap- 
pears to  have  exercised  an  extraordinary  in- 
fluence upon  him.  He  could  little  have 
foreseen  then  that  he  was  to  become  her 
lover,  the  master  of  her  heart,  the  deposi- 
tory of  her  secrets ;  nor  she  that  he  would 
be  her  jealous  tyrant,  that  he  would  expose 
to  the  world  all  the  acts  of  her  life,  that  he 
would  reveal  every  scandalous  episode  of 
their  intercourse,  and  fix  her  name  forever, 
as  a  less  vulgar  Theodora,  among  the  female 
characters  disreputable  in  history.  She 
then,  however,  by  the  aid  of  some  ecclesi- 
astics, sent  him  to  Turin  to  be  instructed  in 
the  Catholic  religion,  which  he  soon  after- 
wards embraced,  though  confessing  it  was 
the  act  of  a  bandit  to  yield  up  his  creed  for 
the  sake  of  easier  means  of  life.  In  two 
months  he  left  the  college,  with  twenty 
francs  as  the  purchase- money  of  his  aposta- 
sy, and  entered  the  service  of  the  Comtesse 
de  Yercellis.  In  her  house  occurred  that 
famous  incident  which  fixes  a  deep  moral 
stain  on  the  early  life  of  Rousseau.  There 
was  a  piece  of  ribbon,  rose-colored,  with  sil- 
ver flowers,  old  and  faded,  but  handsome, 
nevertheless.  He  desired  to  possess  it.  He 
was  dishonest,  and  he  stole  it.  That,  how- 
ever, was  not  all.  There  was  in  the  house  a 
poor  country  maid,  an  innocent,  pretty  girl, 
never  known  to  have  committed  an  unworthy 
action.  When  the  ribbon  was  inquired  for, 
it  was  found  in  the  possession  of  Rousseau, 
who  was  base  enough  to  accuse  this  girl  of 
having  stolen  and  given  it  to  him.  He  was 
confronted  with  her,  but  persisted  in  the 
charge;  and  she  implored  him,  with  tears. 


as  she  had  never  wronged  him,  not  so  bit- 
terly to  wrong  her,  and  when  he  continued 
his  assertions,  said, — "  Well,  Rousseau,  I 
would  not  be  in  your  place."  She  was  dis- 
missed, ruined,  and  was  never  more  heard 
of.  All  the  atonement  he  ever  made  for 
this  crime  was  to  reveal  it  in  his  "  Confes- 
sions." It  appears  frivolous  to  search  by 
any  subtle  analysb  of  his  character  for  an 
explanation  of  this  event.  A  theft  and  a  lie 
were  committed  by  him,  without  scruple; 
the  only  singular  fact  being  that,  afterwards, 
without  anv  necessity,  he  made  tbem  known 
to  the  world. 

It  is  only  just,  however,  to  remember 
that  he  was  then  but  a  youth,  and  that  this 
was  his  last  offence  of  a  similar  character. 
His  morals,  however,  considered  from  an- 
other point  of  view,  wei^  impure  and  dis- 
graceful. Not  to  touch  upon  hb  earlier  con- 
fessions, it  is  enough  to  know  that  while  he 
was  exacting  the  most  scrupulous  fidelity 
from  L^onore  de  Warens,  he  was  intriguing 
with  other  women ;  that  his  connection  with 
Madame  D'Houdetot  was  far  from  reputa* 
ble;  that  he  only  married  Therese  de  La- 
vasseur  when  he  was  approaching  old  age ; 
and  that  when  she  had  become  his  wife,  he 
absolutely  connived  at  her  infringements  of 
the  first  moral  law.  There  is  no  apology 
for  these  episodes  of  his  life,  unless  that  be 
virtue  in  a  man  of  genius  which  in  a  common 
man  is  vice — a  theory  not  only  dangerous  in 
itself,  but  so  absurd  that  it  cannot  for  a  sin- 
gle instant  be  defended. 

The  explanation  of  Rousseau's  other 
faults,  however,  is  to  be  found  in  his  exces- 
sive vanity.  He  sighed  for  admiration,  es- 
pecially the  admiration  of  women.  But 
there  was  this  peculiarity  in  his  conceit :  he 
did  not  desire  the  applause  of  all  alike,  but 
only  of  such  as  he  could  himself  conceive  an 
attachment  for.  He  would,  without  regret, 
be  indifferent  to  those  who  were  indifferent 
to  him.  An  amusing  incident  in  illustration 
of  this  occurred  when  he  was  valet  in  the 
service  of  Count  Gouvon,  in  Turin.  There 
was  in  the  house  of  Mademoiselle  de  Breiel 
a  young  lady  of  extreme  beauty,  but  proud 
and  cold  to  all  beneath  her.  From  her 
Rousseau  sought,  and  long  in  vain,  to  win  a 
single  look  of  regard.  At  length,  one  day  a 
dinner-party  took  place,  and  Jean  Jacques 
waited  at  table.  The  conversation  turned  on 
the  etymology  of  some  idiomatic  French 
phrase.  Various  were  the  learned  theories 
set  forth,  but  the  real  explanation  baflled 
them  all,  for  a  scholar  of  no  ordinary  acquire- 
ments was  needed  to  solve  the  point.    Rous- 
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seau  was  observed  to  smile,  as  he  heard 
diplomatists  and  ecclesiastics  by  turns  taking 
up  the  dispute  and  abandoning  it  in  despair. 
His  master  noticed  this,  and  asked  him  if  he 
had  anything  to  observe.  Then  quietly,  but 
confidently,  he  decomposed  the  sentence 
under  analysis  into  its  original  parts,  traced 
each  word  back  to  its  origin,  and  made  the 
whole  so  luminous  that  no  possibility  of 
misunderstanding  it  could  remain.  Every 
one  gazed  in  astonishment  upon  him.  But 
Jean  Jacques  cared  not  a  whit  for  their  ap- 
plause, for  he  was  furtively  looking  to  see 
whether  Mademoiselle  de  Breiel  took  any 
notice  of  him ;  and  when  he  saw  that  she 
too  was  smiling,  his  whole  frame  trembled 
with  mixed  emotions,^  partly  of  pride,  but 
partly  also  with  a  tenderness  towards  her 
which  he  hardly  dared  to  confess  even  to 
himself. 

From  Turin  Rousseau  returned  to  Anne- 
cy,  and  there,  or  at  Charmette,  lived  for  a 
long  while  with  Madame  de  Warens.  His 
intercourse  with  her,  with  the  exception  of 
some  interruptions  caused  by  an  excursion  in 
Switzerland  and  a  visit  to  Paris,  was  con- 
stant. With  her  he  studied  Locke,  Male- 
branche,  Montaigne,  Descartes,  and  other 
authors,  training  his  mind  up  to  the  compre- 
hension of  political  theories,  and  directing 
many  of  his  inquiries  to  religion.  She,  how- 
ever, was  not  the  faithful  friend  he  had  be- 
lieved her  to  be,  and  though  he  was  lax  to 
excess  in  his  own  conduct,  her  desertion 
grieved  him  bitterly.  However,  his  energy 
soon  directed  him  to  the  capital,  and  thence, 
in  the  position  of  secretary,  to  Venice,  where 
his  taste  for  Italian  music  was  cultivated, 
and  he  conceived  the  design  of  his  tirst 
opera.  Returning  to  France,  he  commenced 
that  splendid  literary  career  which  speedily 
ffave  him  universal  fame ;  but  his  works  of- 
fended the  crown,  the  church,  the  powerful 
ranks  of  society,  and  he  was,  in  consequence, 
compelled  to  fly  from  Paris  to  Geneva,  and 
thence  to  a  rural  seclusion  in  the  dominions 
of  the  king  of  Prussia.  Even  there  he 
could  not  remain  in  quietness.  The  clergy, 
by  the  aid  of  the  populace,  drove  him  from 
point  to  point  until  he  sought  refuge  in 
England. 

This  leads  to  the  consideration  of  one  of 
the  most  conspicuous  characteristics  of 
Rousseau's  mind,  and  one  which  exerted  a 
powerful  influence  on  his  works.  His  mono- 
mania was,  to  believe  that  all  the  world 
persecuted  him.  Some  have  affirmed  and 
some  have  denied  this,  while  others  a^ain 
declare  that  he  was  justified  io  the  idea. 


We  will  admit  that  he  was  pursued  by 
malignity  to  every  place  he  visited,  but  had 
he  been  a  good  man,  had  he  not  persecuted 
himself,  he  need  not  have  felt  the  persecu- 
tions of  the  world.  In  youth  he  destroyed 
his  constitution  by  excesses ;  he  made  every 
misfortune  worse  by  his  manner  of  endur- 
ing  it.  When  he  was  humiliated  by  being 
forbidden  to  eat  his  master's  asparagus  or 
apples,  he  degraded  himself  infinitely  more 
by  stealing  them.  When  he  was  reduced  to 
the  condition  of  a  valet,  he  went  a  thousand 
degrees  loiter,  and  became  a  thief.  When 
Madame  de  Warens  deserted  him,  he  was 
unable  to  console  himself  with  the  reflection 
that  he  had  acted  with  fidelity  towards  her. 
When  he  was  an  outcast  from  society,  he 
made  his  children  aliens  from  their  father. 
When  his  wife  wronged  him,  he  was  an  ac- 
complice in  her  offences.  And,  finally, 
when  he  summed  up  the  record  of  his  life» 
he  blackened  his  own  fame,  destroyed  the 
fame  of  others,  and  left  a  confession  which  is 
of  value  as  a  lesson,  but,  in  our  opinion,  has 
been  far  more  prolific  of  evil  than  of  good. 

Therefore,  though  Rousseau  might  justly 
complain  that  many  others  were  false  to  him, 
he  could  never  boast  that  he  had  been  true 
to  himself.  This,  while  it  lessens  our  com- 
miseration for  the  pitiable  victim  of  his  own 
caprices,  does  not,  however,  diminish  in  any 
degree  the  opprobrium  which  attaches  to  his 
persecutois.  They  were  not  all,  it  is  true, 
equally  reprehensible,  because  they  acted 
under  different  conditions,  and  from  motives 
the  most  various.  When  the  French  gov- 
ernment attacked  him,  it  was  upon  their  tra- 
ditionary principle  that  a  political  reformer 
should  be  rooted  out  from  society.  He  as- 
sailed them  and  they  assailed  him.  He  en- 
deavored to  show  that  they  ruled  by  the 
right  of  power  atone,  and  that  the  people 
were  only  bound  to  obey  as  long  as  they 
were  themselves  weak.  He  showed  them  to 
be  corrupt,  fraudulent,  tyrannical.  There- 
fore it  is  not  surprising  that  they  turned  his 
weapons  against  himself,  and  sought  to  ex- 
clude him  from  every  opportunity  to  propa- 
gate his  ideas.  It  is  even  intelligible  how 
they  were  animated  to  employ  slander  and 
vituperation  to  defame  him.  When  men 
are  charged  with  great  crimes,  which  they 
cannot  deny,  they  usually  malign  their  ao- 
cusors,  in  the  hope  of  turning  against  them 
the  obloquy  intended  for  themselves. 

This,  we  say,  we  can  understand.  We 
can  understand,  too,  why  the  clergy  of 
France,  and,  indeed,  of  all  Europe,  jjer- 
secated  Rousseau.    Whatever  hia  ^<i^\»^^ifrak 
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moas  persecution.  We  have  gone  through 
the  vindication  with  much  interest,  and  are 
prepared  to  accredit  it  as  a  work  of  consider- 
able historical  value.  The  writer,  though  he 
tries  to  prove  too  much,  does  not  declaim, 
but  analyzes  all  the  materials  from  which  a 
life  of  Rousseau  can  be  written.  He  passes 
over  indeed  the  equivocal  passages  of  his 
life,  up  to  1757,  but  after  that  date  succeeds 
in  clearing  his  name  from  much  of  the  oblo- 
quy attaching  to  it.  Above  all  he  triumph- 
antly convicts  the  band  of  hypocrites  who  la- 
bored with  such  industrious  malice  to  distort 
every  circumstance  connected  with  him  from 
bis  retreat  to  the  hermitage,  which  they  im- 
puted to  meanness,  to  his  death,  which  they 


ascribed  to  poison.  From  the  gfoali  of  aui- 
cide,  we  think  that  history  may  now  fairly 
exonerate  Rousseali.  He  died  naturally,  in 
1778,  in  the  arms  of  his  wife,  who,  in  his  lat- 
ter days,  behaved  with  great  affection  to 
him. 

Some  have  been  of  opinion  that  it  would 
have  been  well  to  lose  all  the  beauty  of 
Rousseau's  works,  if  the  world  could  have 
been  spared  the  vice  he  propagated.  What- 
ever we  may  think  of  this,  certainly  we  must 
grieve  that  so  much  eloquence,  so  much 
learning,  and  so  much  wisdom,  were  not  be- 
queathed by  a  more  pious  and  less  irreligions 
man. 
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Thbrs  are  times  in  the  histories  af  all 
nations  which  are  strangely  productive  of 
great  minds.  After  a  long  dark  winter  of 
sluggish  inactivity,  a  spring  time  comes  upon 
the  mind  of  the  world  as  well  as  upon  the 
earth.  The  sun  of  knowledge  and  the  dews 
of  faith  soften  the  clods  and  warm  them  into 
life,  and  then  the  seeds  which  have  been 
dropped  on  the  soil  of  humanity  begin  to 
grerminate  and  prepare  to  put  forth  their  har- 
vest. Such  a  period  in  the  history  of  Eng- 
land was  that  which  preceded  the  Common- 
wealth. Up  to  the  reign  of  the  eighth  Henry, 
superstition  had  dominated  over  art,  set  limits 
to  science,  conSned  intellect  within  a  narrow 
circle,  and  banned  free  thought.  The  world's 
heart  and  brain  were  as  though  they  were 
dead,  so  faint  was  the  action  of  one,  under 
the  shadow  of  the  hood  of  the  monk — so 
faint  the  pulsation  of  the  other  beneath  its 
ecclesiastical  shroud.  Philosophers  were  fain 
to  hide  their  lore  within  the  recesses  of  their 
studies,  for  fear  that  it  might  offend  the  dog- 
mas of  the  Church — and  men  spake  of  the 
thoughts  which  began  to  beam  in  upon  their 
souls  as  though  truth  were  a  crime.  But 
there  were  men  who,  like  Galileo,  spake  with 
the  voices  which  echoed  to  them  out  of  the 
recesses  of  nature,  and  braved  the  dungeon 
— there  were  martyrs  who  like  the  Lollards, 


proclaimed  the  faith  which  was  in  them,  and 
dared  the  stake  and  the  flame.  The  first  blow 
at  a  system  thoroughly  rotten,  seals  its  fate. 
Its  end  may  be  delayed  or  put  off — but  from 
that  moment  it  is  written  on  the  page  of  the 
future,  for 

Freedom*8  battle  once  begun, 
Bequeathed  from  bleeding  sire  to  son, 
Though  baflBed  oft,  is  ever  won. 

Human  thought  often  errs,  but  it  has  this 
godlike  quality,  that  in  the  end  it  always 
tends  to  the  right.  Keep  it  still,  silent,  im- 
movable— shut  it  in  an  exhausted  receiver 
from  which  the  air  of  knowledge  is  thorough- 
ly excluded,  it  will  remain  latent — let  but  a 
breath  enter  its  prison-house,  and  it  begins 
to  wake — ^it  ceases  to  be  compressible — it 
grows,  and  puts  a  firm  grasp  on  power.  It  is 
a  beautiful  story,  that  in  the  Arabian  Nights' 
Tales  where  the  fisherman  draws  up  in  hb 
net  the  vessel  pealed  with  the  magic  signet  of 
Solomon.  When  he  opened  it  there  arose 
from  it  a  cloud — that  cloud  became  a  giant 
threatening  him  with  destruction.  That  is 
how  thought  was  imprisoned ;  but  when  once 
the  seal  was  off  its  prison-house,  it  grew  so 
rapidly  that  it  was  beyond  the  power  of  man 
to  force  it  back  into  the  narrow  cell  from 
which  it  had  emerged. 
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It  has  been  said  tbat  great  noen  make 
great  times.  Invert  the  sentence  and  it  is 
still  true — great  times  make  great  men.  Those 
who  recognize  the  providential  government  of 
the  world,  note  its  workings  in  this,  that  a 
crisis  brings  the  men  fitted  to  meet  it ;  close 
upon  the  heels  of  the  danger  ever  follows 
the  means  of  safety.  If  it  were  our  task  to 
trace  the  progress  of  humanity,  we  might 
show  how,  with  the  spirit  of  inquiry  which 
marked  the  era  of  the  Reformation,  came 
intellectual  power  from  which  rose  Shake- 
spere  and  his  contemporaries,  and  how  the 
two  blended  to  produce  the  pure,  earnest, 
unwavering,  stem  faith  of  the  puritans.  But 
that  is  not  our  purpose.  We  may  only  so 
far  touch  history  as  to  observe  the  general 
circumstances  which  preceded  and  accom* 
panied  a  particular  life — only  so  far  indulge 
m  speculation  as  to  trace  the  connection  of 
the  wide-spread  cause  with  the  one  effect 
which  forms  our  subject.  That  we  have 
attempted  to  do  as  briefly  as  may  be ;  and 
now  to  the  matter  in  hand. 

At  the  town  of  Kingston-^m-HuU,  where 
the  broad  Humber  floats  between  verdant 
banks  to  the  sea,  stands  a  monnment  bearing 
the  following  inscription  :  "  Near  this  place 
lyeth  the  body  of  Andrew  Marvell,  Esq.,  a 
man  so  endowed  by  nature,  so  improved  by 
education,  study,  and  travel,  so  consummated 
by  experience,  that  joining  the  peculiar  graces 
of  wit  and  learning  with  a  singular  penetration 
and  strength  of  judgment ;  and  exercising  all 
these  in  the  whole  course  of  his  life  with  an 
unutterable  steadiness  in  the  ways  of  virtue, 
he  became  the  ornament  and  example  of  his 
age,  beloved  by  good  men,  feared  by  bad, 
admired  by  all,  though  imitated  by  few,  and 
scarce  paralleled  by  any.  But  a  tombstone 
can  neither  contain  his  character,  nor  is  mar- 
ble necessary  to  transmit  it  to  posterity ;  it  is 
engraved  in  the  minds  of  this  generation,  and 
will  always  be  legible  in  his  inimitable  writ- 
ings, nevertheless.  He  having  served  twenty 
years  in  Parliament,  and  that  with  such  wis- 
dom, dexterity,  and  courage,  as  becomes  a 
true  patriot,  the  town  of  Kingston-upon-HuU, 
from  whence  he  was  deputed  to  that  assem- 
bly, lamenting  in  his  death  the  public  loss, 
have  erected  this  monument  of  their  grief 
and  their  gratitude,  1688." 

I  has  been  observed  by  a  satirist,  that  if 
the  testimony  of  tombstones  is  to  be  taken, 
the  living  have  sadly  degenerated  from  the 
virtues  of  the  dead.  Monuments  are  so  in- 
fected with  the  vice  of  flattery,  that  monu- 
*  mental  inscriptions  are  not  often  to  be  de- 
pended upon ;  but  this  tombstone  is  as  much 


a  verity  as  the  man  whom  it  commemorates. 
Andrew  Marvell  was  one  of  the  worthiest  of 
the    old   English  worthies.     The  friend   of 
Oliver  Cromwell  and  of  John   Milton,  he 
shared  the  firm  adherence  to  a  settled  purpose 
of  the  one,  and  the  stern  truthfulness  of  the 
other,  to  which  he  added  those  lighter  quali- 
ties which  make  men  as  loveable  in  private  life 
as  high  virtue  makes  them  estimable  in  public. 
It  is  worth  while  to  try  to  look  into  the 
heart  of  such  a  man ;    to  know  what  he 
thought  and  how  he  lived — to  distingubh 
from  the  broad  stream  of  life  the  current  of 
his  existence,  and  to  trace  in  the  great  web 
of  history  the  threads  which  he  wove  into  it. 
To  begin  at  the  beginning,  then,  Andrbw 
Marvsll  was  born  at  Kingston-upon-Hull, 
in  the  year  165^.     His  parents  were  in  good 
circumstances,  and  his  boyhood  passed  off 
without  distinction.     Quick,   versatile,  and 
playful,  he  passed  through  the  earlier  stages 
of  education  with  credit,  but  without  exciting 
suspicion  of  coming  greatness.      The   first 
stage  of  learning  passed,  Andrew  Marvell, 
at  the  age  of  eighteen,  entered  Trinity  Col- 
lege.    At  this  time  the  clergy  of  the  Romish 
Church  had  somewhat    revived   from  the 
stunning-blow  they  received  at  their  over- 
throw.     They   looked  for  brighter  times, 
when  kings  should  bow  their  heads  beneath 
the  pastoral  crook,  and  princes  walk  bare- 
headed   in   their   processions.      With   that 
startling  vitality  which  has  ever  marked  the 
propagandists     of    that    faith,     abrogated 
by  our  forefathers,  they   had  risen    from 
their  defeat  like    a    cork,  for  a   moment 
submerged  by  the  whelming  waves.     With 
that  persevering,  self-devoting  energy  which 
has  ever  characterized   their  efforts,   they 
were  seeking  to  weave  their  meshes  round 
the  young  minds  of  the  age.  Moving  stealth- 
ily, under  one  disguise  or  another,  the  Je- 
suits were  in  the  universities  spreading  their 
snares  around.     The  agents  of  this  society 
fastened  on  Andrew  Marvell ;  and,  in  youth, 
his  was  a  nature  fitted  for  them  to  act  upon. 
Joined  to  a  clear  intellect  he  had  a  sensitive 
temperament  and  an  impulsive  nature.     His 
devotional  feelings  were  strong,  and  his  po- 
etic instincts  led   him  to  love  that  which 
was  venerable.    Young,  ardent,  and  inexpe- 
rienced, they  infused  doubts  into  his  mind 
before   which    his    soul    trembled.      They 
pointed  to  erring  wisdom  in  order  to  elevate 
infallible  authority.    They  worked   on  the 
modest  sense  of  his  own  weakness,  to  induce 
him   to  repose    upon    the    bosom  of    the 
Church,  which  had  endured  for  ages.   They 
painted  the  new  form  of  worahipT  as  a  dark 
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cloud  which  would  pass  away  from  the  sky 
of  faith  and  leave  it  bright  and  serene  as 
ever;  and  they  appealed  to  the  chivalrous 
feelioji;  of  which  he  was  full,  coloring  the 
sacrifice  which  would  attend  a  change  of  re- 
ligion, wiih  the  tinge  of  noble  self-devoted- 
ness  to  right.  It  was  probably  this  last 
consideration  which  proved  most  effective. 
Not  that  Andrew  Marvell  had  not  doubts  as 
to  the  paths  in  which  he  was  treading. 
Every  earnest,  inquiring  spirit  has  had  them. 
Few,  who  have  thought  on  such  subjects, 
but  have  propounded  questions  to  their  own 
hearts  to  which  they  could  give  no  satisfac- 
tory answer.  Few  but  have  shrunk  before 
the  mysteries  hidden  among  Revelation,  and 
longed  for  some  oracle  which  could  not  err, 
to  interpret  their  hidden  meaning.  But,  in 
his  case,  we  refer  the  success  of  the  follow- 
ers of  Loyola  rather  to  that  charm  which 
self-sacrifice  has  for  the  impulsive  and  gener- 
ous ;  for  it  was  certain  that  Marvel i's  change 
was  one  resting  upon  sentiment  rather  than 
upon  re^ison. 

The  conversion  of  the  young  proselyte 
was  not  made  public.  It  was  the  policy  of 
the  Jesuits  to  work  in  the  dark,  and  to  keep 
the  results  of  their  efforts  secret  till  they 
had  gathered  power  enough  to  brave  the 
Protestant  spirit  of  England.  Young  Mar- 
vell silently  left  the  college,  abandoned  his 
studies,  and  entered  upon  the  discipline  of 
the  order.  Upon  how  fine  a  thread  hang 
the  destinies  of  individuals  and  of  the  world. 
When  Cromwell  had  embarked  on  board  a 
ship  in  the  Thames  to  join  the  pilgrim  fa- 
thers of  America,  if  Charles  had  suffered 
that  then  obscure  man  to  depart  in  peace,  he 
might  never  have  bared  his  neck  to  the  axe 
at  Whitehall.  If  MarvelKs  father  had  not 
sought  him  out  and  found  him  among  the 
neophytes  of  Rome,  instead  of  standing  in 
the  front  of  freedom's  battle,  he  would  have 
wasted  his  energies  in  the  ineffectual  attempt 
to  rechain  the  liberated  souls  of  men.  Thus 
it  is  that  small  circumstances  are  to  great 
events,  what  the  rudder  is  to  the  ship — they 
serve  to  guide  the  bark  of  time  over  the 
ocean  of  progress. 

Great  was  the  grief  of  old  Marvell,  at 
Hull,  over  the  loss  of  his  son,  and  earnest 
were  the  efforts  made  to  track  him  out.  At 
last  a  clue  was  discovered  and  the  father 
proceeded  to  the  place  of  his  concealment. 
It  does  not  seem  that  any  stem  exercise  of 
parental  authority  was  necessary  to  reclaim 
the  youth.  Andrew  had  already  learned  a 
lesson  which  told  upon  his  future  life.  He 
bad  been  taught  that  in  his  oew  yocatioD, 


he  must  smother  those  deep  sentiments 
which  bound  him  to  his  kind,  and  make  the 
human  bond  of  sympathy,  which  binds  man 
to  man,  an  instrument  to  serve  a  coldly-cal- 
culated end.  He  had  found  too  that  to  be 
rid  of  doubt  he  must  give  up  freedom  ;  that 
when  he  exchanged  half-darkened  reason 
for  blind  faith,  he  must  cease  to  think.  The 
safety  that  was  offered  to  him  was  in  a  dun- 
geon without  light,  and  his  was  a  mind  to 
prefer  danger  beneath  the  open  sky.  In  fact^ 
he  was  disenchanted  of  the  romance  which 
prompted  his  change.  He  was  like  the  tra- 
veller who  looks  from  a  distance  upon  the 
mountains  bounding  the  horizon.  They  are 
tinged  with  the  blue  of  the  firmament.  The 
setting  sun  casting  on  them  his  slanting  rays 
bathes  them  in  liquid  gold.  They  seem  an 
earthly  paradise.  He  reaches  them,  and  in- 
stead of  verdant  dells  and  embowered 
groves,  vast  chasms  yawn  and  jagged  peaks 
raise  up  their  barren  heads.  He  learns  that 
imagination  clothes  the  remote  with  unreal 
attractiveness. 

So  young  Marvell  had  seen  both  aspects. 
He  bad  been  drawn  through  distance  and 
repelled  by  closeness.  He  left  the  Jesuiu 
without  a  pang,  and,  like  a  man  who  wakes 
from  a  benumbing  dream,  returned  to  his 
old  studies  with  an  added  zest.  His  college 
course  ended,  young  Marvell  went  upon  the 
Continent  to  enlarge  his  knowledge  of  men 
and  manners.  It  is  believed  that  it  was  in 
Italy  he  first  met  Milton,  and  began  that 
friendship  which  lasted  throughout  his  life. 
The  first  literary  event  of  MarvelPs  life  took 
place  in  Rome,  and  it  serves  to  show  that  he 
had  become  more  than  indifferent  to  the  Je- 
suits ;  that  he  was  inimical  to  them.  His 
first  effort  was  a  satire  upon  Richard  Fleck- 
noe,  an  English  Jesuit  of  some  n6toriety.  It 
Is  a  critique  full  of  pungent  humor  and  biting 
sarcasm,  and  at  once  gained  for  him  the  un- 
dying enmity  of  those  from  whose  toils  he 
had  escaped.  This  satire  was  followed  by 
another,  also  upon  an  ecclesiastic.  The  pur- 
suits of  the  g  rap  biologists  of  our  day  only 
illustrate  the  aduge,  that,  "  there  is  nothing 
new  underlhe  sun."  The  Abbot  de  Maniian, 
of  Paris,  like  the  gentlemen  and  ladies  of  to- 
day, who  discover  firmness  in  a  down-stroke, 
instability  in  an  up- stroke,  and  levity  in  a 
long-tailed  letter,  prttended  to  prognosiicate 
people's  dispositions  from  their  hand-wri- 
tings, and  Marvell  lashed  him  much  as  the 
satirical  writers  ot  Punch  do  the  impostors 
of  our  own  day. 

At  this  peiiod  there  is  a  dark  space  in  the 
life  of  Marvell.    For  some  years  we  know 
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nothing  certfua  of  hint.  An  nncerUln  nnnor 
filU  up  the  blaak  bj  ujing,  thitt  he  ucom- 
jMiiied  a  mbuon  to  the  Turks,  as  BecretarT' 
but  reliable  evidence  ib  wanting.  What  is 
JiDown  is  that  he  re-appeared  in  liGS,  wbea 
be  was  appointed  tutor  to  Cromwell's 
nephew,  and  in  1657  was  advsnced  to  the 
post  of  Latin  secretary  to  the  pretender. 
Shortly  after  this  Andrew  Uiirvell  may  be 
said  to  have  commenced  bis  public  life.  In 
10&8,  when  he  waa  thirty-eight  years  old,  he 
was  elected  to  represent  his  native  town  in 
Parliament,  and  now  having  fairly  got  him 
upon  the  open  stage  of  life,  let  us  try  to  re- 
aTue  what  mariner  of  man  he  was,  both  phy- 
aioally  and  intellectually.  Nature  had  wnt- 
ten  ber  letter  of  recommendation  upon  his 
persoQ.  Hii  appearance  was  altogether  in 
bis  favor.  With  a  thin,  graceio!  Itgure, 
be  had  a  handsome  face.  The  brow  was 
open.  The  nose  and  chin  classic  and  fine- 
ly ouL  The  mouth  softly  sensuous,  rather 
than  firm  ;  the  dark  eyes  bright  and  full  of 
vivacity  i  the  dark  liair,  in  keeping  with  a 
clear  brown  complexion,  curled  gracefully 
down  to  his  shoulders.  In  him  there  was 
perceived  taone  of  those  tokens  of  stern  de- 
termination which  site  on  the  rugged  fea- 
tures of  Cromwell;  none  of  that  rigid  self- 
oommand  which  marks  the  intellectually 
beauuful  face  of  Milton.     He  had  not 

That  vsM  girth  of  cheat  and  limb,  assigned 
So  oft  to  tbiMe  who  subjugate  iheir  kind. 

The  body  was,  as  it  often  is,  tiie  correct  in- 
dicator of  the  nature  of  the  mind  it  en- 
shrined. He  gained  much  of  the  harder 
portions  of  his  character  from  the  circum- 
stances in  which  be  was  placed.  His  was 
no  hand  to  lift  itself  first  Hgainat  a  monar- 
chy. His  was  a  mind  which  sought  for 
gradual  reform  rather  than  violent  revolu- 
tion. He  looked  to  gentle  means  rather 
than  to  force,  and  had  it  not  been  that  there 
was  at  the  bottom  of  his  kindly  nature  a 
fixed  regard  for  right,  he  would  have  been 
more  likely  to  have  clung  to  the  fallen  for- 
tunes of  the  monarchy,  than  the  rising  hopes 
of  the  republic.  That  which  stronger  men 
regarded  as  capable  of  being  prevented,  he 
■omeiimes  regarded  with  the  eye  of  the  fa* 
talist  as  inevitable,  and  thought,  to  quote  bis 
own  words, — 

'TIS  madneos  to  resiiit  or  blame 
The  face  of  anirry  Heaven's  fiame. 

But  though  he  could  not  have  emulated 
Cromwell's  deeds,  and  would  not  hiaTe  imi- 
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fated  them  if  he  sontd,  he  looked  with  that 
admiration  which  most  men  accord  to  the 
powerful,  as  one  who 

Could  by  iDduitriouB  vslor  climb 
T>>  ruin  the  great  work  of  time, 

And  cast  the  kiuffdoms  old 

lolo  another  mould. 

He  evidently  views  strength  as  the  arbiter, 
hen  he  says. 

Though  justice  ag^iinat  fate  complain, 
And  plead  the  ancient  ri  jhts  in  vain ; 

But  those  do  hold  or  bri-sk 

As  men  are  strong  or  wesk. 

And  looks  upon  its  successes  as  a  conse- 
quence of  incurring  natural  law — 

Nature,  Ihst  bateth  emptiness. 
Allows  of  penetrstion  leM, 

And  therefore  must  make  room 

Where  greater  spirits  come. 

Apart  from  this,  however,  he  regarded 
the  triumph  of  Republican  principles  as  tha 
triumph  of  right,  and  while  lie  looked  upon 
the  death  of  the  First  Charles  as  necessary, 
accorded  to  the  fallen  monarch  bis  pity  and 
respecL 

He  Dothing  common  did  or  mean, 
Upon  that  memorable  scene; 

But  with  his  keener  eye, 

The  Bxe's  edge  did  try : 

Nor  called  the  gods,  with  vulgar  spite. 
To  vindicste  his  helpless  right ! 

But  bowed  his  comply  nead 

Djwn,  as  upon  s  bed. 

If  we  may  take  Marvell'tf  ode  on  Crom 
well's  return  from  Ireland,  from  which  we 
have  quoted,  as  an  authority,  we  may  pre- 
■nme  that  in  some  minds  there  was  an  ex- 
pectation that  Cromwell  would  carry  "the 
sword  of  the  Lord  and  of  Gideon"  into  other 
conntries,  in  defence  of  tho  persecuted  Pro- 
testants. 

Ai  Cciar,  he,  ere  long,  to  Gaul, 
To  Italy  as  Hannibal, 

And  to  all  lUles  not  free. 

Shall  climacteric  be. 

And  there  are  some  other  lines  which 
seem  to  settle  a  dispated  point  in  history, 
about  which  rival  writers  are  even  now  con- 
tending. When  Charies  escaped  to  Caria* 
brooke  Castle,  and  these  fell  inio  the  handa 
of  an  adherent  of  the  Protector's,  it  is  as- 
serted on  one  hand  U».t.  Q^'sm^^^  v^  ""^^ 
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trigued  as  to  give  the  King  an  opportanitj 
of  apparently  escaping,  and  so  planned  as 
that  he  should  be  led  to  direct  his  flight  to 
Carisbrooke,  where  preparations  were  already 
made  for  his  capture.  The  motive  assigned 
18  that  he  wished  to  irritate  the  army  and 
the  nation  against  Charles.  On  the  other 
side  the  tale  is  regarded  as  a  fabrication,  not 
to  be  charged  against  Cromweirs  memory. 
Whichever  may  be  true,  Marvell,  who  was  m 
the  secret  of  the  time,  gives  ground  for  in- 
ferring the  truth  of  the  accusation.  In  the 
same  poem'  (referring  to  Cromwell)  he  says — 

And  Hampton  shows  what  part 
He  had  of  wiser  art ; 

Where  twining  subtle  fears  with  hope, 

He  tDove  a  net  of  such  a  scope, 

That  Charles  himself  might  chase 
To  Carisbrooke's  narrow  case. 

That  hence  the  royal  actor  borne» 

The  tragic  scaffold  might  adorn. 
While  round  the  armed  bands 
Did  clap  their  bloody  hands. 

Here  then  we  have  an  avowal,  in  poetry 
it  is  true— but  still  an  express  avowal  by  a 
republican,  who  was  at  once  Cromwell's 
Latin  Secretary,  admirer,  and  friend,  that  he 
prompted  Charles  to  escape  so  that  he  might 
come  to  the  block.  That  one  would  think 
would  almost  suffice  to  settle  the  controversy. 
The  admirers  of  Cromwell  will  regret  to  see 
this  dark  stain  of  treachery  fixed  upon  his 
character,  but  regard  for  historic  truth  is  of 
more  consequence  than  partiality  for  an  in- 
dividual, however  great  he  may  be. 

We  have  already  said  that  Marvell  was 
sent  to  parliament  in  1656,  and  with  the 
exception  of  three  years,  when  he  was  Secre- 
tary to  the  Embassy  to  Russia,  he  continued 
to  represent  Hull  till  1675,  when  the  par- 
liament was  prorogued.  It  was  not  until 
after  the  death  of  Cromwell  and  the  restora- 
tion of  the  monarchy,  that  Marvell's  true 
character  fully  shone  out.  Then,  when  so 
many  of  the  adherents  of  the  Protector  paid 
their  court  to  the  restored  Prince,  his  con- 
sistency would  not  allow  him  to  change,  nor 
his  integrity  to  deny,  the  principles  he  con- 
scientiously held.  He  was  as  he  had  been 
a  republican,  and  despite  the  danger  of  per- 
secution and  a  threatened  assassination,  he 
glofied  in  and  avowed  the  fact,  and  stood 
boldly  forth  for  the  people's  rights.  Ma- 
caulay  speaks  bitterly  of  that  time  as  "a 
df  y  of  servitude  without  loyalty,  and  sensu- 
ality without  love,  of  dwarfish  talents  and 
gigantic  vices,  the  paradise  of  cold  hearts 


and  narrow  miods,  the  golden  age  of  the 
coward,  the  bigot,  and  the  slave.  The  prin- 
ciples of  liberty  were  the  scoff  of  every  grin- 
ning courtier  and  the  Anathema  Ifaranaiha 
of  every  fawning  dean."  In  bright  relief 
against  the  dark  background  of  this  pande- 
monium stands  the  figure  of  Andrew  Mar- 
vell in  bright  relief;  Ic^insr  at  the  darkness 
of  the  period,  he  seems  like  one  of  a  few, 
very  few,  glorious  stars  gemming  a  sky  of 
murky  blackness.  His  adherence  to  his 
principles  rebuked  the  political  cormption 
which  festered  around  him,  and  the  blame- 
less purity  of  his  life  cast  added  shame  upon 
the  hideous  profligaf^y  which,  nurtured  in 
the  court,  spread  il  own  ward,  demoralising 
all  ranks.  He  fully  deserved  the  name  he 
won,  of  the  "  British  Aristides."  The  bold- 
ness with  which  he  reproved  wrong  in  the 
highest  quarter,  and  incurred  no  smalfdanger, 
may  be  inferred  from  the  fact  that  the  finest 
of  his  satirical  writings  is  a  parody  on  the 
speeches  of  Charles  IL,  in  which  he  exposed, 
with  no  sparing  hand,  and  in  no  measufM 
terms,  the  private  vices  of  the  king,  and  his 
gross  violation  of  public  pledges.  Most  other 
men  would  have  suffered  for  this,  but  Mar- 
vell had  a  personal  as  well  as  political  in- 
terest. The  elegance  of  his  manners,  the 
amiability  of  his  demeanor,  his  polished  wit, 
and  his  finished  education,  procured  for  him 
consideration  and  respect  even  from  a  de- 
bauched kinff  and  a  profligate  court,  and 
though  Charles  deeply  felt  the  sting  of  his 
pen,  he  could  do  nothing  but  join  in  the 
laugh  against  himself. 

Marvell  was  not,  however,  suffered  to 
pursue  his  honest  course  unmolested.  What 
those  whom  he  opposed  dare  not  compass 
by  persecution  was  attempted  by  temptation. 
Many  efforts  were  made  to  win  him  over. 
The  king  complimented  him,  Rochester  prais- 
ed him,  the  frail  beauties  of  the  courts  offered 
him  their  blundest  smiles  and  their  most 
honied  flatteries,  but  "  Aristides"  was  proof 
against  all.  Little  money  as  Charles's  ex- 
travagant expenditure  left  him  to  spare, 
£1,000  was  found  to  bribe  Marvell.  The 
Treasurer  went  with  it  where  he  lodged  at 
the  top  of  a  house  down  a  court  in  the  Strand, 
and  placed  it  before  him.  Marvell  was  poor, 
he  had  that  very  morning  been  compelled  to 
borrow  a  guinea  of  a  friend  to  satisfy  present 
necessities.  What  comforts  and  luxuries 
there  were  in  that  heap  of  gold.  Bnt  no, 
his  virtue  was  not  to  be  shaken — he  went  on 
as  he  had  begun,  claiming  religious  liberty 
for  all,  denouncing  the  excise,  which  he  al- 
leged was  fettering  industry  and  enterprise. 
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and  demanding  that  parliaments  should  be 
held  frequently  and  the  people  fairly  repre- 
sented. In  the  reaction  of  that  period,  when 
the  strictness  of  puritanism  had  given  way 
to  the  gross  demoralization  of  an  age  without 
faith,  it  is  owing  mainly  to  Andrew  Marvell 
that  any  traces  of  public  or  private  moralitv 
were  preserved.  And  his  example  was  all 
the  more  effectual  as  he  was  devoid  of  that 
overstraining  pretension  to  sanctity  and  af- 
fectation of  austerity  of  life,  which  had  done 
so  much  to  bring  discredit  upon  puritanism. 

As  a  controversialist,  Marvell  was  per- 
haps in  his  day  held  in  higher  estimation 
than  Milton  himself.  It  is  possible  that, 
while  he  never  neglected  principle,  he  dealt 
in  a  spirit  of  biting  satire  with  the  men  he 
opposed.  The  satirist  seldom  lives  much  be- 
yond his  own  age,  because  the  persons  whom 
he  satirizes  are  forgotten,  and  his  eibes  lose 
the  application  which  gives  them  point.  The 
game  of  the  controversialist  is  often  equally 
short  lived,  but  the  pamphlets  of  Milton  have, 
apart  from  their  immediate  objects,  so  much 
dignity  of  style  and  depth  of  argument,  bear- 
ing upon  the  highest  principles,  that  the 
world  is  not  likely  to  let  them  die.  One  of 
Marvell's  works  of  that  kind  is  still,  however, 
much  admired.  Dr.  Parker,  the  high  church- 
man, who  led  the  persecution  of  the  non- 
conformists, supported  the  power  of  Govern* 
ment  to  stereotype  a  faith,  and  impose  it 
upon  a  people  on  the  ground  that  **  princes 
may  with  less  hazard  give  liberty  to  men's 
vices  and  debaucheries  than  to  their  con- 
sciences." Marvell  answered  this  with  a 
cutting  satire.  The  Dr.  replied,  and  the 
reply  drew  forth  a  rejoinder  in  which,  while  . 
the  argument  was  completely  disposed  of, 
the  poor  Doctor  was  handled  with  such 
savage  wit,  that  he  was  glad  to  retire  from 
town  to  escape  the  ridicule  which  was 
showered  upon  him  from  all  sides.  This 
brought  upon  Marvell  a  threat  of  assassination 
from  one  of  Dr.  Parker's  adherents.  So 
firreat  was  the  rage  of  the  party  that  there  is 
Uttle  doubt  Marvell's  life  was  in  danger ;  but 
he  heeded  the  threat  as  little  as  he  had  the 
blandishments  of  the  Court.  He  was  as 
much  above  fear,  as  he  was  above  prudence. 
He  went  on  his  way  ever  ready  to  defend  the 
right,  and  as  his  monument  tells  us — **  be- 
loved by  good  men,  feared  by.  bad." 

The  end  of  Andrew  Marvell  did  not  dis- 
grace his  life.  Up  to  the  last  he  was  in  the 
performance  of  bis  public  duties.  He  died 
*'  with  harness  on  his  back."  In  1768,  being 
then  forty -eight  years  of  Sg6>  he  attended  a 
popular  meeting  of  bia  (.Qoatituenta  at  Hull. 


At  that  meeting  he  died.  His  health  had 
been  remarkably  good,  and  there  appeared 
nothing  to  account  for  his  sudden  decease. 
Suspicion  pointed  to  poison  as  the  cause  of 
his  death.  There  is  no  proof  that  it  was 
brought  about  by  that  means  ;  but  the  cha- 
racter of  the  age,  his  own  prominence  and 
ability  as  a  champion  of  the  people,  the  fear 
and  hatrad  of  his  enemies,  and  the  sudden- 
ness of  the  event,  all  lend  a  color  of  truth 
to  the  supposition.  We  have  omitted  to 
touch  upon  the  character  of  Marvell  as  a  poet. 
His  poems  were  rather  an  amusement  than 
an  occupation,  and  written  in  hurried  mo- 
ments snatched  from  the  bustle  of  his  busy 
political  life.  Nevertheless  some  of  them 
have  considerable  merit,  and  are  full  of  beau- 
tiful thoughts  and  quaint  images  enough  to 
set  up  a  whole  tribe  of  small  modern  poet-* 
asters.  From  a  poem  entitled  "  Eyes  and 
Tears"  we  take  the  following  stanzas,  which 
are  characteristic  of  the  tender,  thoughtful 
nature  of  the  man. 

How  wisely  nature  did  agree, 
With  the  same  eyes  to  weep  and  seet 
That  havinjf  viewed  the  object  vain, 
They  might  be  ready  to  complain, 
And  since  the  selfodeluding  sight 
In  a  false  angle  takes  each  height ; 
These  tears,  which  better  measure  all, 
Like  watery  lines  and  planets  fall. 

Happy  are  they  whom  grief  doth  bless. 
That  weep  the  more,  and  see  the  less  ; 
And  to  preserve  their  sight  more  true, 
Bathe  slill  their  eyes  in  their  own  dew  ; 
So  Magdalen,  in  tears  more  wise, 
Dissolved  those  captivating  eyes 
Whose  liquid  chains  coald  flowing,  meet 
To  fetter  her  Redeemer's  feet. 
The  sparkling  glance  that  shoots  desire, 
Drench*d  in  Uioee  tears  doth  lose  its  fire. 

Yea,  oft  the  Thunderer  pity  takes, 
And  there  his  hissing  lightning  slakes. 
The  incense  is  to  heaven  dear, 
Not  as  a  perfaroe,  bat  a  tear  ; 
And  stars  shine  lovely  in  the  night, 
But  as  they  seem  the  tears  of  light. 
Ope  then  mine  eyes,  your  doable  sluice. 
And  practise  to  your  noblest  use ; 
For  others,  too,  can  see  and  sleep, 
But  only  human  eyes  can  weep. 

Such  were  the  works  of  Andrew  Marvell — 
such  was  his  life — such  was  his  suddeu, 
early  death,  before  the  prime  of  manhood 
was' passed.  Fearless  of  danger — not  to  be 
tempted  or  bought — ^keen  of  perceptioo,  and 
strong  in  argument,  pure  in  life,  and  ever 
ready  to  stand  nobly  for  the  right,  he  is  one 
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of    England's    noblest    worthies — a    man 
whose  works  and  acts  are  wedded, 

like  perfect  music  onto  noblest  words. 


If  there  have  been  greater  men,  there 
have  not  been  many  better ;  and  he  do3t 
what  few  do— he  justifies  the  ealogy  which 
his  tomb-stone  records. 


From   the   New  Monthly   Magasine. 


EDWAKD    QUILLINAN. 


Edward  Quillinan  is  a  name  not  much 
known  out  of  literary  circles.  Even  within 
them,  it  is  not  a  name  known  and  read  of  all 
men.  The  son-in-law  of  Sir  Egerton  Brydges, 
and  afterwards  of  Wordsworth — the  assail- 
ant of  Mr.  Savage  Landor,  in  retaliation  of 
the  Soutbey  and  l^orson  dialogue — the  occa- 
•ional  contributor  to  quarterly  and  monthly 
periodicals — ^and  the  accomplished  Portu- 
guese scholar — all  this  Mr.  Quillinan  was 
known  to  be,  and  this  was  about  all.  Nor 
has  his  biographer,  in  the  sketch  prefixed  to 
the  present  edition  of  his  Poems,*  added 
much  to  this  sum  total  of  knowledge.  Mr. 
Johnston  has  been  cautiously  mindful  of  bis 
friend's  opinion,  that  there  is  on  the  part  of 
oandid  biographers  a  danger  that  they  may 
tell  the  public  more  than  the  public  have  a 
right  to  know.  The  memoir,  however,  so  far 
as  it  goes,  is  interesting  and  in  good  taste — 
80  much  so,  that  it  stimulates  the  reader's 
appetite  to  grow  by  what  it  feeds  on. 

Wordsworth,  avowedly  slow  to  admire, 
and,  as  Mr.  Johnston  says,  *'  by  no  means 
forward  to  express  approbation  even  when  he 
felt  it,"  and  "  scarcely  condescending  to  the 
language  of  mere  compliment,"  many  years 
ago  affirmed  his  conviction  that  Mr.  Quilli- 
nan had  it  in  his  power  to  attain  a  permanent 
place  among  the  poets  of  England  ;  that  his 
thoughts,  feelings,  knowledge,  and  judgment 
m  style,  and  skill  in  metre,  entitled  him  to 
it;  and  that  if  he  had  not  then  (1827)  suc- 
eeeded  in  gaining  it,  the  cause  apparently  lay 
in  the  choice  of  subjects.  We  fear  that  the 
ensuing  quarter  of  a  century  closed  without 
the  success  in  question  being  realized.  Feel- 
iog,  contemplative  ease,  and  what  himself 


*  Poems  by  Edward  QaillinsD.  With  a  Memoir 
by  Wm.  JohnstoD.    Mozon.    1858. 

The  Loeiad  of  Luis  de  Camoent.  Books  L  to  Y. 
TcMialated  by  Edward  (Joillioaii.  With  Notes  by 
loho  Adamson.    Mozon.    1863. 


somewhere  calls  the  '*  bland  pressure  of  judi- 
cious thought,  and  chaste  constraint  of  Ian- 
guage,"  mark  Mr.  Quillinan's  verse ;  but  we 
nowhere  recognize,  positively  (as  Words- 
worth hoped)  or  potentially*  (as  Words- 
worth asserted),  the  band  of  the  Maker — 
the  poieUSy  whose  poiesis  guarantees  a  per- 
manent place  among  the  poets  of  England. 
His  brightest  passages  shine  with  a  reflect- 
ed light  upon  Rydal's  bright  particular 
star — for  Wordsworth  had  been,  from  his 
youth  upwards,  and  under  circumstances  ill 
adapted  to  foster  any  such  predilection,  the 
venerated  object  of  bis  poetical  studies  and 
musing  sympathies. 

Mr.  Quillinan  was  a  soldier  by  profession, 
but  literature  was  his  life-long  pursuit  He 
was  bom  at  Oporto  in  1791,  of  Irish  parents, 
from  whom  he  was  parted  in  his  seventh 
year,  in  order  to  receive  an  English  school 
education.    At  fourteen  he  returned  to  Opor* 


•Wordsworth's  criticism,  however  eDcoun^^ing 
to  the  subject  of  it,  was,  we  should  suppose,  mfi- 
nitely  lees  flattering  than  that  of  the  aspirant's  fint 
father-in-law  was  WLely  to  be,  if  we  may  judge  from 
eztant  specimens.    Mr.  Gillies^  for  instance,  how- 
ever valuable  to  literature  as  a  translator  and  maga- 
zine sketoher,  is  nowhere^  to  our  knowledge,  accept- 
ed as  an  original  bard.    Tet  to  this  genUemanti 
quite  forgotten  effusions  in  vers^  could  Sir  Egerton 
Srydges  apply  (and  doubtless  with  entire  sincerity) 
such  panegyric  as  the  following;  in  letters  addreii- 
ed  to  the  amiable  verse-maker :  "  It  is  perfect  in- 
spiration !    It  is  as  far  superior  to  any  the  best 
composition  of  any  living  poet  [NJB.    This  was  in 
1818],  as  Shakspeare,   and   Milton,  and  Spenser 

are  to  the  dead. All  the  compoeitiona  of 

other  living  poets  will  appear  comparatively  as 
nothing  to  me.  if  I  could  attend  to  any  minor  de- 
light in  the  delirium  of  pleasure  which  this  frag- 
ment gives  me,". d^,  Ac  And  again:  ''Ton  have 
fixed  yourself  on  my  mind,  beyond  all  competition, 

the  greatest  eenius  of  the  age. Do  not  ac> 

cuse  me  of  fuLome  compliment  I  am  incapable  ef 
saying  what  I  do  not  think."  This  "Cunoeity  of 
LAterature"  is  to  be  found  in  R.  P.  Oillies'  "  Memoirs 
of  a  literaiy  Veteran,"  voL  ii, 
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to ;  but  every  thing  was  changed — ^his  mother 
dead — his  father  married  again — and  the 
ooan ting-house  to  which  he  was  introduced 
so  heartily  sickened  him  ("for  my  passion/' 
he  says,  "  was  for  books  very  unlike  ledg- 
ers*'), that  he  speedily  left  for  England, 
settled  awhile  in  London,  and  in  1808,  pur- 
chased a  cornetcy  in  the  **  Heavy  Dragoons." 
With  some  "brother  officers  he  engaged  in 
certain  satirical  brochure  writing,  which 
"  brought  him  in'*  a  dividend  of  three  duels 
at  once.  The  latter  part  of  the  Peninsular 
campaign  he  passed  with  his  regiment  in 
Spain.  After  the  peace,  he  published  a 
poem  called  "  The  Sacrifice  of  Isabel"  (1816), 
which  he  described  as  an  endeavor  to  por- 
tray with  energy  and  simplicity,  natural  feel- 
ings in  trying  situations.  It  was  dedicated 
to  Sir  Egerton  Brydges,  whose  daughter, 
Jemima,  be  married  in  the  following  year. 
In  1821,  being  quartered  at  Penrith,  he  went 
over  to  Rydal  with  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
Wordsworth;  but,  Mr.  Johnston  tells  us, 
"singularly  enough,*  as  Mr.  Quillinan  ap- 
proached Rydal  Mount,  he  became  ashamed 
of  presenting  himself  with  a  letter  which  he 
was  aware  spoke  of  him  in  rather  flattering 
terms,  and  he  rode  back  again  to  Penrith  with 
the  specific  object  of  his  journey  unaccom- 
plished." He  soon,  however,  retraced  his 
steps,  and  made  a  friend  for  life.  About  the 
same  time  he  quitted  the  army,  and  took  a 
cottage  on  the  banks  of  the  Rotha — a  stream 
whose  name  he  gave  to  his  second  daughter, 
just  as  Coleridge  gave  that  of  the  Derwent 


*  Not  abtolntelv  without  precedent,  however. 
Twice  seven  years  before  this  date,  a  far  more  pro- 
found and  impassioned  admirer  of  William  Words- 
worth undertook  on  two  occasions^  a  long  journey 
expressly  for  Uie  purpose  of  paying  his  respects  to 
that  great  poet ;  and  on  each  occasion  he  tells  ns»  "  I 
came  as  far  as  the  little  rustic  inn  at  Chorch  Conis^ 
ton— and  on  neither  occasion  could  I  summon  con- 
fidence enough  to  present  myself  before  him 

I  was  not  deficient  [he  adds]  in  a  reasonable  self- 
oonfidence  towards  the  world  generally.  But  the 
very  image  of  Wordsworth,  as  I  prefigured  it  to  my 
own  planet-struck  eye,  crushed  mv  faculties  as  be- 
fore Elijah  or  St  Paul Once  I  absolutely 

went  forward  to  the  very  gorge  of  Hammerscar," 
within  sight  of  the  poet's  cotUge,  and,  "catcbine 
one  has^  elimpse  of  this  loveliest  of  landscapes,  I 
retreated  like  a  guilty  thing,  for  fear  I  might  be 
surprised  by  Worasworth,  and  then  returned  faint- 
heartedly to  Coniston,  and  so  to  Oxford,  re  infeetA, 

And  thus  far,  from  mere  excess  of  nervous 

disUnst  in  my  own  powers  for  sustainbg  a  conver- 
tation  with  Wordsworth,  I  had,  for  nearly  five  yean^ 
shrunk  from  a  meeting  for  which,  beyond  all  things 
under  heaven,  I  loi:^;ed.*' — Zals€  lUminUe^neei : 
bjf  the  English  Ophan-ioUr. 
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to  his  second  son.  He  lost  his  wife  in  the 
following  year,  and  went  abroad  in  bitter 
anguish,  "endeavoring  to  dissipate  by  change 
of  scene  the  burden  of  sorrow  which  it  had 
pleased  Heaven  to  lay  upon  him."  It  is, 
perhaps,  to  the  "  shock  and  passion  of  grief" 
by  which  his  spirit  was  then  rent,  and  after- 
wards again  when  bereaved  of  his  second  wife 
(Dora  Wordsworth),  that  we  oWe  the  most 
impressive  and  aflfectine  of  Mr.  Quillinan'a 
verse.  His  lines,  begmning  "Madness,  if 
thou  wilt  let  me  dwell  with  thee,"  exhale 
the  hot  fierce  breath  of  despair  itself.  Society 
at  Berne  moved  him  to  exclaim — 

It  is  a  melancholy  art 

To  take  the  theme  the  gay  impart 

With  a  complacent  smile ; 
They  little  think  the  secret  heart 

Is  aching  all  the  while. 

The  sight  of  her  favorite  field-flowers,  or  of  a 
"  soft  blue  eye,"  wrung  from  him  a  wail  thai 
faintly  echoes  that  of  him  who  dwelt  alone 
upon  Helvellyn*s  side,  and  made  his  moan 
for  the  pretty  Barbara.  Wherever  the  be- 
reaved man  wandered,  there  uprose  some  sym- 
bol to  associate  his  thoughts  with  the  quiet 
churchyard  of  Grasmere — some  torturing 
memory  to  deepen  the  affliction  of  those 

Who,  with  a  vain  compunction,  burn 

To  expiate  faults  that  grieved 
A  breast  they  never  more  can  pain, 
A  heart  they  cannot  please  again— 
The  living,  the  bereaved. 

O  vain  complaint  of  selfishness ! 
Weak  wish  to  paralyze  distress ! 
The  tear,  the  pang,  the  groan, 
Are  justly  mine,  who  once  possess'd, 
Yet  sometimes  pain*d,  the  fondest  breast 
Where  love  was  ever  known. 

Returning  to  England,  he  resided  either  with 
his  late  wife's  relatives  in  Kent,  or  at  his 
own  house  in  town — with  occasional  visits 
to  the  Wordsworths  and  other  friends.  Twice 
he  subsequently  visited  Portugal.  In  1841, 
"the  long  attachment  between  him  and 
Dora  Wordsworth,  which  first  sprang  out  of 
the  root  of  grief,  was  crowned  by  their  mar- 
riage." They  passed  two  happv  summers  at 
"  The  Island"  in  Windermere  (Unt  them  by 
their  friend  Mr.  (Jurwen,  more  sua — whence 
Wordsworth's  name  for  the  place,  Borrow- 
me-an  Island),  enjoying  the  company  of  Pro- 
fessor Wilson*  and  other  choice  spirits.   Witk 

•  With  whom  Mr.  Qnillinan's  friendship  begaiL 
we  believe,  in  a  literary  feud,  tending  in  rist  and 

Srogrew  to  the  same  character  as  that  of  M<vic^«ab& 
effirey. 
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tbe  next  year  came  anxieties  about  Mrs. 
Qail1inan*8  beilth,  and,  a  voyage  to  the  south 
of  Europe  being  recommended,  they  both 
undertook  a  tour  in  Spain  and  Portugal — an 
account  of  which  the  invalid  lady  published 
in  184G.*  The  ensuing  summer  was  her  last. 
''It  would  be  an  improper  disclosure  of 
domestic  privacy/'  Mr.  Johnston  observes, 
"  to  quote  the  letters  written  by  her  husband 
during  that  time  of  misery :  let  it  suffice  to 
•ay  that  nowhere,  either  in  works  of  6c lion 
or  records  of  actual  life,  has  the  writer  of 
this  memoir  ever  seen  letters  more  distinctly 
marked  by  manly  sense,  combined  with  al- 
most feminine  tenderness."  The  ''  Suspiria,*' 
and  other  poems  in  this  collection,  testify  to 
tbe  mourner's  sacred  sorrow.     Thus : 

Oh  for  a  jrlance  into  the  %vorld  above  ! 

Enfranchised  trembler,  thou  art  surely  there  ! 

Not  mine  the  gloom  fanatic  to  despair 

Of  ffrace  for  thee :  but,  reft  of  thy  pure  love, 

80  dread  a  conflict  in  my  soul  I  prove, 

80  lost  I  feel  in  solitary  care, 

80  frail,  forlorn,  and  worthless,  that  I  dare 

Aspire  to  no  such  height,  unless  the  dove 

Of  peace,  descending,  teach  my  hope  to  soar. 

Fond  heart !  thy  wounds  were  healM,  thy  sins 

forgiven  ; 
I  saw  thee  die  ;  I  know  that  thou  art  blest. 
Thou,  dyinfr  sufllsrer,  wert  wing*d  for  heaven  ; 
And  when  thy  spirit  mounted  to  its  rest 
My  guardian  angel  fled,  to  come  no  more. 

"  Two  graves  in  Grasmere  Vale,  yew-shaded 
both,  his  all  of  life,  if  life  be  love,  comprised ;" 
and  to  a  space  remaining  for  himself  between 
them,  the  sorrower's  thoughts  were  now  habi- 
tually directed.  He  continued  to  live  with 
bis  daughters  in  the  same  cottage,  Lough- 
rigg  Holme.  *'  He  walked  about  more  than 
ever  with  Mr.  Wordsworth.  They  had  now 
a  new  sympathy,  but  a  sad  one.  It  pointed 
to  a  grave  in  Grasmere  churchyard.''  Yet  a 
Uttle  while,  and  the  elder  poetf  was  carried 


*  In  TaWi  MagcLxine  for  that  year,  Mr.  Qaillinan 
published  a  minute  description  of  "The  Foz,**  or 
varine  suburb  of  Oporto,  under  the  title  of  "Tbe 
Belle'— of  the  incidents  in  which  sketdi  "there 
are  probably  few,"  he  aays^  "  which  are  not  true," 
tiM»ugh  characters  and  events  are  intermingled  and 
ttansposed,  to  avoid  offensive  personality.  It  "is 
•either  a  novel  nor  a  romance,  and  he  thought  it 
proper  to  add,  "  least  of  all  a  satire.** 

f  In  a  letter  to  Mra  H.  N.  Coleridge,  Mr.  Quilli- 
nao  thus  announces  the  decease  of  William  Words- 
worth :  "  We  had  known  for  two  or  three  days  at 
least  that  there  was  no  hope ;  but  we  were  led  to 
believe  that  the  end  was  not  yet^  At  twelve  o'clock 
this  day  [April  23— eaid  to  be  Shakspeare's  birth- 
day and  deathday  tool  however,  he  passed  away, 
very,  v«;ry  quietly.  Mrs.  Wordswortn  is  quite  re- 
signed.   There  is  always  some  sweetening  of  the 


to  the  same  peaceful  Ood*8-aere.  Ncnr 
was  the  end  of  the  other  far  off.  Mr.  Quil- 
linan  died  in  the  following  year  (1851) — talk- 
inff  of  literature,  his  ruling  passion,  in  tbe  de- 
linum  of  approaching  dissolntion  ;  and  evea 
after  he  had  ceased  to  recognise  his  children^ 
one  hour  before  he  died,  endeavoring,  pen 
and  ink  in  hand,  to  pursue  his  translation  of 
the  "  History  of  Portugal,"  that  it  might 
''  be  of  use"  to  the  daughters  who  stood  by 
his  bed-side,  though  he  knew  tbem  not.  On 
the  12th  of  July,  1851,  the  g^een  sods  of 
Grasmere  church-yard  covered  another 
shrouded  denizen,  there  to  sleep  beside  tbe 
darlings  of  his  heart,  beneath  the  shadow  of 
the  yew-trees  near  at  hand,  and  the  ever- 
lasting hills  not  afar  off.  R^tless  hath  been 
the  greed,  within  the  last  few  years,  of  that 
Churchyard  among  the  Mountains. 

Mr.  Quillinan  was  by  education  and  pro* 
fession  a  Roman  Catholic,  but  he  practically 
conformed  to  the  Church  of  England.  In 
politics  he  was  Conservative.  As  a  man,  he 
was  generally  respected  and  beloved.  One 
of  his  friends,  who  affirms  his  belief  that  **  a 
more  noble,  generous,  and  high-minded  crea- 
ture never  breathed,"  remarks  that  **  pro- 
bably his  failing  was  an  excitability  and  rest- 
lessness which  mdicated  that  Irish  blood  was 
in  his  veins."  This  excitability  carried  him 
in  1819  to  Edinburgh,  to  retort  gravely  upon 
the  banter  of  his  Blackwood  critic  ;  and  to 
the  same  spirit  we  may  trace  his  caricature 
of  Mr.  Landor's  Person  and  Southey,  in 
1842.*     As  the  "  son-in-law  of  the  calum- 


bitterest  cup ;  it  was  expected  that  he  would  linger 
perhaps  for  some  weeks^  and  that  his  sufleringi 
would  be  extreme ;  but  the  mercy  of  God  hasshott* 
ened  tbe  agony,  and  we  fondly  hope  that  he  did 
not  suffer  much  pain — that  he  had  not  reached  that 
stage  of  suffering  which  the  medical  men  apprs> 
hended.  Last  night  I  was  with  him  for  about  half 
an  hour  up  to  ten  o'clock ;  he  lay  quite  still  and 
never  spoke,  except  to  call  for  water,  which  he  often 
did.  '  brink,  drink,'  was  all  he  said.  William  (hb 
younger  son)  sat  up  with  him  till  past  five  o'clock, 
and  was  then  relieved  by  John  (his  elder  son),  who 
had  only  returned  from  Brigham  (his  parish)  at 
nine  last  evening.  He  remained  to  the  last  in  the 
same  quiet  state,  never  moving;  vet  as  this  had 
been  the  case  so  long,  and  he  had  always  been  meet 
unwilling  to  move,  or  to  have  his  position  altered, 
it  was  by  no  means  supposed  that  the  last  hour  wss 
so  near.  He  is  gone  1  You  know  well  the  diatrets 
at  Rydal  Mount" 

*  Mr.  Landor's  only  reply  seems  to  have  been  a 
pun  on  his  adversary's  QuUlinanitieM^ — not  an  ori- 
ginal one,  however,  for  Quill-inane  was  a  bit  of 
spelling  and  sarcasm  of  thirty  years'  standing,  with 
the  genesis  of  which,  the  lieutenant  of  dragoons  had 
himself  made  Mr.  Landor  acquainted  at  the  time. 
See  "Memoir,"  p.  xxxiii. 
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niated  poet,"  he  felt  called  on  to  resent^  with 
no  flight  "appearance  of •  contempt/'  the 
"odious  misapplication"  of  the  author  of 
Oebir's  powers  in  "  his  gross  attack  on  Words* 
worth,"  With  such  a  temperament,  it  was 
happy  for  Mr.  Quillinan  that  his  poetical  sym- 
pathies were  with  the  Wordsworth  school, 
rather  than  with  Byron  and  other  Krafi- 
mUnner.  He  never  attained  the  sublime  re- 
pose which  consecrates  the  philosophy  of  his 
great  exemplar,  bat  unquestionably  that 
philosophy  must  have  had  a  profound  and 
-soothing  influence  of  restraint  upon  his  inner 
life,  as  well  as  uppn  his  verses.  How  care- 
fuUy  he  modelled  his  manner  upon  that  of 
Wordsworth — unless,  indeed,  the  imitation 
was  an  unconcious  habit — may  be  seen  in  his 
lines,  "Wild  Flowers  of  Westmoreland," 
"  The  Birch  of  Silver  How,"  some  of  the 
sonnets,  <kc.  The  following  illustrates  his 
more  independent  manner : 


To  Miss 


Tboo  wert  to  me  a  mystery  of  not  unpleasing 

dread; 
Thou  art  to  me  a  history  that  I  have  quickly  read! 
There  is  a  spell  upon  thee  which  I  would  not  read 

aloud 
To  any  but  thy  secret  ear  within  an  arbor^s 

shroud. 
For  Uieuffh  it  might  be  quickly  said,  thy  cheek 

would  change  its  hue 
If 'twere  exprest  by  more  than  one,  or  heard  by 

more  than  two'. 
It  is  not  guilt,  it  is  not  shame  ;  though  leading 

oft  to  both 
In  breasts  where  sensibility  Is  prodigal  of  growth. 

Thou  art  not  happy,  though  thy  smile  would  fain 
the  truth  deny ; 

I  know  too  much  of  sorrow's  guile  to  trust  a  laugh- 
ing eye : 

Thine  is  a  genume  woman's  heart ;  all  woman  to 
the  core  *, 

Beware ;  be  wam'd  before  we  part !  for  we  shall 
meet  no  more. 

(Though  not  perchance  without  a  sigh  shall  me- 
mory oft  retrace 

That  fine  pale  air  of  intellect  and  melancholy 
grace.) 

Farewell,  forget  me  if  thou  wilt,  while  pleasures 
round  thee  bloom, 

Remember  me  when  thou  art  left  in  solitude  and 
gloom. 

By  way  of  relief  to  this  minor  key,  we 
quote 

From  am  Album. 

Lady,  are  you  dark  or  fair, 
Owner  of  this  pretty  book  ) 

What's  the  color  of  your  hair  ? 

Are  yon  blithe  and  debonnaire,! 
Or  demure  of  look  7 


If  your  eyes  are  black  as  does, 
And  your  locks  of  ebon  hue  ; 

O'er  your  cheeks  if  nature  throws 

Only  just  enough  of  rose, 
Why,  I  think  you'll  da 

If  with  pretty  mouth  yon  sing. 

Void  of  ail  extravaganza. 
Tender  melodies  that  bring 
Hearts  around  you  fluttenng. 
You  are  worth  a  stanza. 

If  you  be  in  sonl  a  child 

Lively  as  a  meteor, 
Yet  with  a  discretion  mild. 
Tempering  the  spirit  wild, 

You*re  a  charming  creature. 

Nearly  all  the  poets  have  sung  of  a  Mar* 
garet  (and  in  this  they  have  all  done  well, 
though  they  have  not  all  sung  well) — here 
is  Mr.  QuilUnan's  contribution 


In  thb  Album  of  Margarsx 


Both  meanings  of  La  Marguerite, 

The  daisy  or  the  peart, 
For  once  in  perfect  concord  meet, 

And  suit  the  very  girl ! 

Some  prophet  surely  gave  that  name 

At  the  baptismal  hour 
Of  one  who  sparkles  like  a  gem, 

Though  modest  as  the  flower.* 

We  conclude  our  quotations  with  a  frag- 
ment descriptive  of  Wordsworth,  from  some 
lines  on  the  visit  of  Queen  Adelmde  to  the 
aged  bard : 

Him,  the  High  Druid  of  the  oak-clad  fells 
And  aqueous  vales  of  our  romantic  North, 
The  breasts  of  thousands,  yea  of  millions,  own 
To  be  the  Seer,  whose  power  hath  o*er  them  most 
A  sway  like  that  of  conscience  .... 

He,  in  his  sunny  childhood,  sported  wild 
Among  the  wild  flowers  and  the  pensile  ferns 
That  H-inge  the  craggy  banks  of  waterfalls, 
Whose  pools  were  arched,  with  irises  enwoven 
Of  spray  and  sunbeams  :  these  into  his  mind 
Pass'd,  and  were  blent  with  fancies  of  his  own; 


*  If  ever  we  execute  our  project  of  an  Anthology 
of  what  the  poeti  ("bleesiDge  be  with  them,  aud 
eternal  praise  H  have  said  of  the  names  of  ladies 
(on  whom  be  the  same  benediction  invoked),  in 
aome  six  or  eight  volumes  octavo.  La  MargueriU 
bids  fair  to  monopolize  one  volume  to  hersell.  Nor 
shall  we  grudse  it  Meanwhile,  we  wish  certain 
other  names  of  significant  sweetness  had  a  richer 
literature  of  their  own.  Florence^  for  example— a 
name  which  (at  least  we  have  met  with  one  to  war- 
rant the  belief)  might  inspire  stanzas  fit  to  draw 
three  souls  out  of  one  weaver.  It  might  make, 
whom  the  gods  have  not  made,  poetical.  But  how 
unpardonable  ever  to  bestow  it  on  a  creature  with 
abeardi 
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And  in  that  interfanon  of  bright  hues 
His  Boul  grew  up  and  brighten'd.    On  the  peaks 
Of  mighty  hills  he  learnt  the  mysteries 
That  float  'twixt  heaven  and  earth.    The  strenu- 
ous key 
Of  eloud-hom  torrents  harmonizied  his  verse 
To  strength  and  sweetness  :  but  the  voice  that 

brake 
Tbe  cedars  upon  Lebanon — none  else — 
Taught  him  to  rend  more  stubborn  stocks  than 

they, 
The  obdurate  hearts  of  men. 

It  is  right  to  add,  that  the  few  extracts  we 
have  given  Hfford  but  a  narrow  glimpse  of 
the  merit  of  a  volume  of  poems  which  every 
Lake  Schoolman  (conventionally,  however 
incorrectly,  speaking)  will  wish  to  put  on  his 
shelf. 

We  have  just  grace  enough  left  to  confess 
that  our  knowledge  of  the  Portuguese  lan- 
guage is  simply  ml ;  and  therefore  our  in- 
competency to  "  tackle"  Mr.  Quiliinan's 
translation  of  the  "  Lnsiad''  stands  out  in 
hideous  distinctness.  The  ergo  may  be  called 
a  non  tequitur,  according  to  the  practice 
and  precedents  of  the  Art  of  Criticism  ;  but 
let  that  pass.  Shortly  before  his  death,  Mr. 
Quillinan  was  spoken  of  in  the  Quarterly  Re- 
view as  "  probably  the  first  Portuguese  scho- 
lar in  the  kingdom."  In  undertaking  a  transla- 
tion of  Camoens,  he  engaged  in  a  labor  of 
love,  uncheered  by  any  confident  hope  of 
popularizing  a  minstrel  whom  foreigners  are 
content  to  admire  at  a  distance,  and  whom 
translators  have  commonly  found  it  difficult 
to  acclimatize  as  an  exotic — as  M.  de  Souza* 
and  others  learnt  to  their  cost.  Camoens  is, 
as  Sismondi  says,  the  sole  poet  of  Portugal, 
whose  celebrity  has  extended  beyond  Ihe 
Peninsula,  and  who  had  the  honor  of  writing 
the  earliest  epic  in  any  of  the  modem 
tongues  ;f  yet  people  are  wont  to  accept  the 

*  "Galled  upon  Madame  de  Sonza,  and  saw  her 
huaband's  CamoenSb  This  book  has  coet  him  near 
4000A,  and  he  has  never  told  a  copy.**'— Diary  of 
Ihomai  Moore,  1820.  (Memoiri,  Tol.  iii,  p.  106.) 
This  is  "tbe  splendid  edition"  described  by  Sis- 
mondi By  poet  Phillips's  phUosoDhy  in  tJie*'  Splen- 
did Shilling^**  M.  de  Souza  was  a  nappy  man,  as  re- 
tainer extraordinary. 

t  Neither  Ariosto  nor  his  fellow-romanoers  as- 
pired to  the  character  of  epic  writerai  Nor  did 
WBO  publish  his  **  Jerusalem  Delivered"  until  the 


celebrity  as  a  tradition,  finding  it  less  cooye- 
nient  in  such  cases  to  prove  all  things  than 
to  hold  fast  that  which  is,  by  courtesy,  good. 
So  Camoens,  like  the  hero  of  the  drinking- 
song,  is  chorused  as  a  <' good  fellow,"  whose 
goodness'*'  nobody  can  deny" — under  penal- 
ty of  reading  his  epic.  In  translations  of  such 
a  kind,  therefore, 

'Tis  not  for  mortals  to  command  success : 

but  Mr.  Quillinan  has  done  more — deserved 
it.  If  spirit,  elegance,  and  finish,*  can  render 
the  ''  Lusiad"  acceptable  to  an  English  pub- 
lic, his  version  ought  to  be  in  request  It 
comprises  the  first  five  books,  which  include 
the  most  admired  sections  of  the  epic, — vis., 
the  story  of  Ignez  de  Castro,  she  who 

with  eyes  whose  beauty  charmed  the  air, 

Meek  as  a  lamb  devoted  from  the  fold. 
Gazed  on  her  parent  frantic  with  tbe  woe. 
And  unresisting  took  the  fatal  blow; 

and  also  the  vision  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope, 
which,  in  the  vigorous  interpretation  of  Mr. 
Quillinan,  shows  quite  another  front  from  the 
comparatively  dull  presentment  of  William 
Julius  Mickle.  Fain  would  we  quote  the  vi- 
sion entire ;  but  'tis  not  for  mortals  to  com- 
mand space  any  more  than  success,  and 
therefore  be  it  our  consolation  (jMxee  tanti 
editor)  to  deserve  it. 


year  after  the  death  of  Camoena  Trisaino  had  es- 
iayed  an  epic  on  the  liberation  of  Italy  from  the 
Gauls,  but  broke  down. 

*  A  rough  line  here  and  there  remains  to  show 
that  he  had  not,  as  his  editor,  Mr.  Adamson  remark^ 
"given  his  last  supervision  to  the  versification.* 
For  instance,  not  at  all  in  Mr.  Quillinan's  style  is 
the  second  line  in  the  couplet 

Until  his  rabid  fangs  enfix  his  throat, 
And  down  at  last  tumbles  the  exhausted  brute. 

C.  UL,  si  47. 

Or  the  scansion  of  the  third  line  following : 

The  startled  mother,  feigning  then  to  sue 
On  my  behalf,  addresB'd  her.   The  divine 
Enchantress  nud,  as  half  compliant^ 
<*  How  shall  a  Nereid  learn  to  love  a  giant  f* 

C.  v.,  st  6S. 
But  such  instances  are  too  rare  not  to  be  remarkable. 
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From  the   Dablin  Universitj  Magasine 


THE   DUKE    OP    BUCKINGHAM. 


Georob  Yilubrs,  the  first  Duke  of  Buck- 
ingham, was  bora  on  the  28th  of  Augiist^ 
1592.     His  mother,  a  person  of  great  ability 
and  knowledge  of  the  world,  afforded  him 
the  first  rudiments  of  education.     He  was 
afterwards  sent  to  school  till  he  was  thirteen 
years  of  age.     At  this  period  his  attention 
was  chiefly  directed  to  music  and  the  French 
language.      At  eighteen    he  was  sent  to 
France,  but  displayed  little  ability,  and  even 
less  desire  for  improvement.     On  his  retura 
he  again  was  domesticated  with  bis  mother. 
She  probably  never  omitted  the  inculcation 
of  those   lessons    of  worldly   prudence   in 
which  his  extraordinary  and  rapid  elevation 
may  have  had  their  chief  origin.     He  him- 
self soon  perceived  that  his  future  advance- 
ment was  more  likely  to  be  obtained  by  the 
grace  and  beauty  of  his  person  than  the  cul- 
tivation of  his  mind.     For  this  reason  it  has 
been  quaintly  said  of  him,  "  He  did  not  ad- 
dict himself  to  morose  and  sullen  bookish- 
ness,  but  his  chief  exercises  were  dancing, 
fencinff,   and   vaulting."*      He   was    early 
brought  under  the  notice  of  James  I.,  at  a 
theatrical    exhibition    at  ^Apthorpe,    near 
Cambridge.    The  king  was  perfectly  fascina- 
ted by  him,  and  instructed  his  friend.  Sir 
John  Graham,  to  adopt  several  plans  to  ren- 
der as  attractive  as  possible  the  graces  with 
which   nature  had  endowed   him.     It  has 
been   observed,   "  that  no  reason  for  the 
king's  choice  appeared,  but  handsomeness ; 
for  the  love  the  king  showed  was  as  amor- 
ously conveyed  as  if  he  had  mistaken  the  sex 
and  thought  him  a  lady."f     Indeed,  all  au- 
thorities written  at  the  time,  and  subsequent- 
ly>  agree,  that  to  his  personal  beauty  alone 
he  was  indebted  for  the  impression  he  made 
upon  the  ktn^,  and  which  ultimately,  but 
with  great  rapidity,  led  to  the  surprising  po- 
sition he  was  permitted  to  attain.| 

The  Queen  had  perceived  the  favorable 
impression  that  Buckingham  had  made  upon 
the  King.     She  well  knew  that,  under  any 


♦  Sir  A.  Wotton's  Court  of  James  L 
t  Osborne's  Memoirs  of  James  I,  p.  684. 
X  Birch's  View  of  the  NegotiatioD<^  p.  884 ,  and 
Clarendon's  Hist  toL  i  pp.  9,  la 


circumstances,  his  mind  and  habits  required 
a  close  connection  with  some  favored  sub* 
ject.  She  had  long  disliked  the  Earl  of  So« 
merset,  who  had  hitherto  swayed  the  mon- 
arch's acts.  Under  the  guidance  of  Arch- 
bishop Abbot,  she  adopted  the  means  that 
were  deemed  necessary  to  supply  the  plact 
of  one  favorite  by  the  attractions  of  another. 
No  representation  of  the  power  that  Buck- 
ingham rapidly  exercised  over  the  King, 
could  sufficiently  display  the « debasing  acts 
which  one  party  practised,  or  the  humiliating 
childishness  of  the  other.  The  correspond- 
ence that  passed  between  them  can  alone 
reveal  the  prostration  of  position  and  mind 
to  which  James  humbled  himself.  And,  ex- 
cept for  the  indulgence  of  the  most  debasing 
propensities,  it  is  hard  to  understand  that  any 
mind,  however  mean,  could  grovel  so  low  as 
Buckingham  to  attain  advancement,  even  the 
hiffhest  which  kings  could  profligately  bestow. 

This  correspondence  is  full  of  the  moat 
obscene  language ;  and  surely  there  cannot 
be  conceived  any  inconsistency  more  disgust- 
ing than  between  such  compositions  and 
those  devotional  tracts  which  the  King  pub- 
lished for  national  edification — indeed,  for 
the  improvement  of  Europe,  for,  by  the  or- 
der 01  James,  they  were  translated  into 
Latin  and  French.  We  cannot  defile  these 
pages  with  any  extracts. 

Dr.  Wei  wood  has  well  described  these 
letters.  He  says,  the  King,  for  the  most 
part,  called  Buckingham  bis  "dear  child 
and  gossip,"  and  his  "  dear  child  and  gossip 
Steiny,"  and  subscribing  himself  his  ^*  dear 
dad  and  gossip  ;"  sometimes  his  "  dear  dad 
and  Stuart;  and  once,  when  he  sends 
him  partridges,  his  "  dear  dad  and  purvey* 
or;"  and  when  Buckingham  replies,  the 
termination  of  his  letter  is,  "  Your  Majesty's 
most  humble  slave  and  dost,  Steiny."  In 
one  of  James'  letters  he  tells  the  favorite 
that  he  wears  Steiny's  picture  under  his 
waistcoat,  next  his  heart ;  and  in  another  he 
bids  him,  his  only  sweet  and  dear  child, 
hasten  to  him  that  night,  that  his  white  teeth 
might  shine  upon  him.  It  may  not  be  use- 
less to  copy  one  entire  letter.  It  b  as  ca- 
rious as  melancholy  to  read  it : — 
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"Mt  ohlt  sweet  and  deae  Child, — Blessing, 
blessing,  blessing  on  tby  heart's  roots,  and  all 
thine,  this  Thuroday  morning.  Here  is  great 
store  of  game,  as  they  say,  parti^dges  and  ston- 
colears;  I  know  who  shall  get  their  part  of 
them ;  and  here  is  the  finest  company  of  yoang 
bounds  that  ever  was  seen.  God  bless  the  sweet 
master  of  my  harriers,  that  made  them  to  be  so 
well  kept  all  summer — I  mean  Tom  Badger,  I 
assure  myself  thou  wilt  punctually  observe  the 
dyet  and  journey,  I  set  thee  down  in  my  first  let- 
ter from  Theobald's.  God  bless  thee,  and  my 
sweet  Kate,  and  Mall,  to  the  comfort  of  thy 

"*  Dear  Dad, 
««  James  R. 

**  P.S. — Let  my  last  compliment  settle  to  thy 
heart,  till  we  have  a  sweet  and  comfortable 
meeting,  which  God  send,  and  give  thee  grace  to 
bid  the  drogues  adieu  this  day. 

To  show  the  awful  mixtore  of  religion 
and  corrnpt  sentimentality  that  prevailed  in 
the  mind  of  James,  it  is  well  to  mention  the 
origin  of  the  name  of  Steiny,  which  he  ^ve 
to  Buckingham.  It  was  on  account  of  his 
personal  attractions.  Steiny  was  the  dimin- 
utive of  St.  Stephen,  who  is  always  painted 
with  a  glory  about  his  face.  And  the  au- 
thority or  the  foundation  of  this  designation 
has  been  assigned  to  be  derived  from  Acts 
vi.  15,  where  it  is  said  of  St.  Stephen — '<  All 
that  sat  in  the  council  looking  steadfastly  on 
him,  saw  his  face,  as  it  had  been  the  face  of 
an  angel." 

Buckingham,  though  deficient  in  ability 
and  knowledge,  had  the  good  fortune  to 
have  a  mother  who  abounded  in  both.  She 
was  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Rome. 
And  the  celebrated  Gondamor,  a  Jesuit,  who 
managed  the  affairs  of  Spain  in  England,  re- 
counted to  his  government  the  position  of 
his  Church  in  the  country  in  which  he  was 
resident,  with  his  usual  pointed  and  witty 
observations.  In  observing  upon  the  court 
and  homage  paid  to  Buckingham's  mother 
on  account  of  her  influence  on  the  son,  he 
says — "There  never  was  more  hope  of  Eng- 
land's conversion  to  Rome  than  now,  for 
there  are  more  prayers  offered  here  to  the 
mother  than  to  the  son." 

His  titles  multiplied  so  rapidly  upon  him, 
that  he  must  have  found  it  difficult  to  re- 
member the  last.  It  may  amuse  or  even  in- 
struct our  readers  to  repeat  them.  The 
Right  High  and  Right  Mighty  Prince 
George  villiers,  Duke,  Marquis,  and  Earl 
of  Buckingham,  Earl  of  Coventry,  Viscount 
Villiers,  Baron  of  Wadden,  Lord  High  Ad- 
miral of  England,  Ireland,  and  the  Principal- 
ity of  Wales ;  Governor  of  all  the  Castles 
and  Seaports,  and  of   the   Royal   Navy; 


Master  of  the  Horse  to  His  Majesty ;  Lord 
Warden,  Chancellor,  and  Admiral  of  the 
Cinque  Ports,  and  the  Members  thereof; 
Constoble  to  the  Castle  of  Dover ;  Justice  m 
the  Eyre  of  all  His  Majesty's  Forces,  Parks, 
and  Chacea  on  this  side  of  the  River  Trent ; 
Constable  of  the  Royal  Castle  of  Windsor, 
Gentleman  of  the  King's  Bedchamber; 
Counsellor  of  Estate  of  the  Kingdoms  of 
England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland ;  Knight  of 
the  Most  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter :  Lord 
President  of  the  Council  of  War ;  Chancel- 
lor of  the  University  of  Cambridge ;  Stew- 
ard  of  the  City  and  College  of  WeaUnioster, 
and  Lord  General  of  Hb  Majesty's  Force  in 
the  Isle  of  Rhee. 

His  various  titles,  to  that  of  Marquis,  and 
many  of  his  other  honors,  were  conferred 
upon  him  between  the  age  of  twenty-four 
and  twenty-six,  and  all  were  given  and  taken 
in  the  space  of  twelve  years.  He  was,  given, 
besides  the  salaries  of  his  numerous  places, 
one  thousand  a-year  from  the  Court  of 
Wards,  a  great  manor  in  Buckinghamshire, 
which  had  belonged  to  Lord  Grey,  attainted 
of  high  treason  along  with  Sir  Walter  Ral- 
eigh. To  support  the  vast  expenses  attend- 
ant upon  his  elevation,  the  moat  distinguished 
of  the  nobility  were  removed  from  their 
high  places,  as  the  Eari  of  Nottingham  and 
the  Eari  of  Worcester.  Sir  Henry  Wottoa 
well  describes  these  honors  thus : — "  Here  I 
must  breathe  awhile,  to  satisfy  some  that, 
perhaps,  might  otherwise  wonder  at  such  an 
accumulation  of  benefits,  like  a  kind  of  em- 
broidering of  one  favor  upon  another."* 

The  King  procured  him  the  daughter  and 
heiress  of  the  Earl  of  Rutland  in  marriage. 
But  even  this  great  distinction  he  did  not  be- 
come possessed  of,  till  he  had  stained  the 
reputation  of  that  high  family.  The  old 
earl,  her  father,  compelled  Buckingham  to 
respect  what  he  knew  not  how  to  pnie.  He 
told  him,  if  he  did  not  marry  his  daughter, 
and  repair  her  honor,  that  no  greatne« 
should  protect  him  from  his  justice.  The 
celebrated  Archbishop  Williams  waa  chieflr 
instrumentol,  not  only  in  bringing  this  matck 
to  completion,  but  converted  Lady  Catherine 
Manners  to  the  Church  of  England.  Bishop 
Hacket,  in  his  quaint  language,  says,  "  that 
Williams  told  him  that  this  negotiation  of 
this  mateh  was  the  last  keystone  that  made 
the  arch  in  his  preferment,  f     But  lest  the 


*  Sir  H.  Wotton'a  life  and  Death  of  the  Duke  of 
Bookingham.    Reliqui*  Wottenianc^  p.  211.  168ft. 
f  life  of  Arehbiihbp  Williami^  p.  48. 
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Iftd  J  should  again  become  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  Rome,  Dr.  Williams,  bj  order  of 
the  KiD^,  "  drew  up  the  Elements  of  Ortho- 
dox Religion,"  and  twenty  copies  only  were 
printed,  with  no  name,  but  only  "  by  an  old 
prebend  of  Windsor.*'  Williams  sent  one  of 
these  copies  to  Backingham,  with  a  letter, 
which  is  still  presenred.  After  describing  the 
different  parts  and  objects  of  the  work,  Wil- 
liams says,  in  language  common  in  those 
days — "  Of  the  rest,  I  received  my  best 
grounds  from  his  Majesty,  and  such  as,  I 
protest  faithfully,  I  never  could  read  ihe  like 
m  any  author,  for  my  own  satisfaction."* 

It  may  not  be  here  uninteresting  to  mve 
■ome  account  of  another  conversion,  in  which 
Buckingham  was  deeply  concerned.  It  was 
not  a  conversion  from  the  Church  of  Rome, 
but  to  it.  His  mother  was  the  convert.  It 
was  by  Bishop  Williams'  advice  that  public 
means  were  resorted  to,  in  the  attempt  to 
recall  the  Duchess  of  Buckingham  to  the 
right  path.  He  feared  that  his  own  patron, 
the  Duke,  and  even  the  King,  might  deeply 
suffer;  and  therefore  he  advised  a  public 
discussion  on  the  question  at  issue.  Fisher, 
the  Jesuit,  was  the  lady's  champion,  and 
White,  the  Dean  of  Carlisle,  but  especially 
Laud,  afterwards  Archbishop  of  Canterbury, 
and  Bishop  Williams.  The  whole  of  this 
discussion  is  well  known,  and  has  been  often 
reprinted,  but  never  by  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church,  but  always  by  members  of  the 
Church  of  England.  Yet,  at  the  time,  no 
impression  was  made  upon  the  mother  of 
Buckingham  ;  she  remained  a  convert  to  the 
Church  of  her  adoption. 

It  was  not  only  by  titles  and  estates,  by 
power  and  place,  that  the  King  pandered  to 
the  ambition,  and  pride,  and  passions  of  his 
favorite;  he  sought,  in  the  most  igno- 
minious manner,  to  gratify  all  his  vicious 
propensities ;  he  did  so  on  many  occasions, 
by  being  personally  instrumental  in  enabling 
him  to  gratify  them ;  nay,  he  even  suggest- 
ed the  mode  of  accomplishing  the  most 
abandoned  schemes,  and  was  the  minister  in 
securing  their  success.  Sir  Edward  Peyton^ 
states  more  instances  than  one,  in  which  the 
King  carried  Buckingham  to  the  houses  of 
the  noblest  of  England's  peers,  and  facili- 
tated the  corruption  of  beautiful  women. 
On  one  occasion,  the  sons  of  Sir  Nicholas 
Bacon  conveyed  a  lady  out  of  the  window, 
into  a  private  chamber,  over  the  roof  of 
the  house,  to  escape  the  conspiracy  that  had 

•  Hacket'8  life  of  WiUiMQi^  p.  48. 
f  Divine  Catsstrophs^  p.17. 


been  planned  by  the  monarch  and  the  peer 
for  the  invasion  of  the  lady's  honor. 

So  favored  by  a  weak  and  wicked  king 
with  the  possession  of  unbounded  power, 
his  riches,  and  thereby  the  means  of  indul* 
gence,  were  increased  to  an  unlimited  de- 
gree. He  now  lived  in  greater  pomp  than 
any  nobleman  of  his  time.  He  used  always 
to  appear  with  six  horses  to  his  carriage^ 
which  so  exasperated  Henry,  Earl  of  North- 
umberland, that  he  drove  through  the  city 
of  London  with  eight,  to  the  wonder  and 
amusement  of  the  people. 

Buckingham  now  introduced  the  practice 
of  being  carried  on  men's  shoulders.  This 
so  shocked  the  people  that  he  was  hooted  in 
the  streets ;  yet,  like  other  vices  or  silly 
habits,  so  corrupting  is  evil  example,  that 
soon  the  displeasure  ceased  to  be  manifest- 
ed, so  common  had  the  practice  become. 

There  is  an  amusing  description  given  in 
an  old  chronicle  of  these  times  of  the  sump- 
tttoiisness  and  extravagance  of  his  dress, 
which  was  beyond  all  precedent  or  exam- 
ple:— 

**  It  was  common  with  him,  at  any  ordinary 
dancing,  to  have  his  clothes  trimmed  with  great 
diamond  buttons,  and  to  have  diamond  hat-hands, 
cockades,  and  ear-rings,  to  be  yoked  with  great 
and  manifold  knots  of  pearl — in  short,  to  be  man- 
acled, fettered,  and  imprisoned  in  jewels ;  inso- 
much that,  at  his  going  once  to  Paris,  in  1626,  he 
had  twenty-seven  suits  of  clothes,  made  the  rich- 
est that  embroidery,  Uce,  silk,  velvet,  gold,  and 
gems  could  contribute,  one  of  which  was  a  white 
uncut  velvet,  set  all  over,  both  suit  and  cloak,  with 
diamonds,  valued  at  fourscore  thousand  pounda, 
besides  a  great  feather  stuck  all  over  with  dia* 
monds.  as  were  also  his  sword,  girdle,  hat-band, 
and  spurs."* 

We  shall  gather  up  into  the  shortest  space 
we  are  able,  the  character  of  this  wanton  fa- 
vorite of  fortune,  and  comment  in  geneeri 
terms  upon  it,  rather  than  attempt  any  ac- 
curate history  of  hb  life,  unsuitable  alike  to 
this  publication,  and  the  design  we  have  in 
view  in  writing  this  sketch. 

The  Duke  dt  Buckingham,  thus  raised  sud- 
denly to  the  highest  dignities  in  the  state,  had 
neither  abilities  to  sustain  him  in  his  giddy 
exaltation,  nor  prudence  to  conceal  his  want 
of  them.  He  loved  and  hated  with  reckleaa 
inconsistency.  The  friends  whom  he  honor- 
ed with  attachment  to-day,  he  persecuted 
with  fierce  antipathy  to-morrow ;  nay,  even 
the  homage  which  is  the  inheritance  of  genius^ 
he  scrupled  not  to  discard  or  disown,  if  the 
degradation  of  its  possessor  could  facilitate 
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the  indalgence  of  his  extravagant  caprice,  re- 
tard for  a  due  season  bis  own  disgrace,  or  hide 
bb  shame  from  pnbiic  condemnation.  Wheth- 
er it  were  the  illastrious  Bacon,  whom  his 
own  genius  and  learning,  without  his  patron's 
magic  influence,  could  not,  in  that  age,  have 
elevated  to  be  Lord  Chancellor — or  Middle- 
sex, who,  from  being  an  humble  tradesman, 
he  had  made  a  peer,  and  appointed  Lord 
Treasurer,  and  afterwards  impeached — or 
Archbishop  Williams,  who,  through  his  in- 
terest, had  attained  the  loftiest  dignity  in  the 
state,  and  an  equally  elevated  position  in  the 
Church — Buckingham  hurled  them  all  from 
their  fortunes,  degraded  them  from  their  rank, 
and  tarnished  their  fame  with  the  same  blind 
and  senseless  impetuosity,  as  he  would  dis- 
miss a  menial,  or  accuse  him  of  an  ordinary 
omission  of  duty.  He  dandled  the  reputation 
and  fortunes  of  his  country  with  the  reckless 
vivacity  with  which  he  prosecuted  an  amorous 
enterprise.  In  both  cases  he  was  regardless 
of  the  means  by  which  he  attained  his  pur- 
pose, and  utterly  thoughtless*  of  the  conse- 
quences which  resulted  from  them.  When 
his  unrestrained  passion  provoked  him  to  in- 
sult the  Queen  of  France,  he  revenged  the 
dignified  virtue*  which  blushed  and  shrank 
from  his  proposal,  by  seeking  to  embroil  his 
own  country  in  a  war  with  hers.  He  reveal- 
ed this  passion  for  the  Queen  to  Henrietta 
Maria,  when  escorting  her  to  England  to  her 
husband,  Charles  I. ;  and  Madame  de  Mot- 
teville  states,  that  the  Queen  of  England  told 
her  that  the  Duke  excited  unpleasent  feelings 
between  herself  and  Charles,  and  also,  that  the 
object  he  had  in  view  in  making  a  division  be- 
tween the  two  crowns,  was,  that  there  would 
be  a  necessity  of  his  returning  to  France,  to 
effect  a  treaty  of  peace,  and  thus  enjoy  the 
opportunity  of  once  more  seeing  the  Queen  of 
France,  and  prosecuting  his  insane  attach- 
ment. At  one  time  Buckingham  pledged 
James  to  relax  the  penal  laws  against  the 
Roman  Catholics,  and  then  united  with  their 
direst  foes,  the  Puritans,  to  insult  the  King. 
Whilst  he  ruined  James  by  his  frowardness, 
abandoned  vices,  and  immoderate  expendi- 
ture, he  devised  and  arranged  the  project  of 
his  future  despotism  over  his  son  and  succes- 
sor, by  tutormg  the  child  to  disobey  his  fa- 
ther, not  only  in  his  character  of  parent,  but 
of  king.  Against  the  interest  and  command- 
ing position  of  England,  as  well  as  the  feel- 
ing and  wish  of  James,  he  seduced  Charles 
to  Spain ;  doubtless,  the  King  was  aware  of 

*  De  Betz  MemoifB^  toL  iv.  p.  186,  290.    Rohan's 
Mtmoin^  p.  181.    London,  1660. 
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their  departure,  but  not  until  the  design  had 
been  so  far  matured,  that  it  appeared,  at  least 
to  the  vacillating  sovereign,  easier  to  advance 
to  its  fulfilment,  than  to  retire  from  it.  Buck- 
ingham was  convinced  that  if  Charles  were 
removed  from  his  father,  vain  and  weak 
though  he  knew  him  to  be,  but  more  especial- 
ly if  separated  from  the  casual  intercourse 
with  noble  minds  that  cherished  iattachment 
to  the  religion  and  constitution  of  England,  he 
would  have  full  scope,  "and  verge  enough 
for  more/'  to  work  out  his  selfish  and  disas- 
trous speculations.  The  entire  design  of  this 
hazardous  experiment  of  the  heir  of  one  crown, 
without  solicitation,  or  even  previous  arrange- 
ment, visiting  the  kingdom  of  a  neighbonng 
sovereign,  was  for  the  sole  purpose  of  ingra- 
tiating himself  with  the  future  King  of  Eng- 
land by  ties  and  engagements  that  would  con- 
tinue to  operate  in  his  favor,  so  long  as  a 
woman's  power  can  influence  a  man's  decis- 
ions. Buckingham  fondly  hoped  that,  by 
this  propitious  exploit,  if  carriea  to  successful 
issue,  he  would  enjov  an  inheritance  of  hon- 
ors, which,  if  not  the  rewards  of  his  ability 
and  care,  would  in  future  be,  as  at  least  hither- 
to thev  had  been,  the  unexampled  attendants 
upon  his  selfishness  and  cunning. 

The  account  of  the  arrangements  of  thdr 
departure,  and  the  vacillating  conduct  of 
James — at  one  time  joyously  adopting  the 
plan,  and  at  another  irresolutely  rejecting 
it — is  not  suited  to  so  brief  an  account  of  his- 
torical transactions.  They  passed  through 
France  to  Spain.  They  were  in  disguise  as  to 
dress,  occupation,  and  name.  They  wore 
periwigs  to  overshadow  their  foreheads,  their 
beards  were  disguised,  and  they,  Charles  and 
Buckingham,  assumed  the  humble  names  of 
Thomas  and  James  Smith.  In  passing  throuffh 
France,  Charles  saw  his  future  consort.  She 
appears  to  have  impressed  him  most  advanta- 
geously, though  his  intercourse  was  but  .mo- 
mentary. 

-  When  the  parties  arrived  in  Spain,  it  is  still 
difficult  to  ascertain  whether  the  charges  made 
by  the  Elarl  of  Bristol  against  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham  are  true.  Hume*  rather  boldly 
states  that  Bristol  had  never  said  that  Buck- 
ingham had  professed  himself  a  Papist.  Why, 
it  is  with  all  order  and  precision  alleged  by 
the  Earl  of  Bristol,  that  Buckingham  plotted 
with  the  Jesuit  Gondemar  to  bring  the  Prince 
into  Spain  to  change  his  religion— -that  in 
Spain  he  absented  himself  habitually  for  eight 
months  from  the  service  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
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land  in  the  Earl's  house,  and  frequented  the 
Popish  service,  adored  their  sacraments,  and 
conformed  to  their  rites — that  the  Duke  pre- 
vailed upon  King  James  to  write  to  the  Pope 
for  a  dispensation  to  the  marriage,  and  to  style 
him  "  Sanctissime  Pater  " — and  that  the  Pope 
sent  to  the  Duke  a  letter  to  encourage  him  in 
the  perversion  of  the  Prince.* 

These  accusations  and  these  terms  are  al- 
leged by  Bristol  £uzainst  Buckingham,  and  re- 
ported by  Mr.  Whitlocke.f  And  how  did 
the  fickle  favorite  carry  out  his  designs  ? 
Why,  when  the  honor  of  James  as  king,  and 
Charles  himself,  as  well  as  that  of  England, 
by  her  now  accredited  minister,  had  been 
pledged  for  the  consummation  of  the  marriage 
with  the  Infanta  of  Spain,  he  precipitately 
abandoned  the  contract.  It  is  supposed,  in- 
deed, that  his  visit  to  Spain  had  not  been  op- 
portune in  amorous  enterprise.  Even  dis- 
graceful misfortunes  attended  his  meditated 
mtrigue  with  the  wife  of  Olivares.  And,  be- 
sides this,  he  began  to  fear  that  his  populari- 
iv  might  be  endangered  by  the  future  revela- 
tion of  his  pohticHl  manoeuvres,  to  which  he 
anticipated  a  possible  failure,  and,  therefore, 
certain  disgrace.  Yet,  so  skilled  had  he  be- 
come in  turning  crooked  devices  into  prosper- 
ous plans,  that  he  made  the  hour  of  his  dis- 
comfiture the  period  of  hissuccess  and  triumph. 
He  now  ingratiated  himself  with  the  nation, 
by  showing  that  the  interest  and  religion  of 
Eingland  would  be  damaged  by  such  a  con- 
nection. So  great  was  his  success  in  this  tor- 
tuous diplomacy,  that  Sir  Edward  Coke  call- 
ed him  the  saviour  of  his  country.  Thus  his 
enemies  became  his  advocates ;  and  they  were 
DOW  his  panegyrists  who  had  been  loudest  in 
condemnation.  So  intoxicated  had  he  become 
with  the  fever  of  popular  approbation,  by 
which  his  previous  career  had  never  once  been 
influenced  or  excited,  that  he  entered  into 
disreputable  intrigues  with  the  Puritanical 
members  of  Parliament,  who,  to  this  time, 
had  been  the  decided  foes  of  regal  supremacy. 
To  promote  the  designs  of  hLi  new  compan- 
ions, the  adoption  of  conduct  that  involved  a 
departure  from  principle,  was  no  difficult  ex- 
periment for  one  so  well  practised  in  all  the 
arts  and  sophistry  of  deceit. 

To  prosecute  his  selfish  and  insane  designs, 
and  avenge  his  disappointed  hopes,  he  threat- 
ened to  invade  the  property  of  the  Church, 
to  aboli:»h  her  hierarchy,  and  to  sell  the  chap- 


•  MemoifB  of  Georse  Yillienv  p.  S5. 
f  MemoriaU,  p.  6.  Edit  1682.    Se«  also  his  M«m. 
of  Eogliah  ASain,  1709,  p.  800-S08. 


ter  lands  of  per  cathedrals  for  the  benefit  of  the 
King.  This  was  his  part  of  the  promised 
bribe.  To  accomplish  his  nefarious  pro- 
jects, he  had  actually  entered  into  treaty 
with  Dr.  John  Preston,  the  reputed  chief  of 
the  party.*  And  what  were  the  real  ob- 
jects of  this  wicked  craft  ?  To  provide  the 
means  of  levying  war  on  Spain,  not  because 
she  had  injured  or  dishonored  Enc^land,  but 
because  for  his  own  personal  ends  he  had 
first  insulted,  then  betrayed,  and  at  last  ma- 
ligned and  persecuted  the  nation  that  re- 
fused to  administer  to  national  degradation 
by  the  sacrifice  of  the  virtue  of  the  highest 
born  amoug  her  female  aristocracy.  Of  one 
crime  we  must  admit  the  Duke  of  Bucking- 
ham was  not  guilty.  He  was  unalloyed  by 
the  vice  of  dissimulation,  because  he  would 
not  even  pretend  to  have  any  respect  for 
virtue.  Therefore  he  had  the*  undisguised 
eflfrontery  to  publish  his  private  vfotos,  which 
might  have  remained  in  obscurity  but  for 
his  strange  passion  for  proclaiming  hb 
abandoned  profligacy.  He  dared  to  brave 
the  hatred  of  his  country,  and  the  scorn  of 
all  the  virtuous  on  earth  for  his  public 
wrongs.  These  had  not  even  the  common 
apology  of  ambition  or  patriotism  for  their 
perpetration.  They  originated  in  the  hateful 
passion  of  doing  and  inflicting  insult. 

For  these  reasons  it  may  be  alleged,  that 
so  far  as  the  destiny  of  a  nation,  even  for  ages^ 
can  be  influenced  by  a  single  man,  to  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham  adhere  the  shame  and  guilt 
of  being  the  author,  not  alone  of  his  country's 
dishonor  in  the  time  of  one  king,  but  of  the 
immeasurable  catalogue  of  calamities  that 
throng  the  page  of  the  Stuart  dynasty.  For 
it  was  he  established  the  precedent  of  ruling 
without  parliaments;  it  was  he  that  filled  the 
treasury  with  the  price  of  the  new  honors  of 
baronetage  ;  he  gathered  golden  harvests  for 
the  King  by  the  sale  of  patents,  monopolies, 
and  vexatious  grants,  and  then  enticed  him 
to  squander  ttiem  with  remorseless  extrava- 
gance. It  was  he  revived  the  use  of  im- 
peachments, unpractised,  except  for  the  in- 
dulgence of  royal  vengeance,  for  nearly  two 
centuries.  It  is  strange  that  James  I.  should 
have  cherished  and  loved  the  man  that  db- 
honored  his  name  and  ruined  his  reputation. 


*  See  Coke's  Detection,  voL  L  p.  l39.  Haoket 
states,  io  his  life  of  Williams^  that  he  deaervM  the 
credit  of  preventing  the  sale  orown^  by  Backing- 
ham,  on  a  previoot  occauoo,  p.  202.  He  tried  af- 
terwards to  do  the  same  respecting  the  Church 
land^  but  lost  forever  the  patronage  of  his  great 
friend. 
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Bat  it  is  « (greater  lonrce  of  wonder  that  Lord 
Clarendon,  the  accurate  anntomist,  more  than 
all  other  hiBtoriiioi,  except  Tacitus,  of  the 
mind  and  dupositions  of  men,  ihoDld  have 
praised  and  even  admired  him. 

Death  noir  aummoned  James  to  the  final 
retribution  of  all  men.  Saspicion,  and  to 
some  well-founded,  has  filed  oo  the  charac- 
ter of  Buckingham,  some  circumatances  that 
do  not  leave  his  name  quite  free  from  the 
charge  of  having  been  instruoieotal  in  the 
death  of  hts  too  generous  and  profligate  pa- 
tron. Kven  the  public  rumor,  though  with- 
out jusii&able  fbnadation,  that  so  enormous 
iDgratitode,  and  accompanied  by  a  deed  of 
blood,  could  eiiit,  is  sufficient  to  testify  to 
poaterity  the  odiousness  that  attached  itself 
to  his  guilty  character. 

A  new  reign  begins,  and  Charles  ascends 
the  throne.  The  greatest  events,  the  noblest 
results,  the  glorious  fame  of  ages  of  glorious 
nen  have  arisen  out  of  his  grave.  Over- 
shadowed as  hia  life  with  some  transgressions 
most  doubtless  was,  who  can  say  that  his  des- 
tiny was  not  too  terrible  a  punishment  for 
his  many  imputed  crimes  ?  But  we  cannot 
dwell  on  these  points.  One  man,  however, 
had  forecast  his  destiny,  under  the  new  king, 
with  cunning  and  success.  New  honors 
awaited  the  companion  of  the  royal  traveller 
to  France  and  Spain,  and  dl^^ce  soon  as- 
aailed  those  whom  Buckingham  could  not 
■aoceed  in  ruining  in  the  opinion  of  the  late 
king.    The  lA>rd  Keeper  Williams  was  dis- 

S laced.  He  had  attended  the  death-bed  of 
ames,  and  adrainistered  great  consolation 
to  the  suffering  monarch  ;  but  he  had  been, 
at  this  period,  a  determined  opponent  to  all 
the  machinations  of  the  Romish  Church. 
Bishop  Hscket  thus  describes  the  activity  of 
the  priests ; — 

"Upon  Friday,  his  Majesty  grew  sensibly  weaker, 
so  tnst  now  the  Keeper  iiirred  very  litlle  oat  of  the 
chamber,  snd  that  not  only  lo  comfort  ihe  depart- 
ing King,  but  likewise  (o  keep  off  some  of  the 
Romish  Church  that  crept  much  about  the  cham- 
ber-door, who  as  a  privy  coaneilkir,  be  commanded 
to  keep  It  a  greater  distance."' 

Buckingham  feared  that  Williams  had  com- 
pletely discovered  the  opinion  that  James 
bad  formed  of  him.  He,  therefore,  as  soon 
as  possible  procured  his  removal  from  inter- 
course with  Charles.  For  the  late  King  had 
eihibited  such  parUality  for  the  Lord  Keeper, 
'  that  the  Duke  was  well  aware  that  he  had 


*  Backet's  Ufa  of  VilIUni%  p.  2!S 


revealed  all  bis  mind  to  htm,  for  tke  Kiiw 
had,  without  solicitation,  causpd  an  nnnstM 
act  of  eoanoil  to  he  entered,  that  the  ardi- 
bishopric  of  York  sboald  be  conferred 
upon  him  at  the  ruat  vacancy.  It  was,  them- 
fore,  when  he  saw  that  the  Lord  Keeper  was 
not  indebted  for  ail  his  disUnctions  to  hin, 
that  he  put  in  practice  that  memorable  sen- 
tence which  he  had  empli^ed  to  Lord  BaeoD 
at  the  time  of  his  advancement,  "That  if  be 
did  not  owe  his  preferment  to  his  favor,  h« 
should  owe  his  fall  to  bis  frown."  * 

The  Duke  did  Bueeeed  in  removing  WQ- 
liams  from  his  great  office,  and  in  produciiw 
a  disiuclinatton  m  the  new  king  towards  him. 
But  the  Earl  of  Bristol  pertioacionsty  pro- 
ceeded in  his  accusation  against  Backingham, 
and  among  other  charges  one  wan  the  poison- 
ing of  the  Iste  King.  But  all  weapons  used 
against  him  seemed  of  no  avail  but  that  at 
the  aasasnin.  It  was  at  the  moment  of  new 
honors,  which  ingenuity  appeared  to  hars 
been  exhausted  in  devising,  being  heaped 
upon  bim.  that  the  fatal  blow  was  struck.  An 
unexpected  war  had  arisen  between  France 
and  England.  Divisions  had  taken  place  is 
the  King's  family  as  well  as  in  the  Ooverv- 
ment.     The  Qneen  had  insisted  upon  the  ap- 

E ointment  of  her  own  servants;  this  the 
Jng  refused,  by  Buckingham's  advice.  Ai 
a  punishment  for  her  not  succeeding,  ber 
priests  had  compelled  her  to  walk  to  Tybnrs. 
This  so  provoked  Charles  that  he  diamiaatd 
all  the  foreign  retinue. 

It  may  be  remembered  that  the  Dnke  had 
threatened  once  more  to  return  to  France. 
He  believed  that  the  Queen  was  not  insensible 
to  his  pastion  for  her.  And  this  was  til 
plan  of  carrying  out  bis  design.  The  Gnt 
act  was  a  war  with  France ;  tlie  next,  a  re- 
concitiation  with  the  enemy ;  and  that  be, 
HB  an  ambassador  of  peace  from  England, 
would  plead  his  own  cause  under  moat  ex- 
citing chances  of  victory.  But  before  tlm 
imagined  drama  was  enacted,  the  iissiiwii 
Fehon  had  ttmck  the  fatal  blow.  Seldom 
have  persons,  with  the  blood  of  others  oa 
their  hands,  been,  in  their  former  life,  so  free 
from  the  imputation  even  of  an  abandoned 
life^-upon  the  contrary,  he  was  conndered 
of  a  religious  habit  of  mind.  And  it  is  re- 
lated by  Osbom,-|-  that  he  heard  the  EsH  of 
Pembroke  aver,  that  he  never  saw  piety  and 
valor  more  temperately  mixed  in  ODepersoD. 
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Charles  paid  all  honor  to  his  memory  by 
the  erection  of  a  monument  to  him  in  King 
Henry  YII.'s  chapel.  It  is  of  the  finest  mar- 
ble ;  at  the  four  angles  are  Mars,  Neptune, 
Pallas  and  Bounty,  at  full  lens^th,  all  of  brass, 
and  numerous  other  strange  devices. 

The  following  lines  were  written  under  the 
body  of  Felton,  while  hanging  in  chains, 
and  are  a  suitable  conclusion  to  the  present 
sketch : — 

**  There  uninterrM  suspends  (though  not  to  save 
Surviving  friends  the  expenses  of  a  grave) 
Felton's  dead  eartb,  which  to  itself  mast  be 


His  own  sad  monument,  his  elesy ; 
As  large  as  fame,  but  whether  bad  or  good 
I  say  not — b^  himself  'twas  wrought  in  blood ; 
For  which  his  body  is  entomb'd  in  air, 
ArchM  o'er  with  heaven,  and  ten  thoosand  fair 
And  elorious  diamond  stars,  a  sepulchre 
Which  time  can  never  ruinate,  and  where 
Th'  impartial  worms  (not  being  bribM  to  spare 
Princes  wrapp'd  up  in  marble)  do  not  share 
His  dust,  which  oft  the  charitable  skies 
Embalm  with  tears,  doin?  those  obsequies 
Belonging  unto  men,  while  pitying  fowl 
Contend  to  reach  his  body  to  his  soul.*'  * 

*Harleian  Miscellany,  voL  x.  p.  834. 
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From  the  Eclectic  Reriew. 


LORENZO    BENONI: 


PASSAGES  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  AN  ITALIAN.* 


Ws  can,  without  hesitation,  pronounce 
this  elegant  volume  as  the  fit  clothing  of  a 
work  (^  rare,  unquestionable,  literary  merit 
and  interest.  As  a  specimen  of  English,  the 
style  is  so  uniformly  pure,  terse,  and  idioma- 
tic»  that  it  is  difficult  to  keep  in  mind,  even 
with  the  help  of  the  foreign  manners,  and 
other  indications  of  south  Burope,  which  are 
never  absent,  that  it  is  the  writing  not  of  an 
Anglo-Saxon,  British  or  American,  but  of  an 
Italian.  The  work  certainly  shows  wonder- 
ful mastery  of  a  foreign  speech. 

It  b  difficult  to  say  to  what  class  of  writ- 
ings the  volume  belongs.  It  is  neither  alto- 
gether a  political  memoir,  nor  an  autobiogra- 
phy, nor  a  work  of  fiction  ;  yet  in  part  it  is 
all  these.  The  substance  is  personal  narra- 
tive, running,  in  its  earlier  part,  through  a 
region  with  which  we  are  so  little  familiar, 
as  school  and  college  life  in  Italy ;  and  in  its 
later  periods  through  one  of  those  political 
eras,  in  which  we  have  the  budding,  the 
alow  growth,  and  the  sudden  extinction  of 
an  attempted  revolution,  depicted  with  all 
the  interest  of  personal  adventure,  and  all 
the  truth  of  the  most  faithful  history.    At 


*Zaren»o  Bewmi;  off  Poiiopei  in  the  Life  of 
an  Italian,  Edited  by  a  Fnend.  Edinburgh: 
Constable  and  Co..  London :  Hamilton,  AdMa% 
and  Ca    1868.  8va  ppu  606. 


such  a  time  as  the  present,  when  we  are 
looking  towards  Italy  with  painful  regrets 
and  inextinguishable  hopes  for  one  of  the 
richest,  in  intellectual  gifts  and  cultivation  of 
all  modem  people,  any  work  which  exhibits 
in  detail  the  difficulties  and  dangers  atten- 
dant on  all  those  violent  efforts,  which  are 
at  once  provoked  and  defeated  by  an  intole- 
rable tyranny,  will  meet  with  more  than  or- 
dinary attention. 

Besides  his  personal  history,  which  we 
shall  notice  presently,  the  author  finds  and 
uses  well  the  opportunity  of  giving  very  gra- 
phic sketches  of  the  political,  educational, 
and  religious  aspects  of  the  society  in  which 
it  was  his  lot  to  move ;  and  there  are  about 
these  an  unmistakable  clear  honesty  and 
regard  to  the  modesty  of  truth  which  give 
them  both  force  and  consistency. 

Then,  incidentally,  he  introduces  with  great 
skill,  such  characters  as  his  uncle  the  Canon, 
to  whose  care,  according  to  an  established 
domestic  rule,  he  was  sent  when  seven  years 
old,  who  appears  in  the  first  sentence  of  the 
work. 

**  Every  day,  as  surely  as  the  day  came,  when 
the  clock  struck  eleven,  my  uncle  the  Canon  in- 
variably said  mass,  at  which  I  invariably  officiat- 
ed as  his  assistant.  This  ceremony  haa  long  lost 
the  attraction  of  novelty,  having  been  repeated 
daily  for  two  whole  years ;  and  as,  besides,  ny 
ancle's  mass  was  very  loii^«VL\»  ^vMA!Sm»\s^^K\ 
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that  I  went  throns^h  it  with  a  feeling  of  intense 
ennui.  So,  wiien,  at  a  certain  moment,  after  hav- 
ing helped  the  priestto  the  wine  and  water,  it  was 
my  duty  to  replace  the  sacred  phiald  behind  a  cur- 
Uin  on  the  left  of  the  alUr,  I  never  failed,  by  way 
of  relief,  to  take,  under  cover  of  that  same  car- 
tain,  a  long  pull  at  the  phial  of  wine.  This  was 
only  for  tlie  fun,  as  wine  was  not  with  me  a  fa- 
vorite beverage." 

The  Canon  was  a  weak-miDded,  rather 
good  than  bad  sort  of  man,  about  sixty,  who 
"  had  only  one  distinct  idea  in  his  brain — 
olives  ;  only  one  interest  in  life — olives  ;  only 
one  topic  of  discussion  either  at  honae  or 
abroad  —  olives.  Olives  of  every  size  and 
description— salted  olives,  dried  olives,  pick- 
led olives — encumbered  the  table  at  dinner 
and  supper,  and  no  dish  whs  served  without 
the  seasoning  of  olives."  Thus  steeped  in 
olives,  or  their  produce,  the  worthy  man  was 
possessed  with  the  notion  that  his  presence 
would  put  everything  to  rights ;  and  in  a 
latter  part  of  the  narrative  he  suddenly  ap- 
pears on  the  occasion  of  a  great  family  emer- 
gency, saying  according  to  his  wont,  "I'll 
go  myself;"  when  we  have  him  "swearing 
y  all  the  gods  that  be  would  disinherit  us 
all,  and  reduce  us  to  beggary."  Even  the 
Canon's  houskeeper,    Margherita,   deserves 

notice. 

It  was  while  staying  with  this  uncle,  that 
one  of  Lorenzo's  6r8t  trials  in  life  occurred, 
having  its  origin,  as  he  philosophically  re- 
marks, in  the  circumstance  of  an  old  widow- 
er, a  friend  of  the  Canon^s,  taking  it  into  his 
head  to  marry  again.  On  such  occasions, 
"  it  was  and  siill  is  a  custom  in  these  pnrts, 
that  the  widower  should  gratuitously  enjoy 
a  serenade  of  marrow  bones  and  cleavers." 
The  irresistible  desire  to  Uke  part  in  pro- 
ceedings so  congenial  to  a  base  taste,  and 
contributing  towards  the  noise  by  zealously 
shaking  a  heavy  chain,  brought  serious  con- 
sequences to  Lorenzo,  of  which  the  first  was 
imprisonment  in  a  lone  dark  cell,  prolonged 
day  after  day,  the  young  victim  being  only 
removed  by  night  to  his  bed  ;  and  the  more 
tanUlizing,*^  that  the  cell,  which  had  been  in- 
tended for  a  pantry,  adjoined  the  dining- 
room,  and  he  could  hear  his  uncle  and  Mar- 
fherita's  conversation  about  the  viands  which 
e  was  not  allowed  to  share.  So  early  had 
Lorenzo  become  familiar,  by  experience,  with 
the  terrors  of  imprisonment  in  solitude  and 
darkness,  and  the  more  intolerable  ejinui  by 
which  it  was  attended.  Resolved  at  last  to  ily 
from  bondage,  the  boy  remains  dressed  all 
night,  and  with  the  first  gleam  of  daylight 
itarts  on  his  flight.     After  a  long  day's 


journey,  with  no  food  except  the  grapes 
which  the  kind  villagers  gave  him,  and  a 
night  spent  between  two  stones  in  an  unfin- 
ished church,  his  second  day's  journey  with 
sore  and  swollen  feet  was  cut  short  by  his 
recapture ;  the  Canon  and  Margfaerita  having 
passed  him,  and  being  in  wait  at  a  little  road- 
side inn.  Soon  after  this  exploit,  and  in 
consequence  of  it,  Lorenzo  was  recalled  home, 
to  be  sent  to  school  in  Genoa,  where  bis 
parents  lived. 

Uncle  John,  his  mother's  only  aurvtving 
brother,  is  well  worth  knowing.  At  the 
time  of  Lorenzo's  first  visit  to  him  after 
loavinff  school  (or  college  as  it  is  called)  in 
his  quiet,  cool,  dark,  unfurnished  house  near 
the  Exchange,  though  a  man  of  "  sixty 
years  of  age,  his  hair,  which  he  wore  very 
short,  was  still  black,  slightly  sprinkled  with 
gray,  which  produced  a  bluish  Unt,  very  sin- 
gular, but  soft  and  agref'able  to  the  eye.  I 
found  my  uncle  reading,  and  as  he  bent  over 
his  book,  I  could  not  nelp  being  struck  by 
the  noble  regularity  of  his  profile,  and  the 
pensive  expression  of  his  countenance.  As 
1  found  afterwards,  he  was  a  living  picture 
of  Leonardo  da  Vinci."  One  piece  of  ad- 
vice Lorenzo  got  on  this  occasion,  from  which 
he  seems  to  hare  wisely  profited.  ''Yon 
must  learn  to  condense.  To  condense,  my 
dear  fellow,  is  the  great  secret  of  art."  In 
the  volume  to  which  our  remarks  apply  there 
is  hardly  a  sikperfluous  word  ;  so  thoioughly 
finished  and  artistic  is  the  work. 

Uncle  John  "  had  left  his  country  when 
very  young,  travelled  over  the  world,  and 
realized  a  considerable  fortune  in  commerce. 
At  forty  he  returned,  and  never  lelt  home 
since  ;  bis  turn  of  mind  was  very  original, 
and  his  tone  often  caustic  ;  he  was  very  kind 
to  individuals,  and  very  harsh  towards  man- 
kind at  large,  upon  whom  he  looked  with 
mingled  feelings  of  pity  and  distrust."  (p.  147.) 
He  proved  a  true  friend  to  Lorenzo,  and  al- 
though he  railfd  at  him  and  his  brothers, 
and  at  enthusiastic  young  men  in  general, 
who  would  not  follow  the  advice  of  older 
heads,  yet  he  was  kind,  and  ready  to  help 
them  out  of  the  scrapes  into  which  he"C0iild 
not  prevent  them  falling.  At  thai  era  of 
his  experience,  when  Lorenzo  was  fanatieal 
and  bent  on  a  monastic  life,  having  a  sp^cHl 
longing  for  the  hood  of  a  capucntn,  Und^ 
John,  wisely  deferring  to  the  mood  of  tht 
hour,  only  expressed  his  regret  that  of  all 
orders  that  one  should  have  bis  choice,  being 
so  dirty.  <'  It  is  a  fact,  my  boy,  be  it  from 
humility,  or  carelessness,  be  it  owing  to  their 
woollen  dress,  or  to  their  havhoig  ibeir  clothet 
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in  common,  or  to  their  wearing  no  linen  at 
all,  or  to  all  these  causes  combined,  capu- 
chins are  a  sadly  filthy  set."  Ag^iin,  when 
Lorenzo,  thus  deterred  from  the  capuchins, 
had  a  sudden  romaniic  desire  to  become  a 
missionary  among  the  Chinese,  his  uncle 
humorously,  yet  sensibly,  allayed  his  en- 
thusiasm by  telling  him  that  **  a  man  cannot 
become  qualified  for  an  apostle  in  four  and 
twenty  hours.  You  must  be  pretty  well 
grounded  in  theology  to  convert  Mandarins, 
and  you  cannot  preach  to  them  in  Italian. 
Theology  and  Chinese  are  then  indispensable 
requisites.  But  you  cannot  be  admitted  to 
the  study  of  theology  until  you  have  gone 
through  your  class  of  philosophy.  So  this 
is  the  course  I  advise:  finish  quietly  your 
philosophy,  and  attend  especially  to  logic, 
for  you  will  have  great  need  of  it.  After 
your  philosophy,  if  you  still  persist  in  your 
urdor  for  martyrdom,  why,  you  may  begin 
your  theology  here,  or  if  you  prefer  setting 
to  theology  and  Chinese  at  the  same  time, 
we  may  send  you  to  Rome,  where  there  is 
the  College  de  propaganda  Jide,  established 
precisely  for  such  studies.  Chinese  I  am 
told  is  a  tolerably  complicated  language,  so 
you  must  not  be  in  a  hurry,  my  boy.  Let  me 
see ;  you  are  now  not  quite  fifteen ;  if  you 
receive  martyrdom  at  twenty  it  will  not  be 
too  late,  I  think."     (pp.  163,  164.) 

It  was  a  favorite  maxim  with  Uncle  John, 
by  which  to  meet  the  urgent  denunciations 
either  of  college  grievances  or  more  public 
wrongs,  that  these  are  but  the  fruits  of  the 
tree  ;  that  the  evil  lies  at  the  root.  '  Analyze 
society  and  tell  me  where  you  see  those 
manly  virtues,  that  spirit  of  self-sacrifice, 
which  regenerate  nations.'  In  consistency, 
he  adds,  '  one  must  take  present  evil  with 
patience,  and  give  Time  leisure  to  do  its 
work.  Let  each  in  his  bumble  sphere  try  to 
become  better,  and  render  better  those 
around  him.  There  and  there  only  lies  the 
corner-stone  of  our  future  regeneration.  As 
for  roe,  my  dear  friend,  when,  in  the  first 
shop  into  which  I  may  happen  to  go,  I  am 
only  asked  the  fair  price  or  thereabouts  of 
the  article  I  go  to  buy,  I  shall  consider  my 
country  to  have  made  a  more  important  con- 
quest than  if  it  had  given  itself  all  the  insti- 
tutions of  Sparta  and  of  Athens  into  the 
bargain.'  (p.  226.) 

In  Vaduni,  agam,  we  have  an  instructive 
example  of  the  flattering  allurements  pre- 
sented by  the  exterior  of  monastic  life  to  an 
orphan  youth,  whose  only  relative  is  an  old 
bigoted,  miserly  uncle,  the  moving  springs 
of  whose  life  were  '  an  immoderate  love  of 
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money,  and  an  intense  fear  of  hell ;'  and  who 
proposed  to  reconcile  the  two  by  leaving  his 
fortune  to  the  monastery  to  which  he  had 
destined  his  feeble,  unhappy  nephew.  The 
vain,  hopeless  efforts  of  the  poor  novice  to 
free  himself  from  the  entanglements  which 
were  soon  to  drag  him  under  the  irrevocable 
vow,  are  very  touching. 

Before  adverting  to  the  characters  of  Lo- 
renzo's associates  m  his  dangerous  political 
adventure,  we  must  say  a  few  words  on  two 
episodes,  which  lead  us  into  another  region 
— his  loves.  These  are  both  sufficiently  ro- 
mantic. 

One  fine  moonlight  evening,  his  elder  bro- 
ther Caesar,  in  a  confidential  moment,  disclosed 
to  Lorenzo  that  it  was  his  practice  to  go  to  a 
friend's  house  opposite,  in  which  lived  a 
certain  young  lady,  *  beautiful  as  the  sun ;' 
and  persuaded  Lorenzo  to  accompany  him. 
But  he  could  not  persuade  him  to  look  at 
her;  some  mysterious  fear  kept  his  face 
averted  at  the  auspicious  moment  when  the 
fair  vision  appeared,  and  he  saw  her  for  the 
first  time  thirty  years  later.  That  was  no 
reason  why  he  should  not  be  enamored, 
and  to  his  brother's  great  contentment  Lo- 
renzo became  a  partner  in  the  boyish  affec- 
tion ;  and  after  his  example  tatooed  on  his 
left  arm  the  initial ,  of  the  adored  name — 
'  Emily.'  As  became  them,  they  entertained 
her  with  serenades  (which  the  family  disci- 
pline made  no  easy  matter) ;  the  fir»t  and 
second  time  with  little  success,  but  the  thiid 
evening  with  more  memorable  results ;  the 
desired  appearance  of  a  white  drapery  at  the 
window i)emg  promptly  followed  by  a  shower 
of  water,  'every  drop  of  which,  as  it  fell 
upon  a  new  hat,  pierced'  Lorenzo  '  to  the 
heart.'  •  So  ended  my  first  love  ;  and  truly, 
if  ever  there  was  a  platonic  passion,  it  was 
this  of  mine,  the  object  of  which  I  had  never 
beheld.  I  saw  her  for  the  first  time  thirty 
years  later,  when  the  fair  and  slender  girl  of 
seventeen  had  grown  into  a  plump,  pleasant- 
faced  lady,  with  gray  hair,  who  little  f'Us- 
pected  that  the  bild* headed,  middle-aged 
gentleman  who  then  addressed  her  still  bore 
on  his  left  arm  the  halfefficed  initial  of  her 
name  !* 

We  shall  not  by  an  abridgment  lessen  the 
interest  of  the  second  tale  of  love,  which  U 
undoubtedly  striking  enough,  and  will  afford 
abundant  opportunities  for  admiration  or 
censure.  It  is  no  breach  of  confidence,  how- 
ever,  to  whisper  the  name  of  Lilla  ;  of  which 
our  readers  may  make  what  they  can.  Nor 
are  we  precluded  from  hinting  dv^A*  ^^^J^'^^ 
wants  not.  ^\V  \.Vv^  c^<ia5,^vi>^>ic<i\i.\^\^'^^'^^^^ 
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to  redre  ont  of  this  scheme  without  bdj 
great  lou  of  honor.  '  So  for  want  of  moaej 
we  were  obliged  to  go  without  wings-' 

But  the  leading  sptril  of  the  little  societf 
was  FanlBsio. 

"  He  wts  certainly  the  most  rsscinatine  tittle 
fellow  I  ever  knew.  Fantaelo  was  my  elder  by 
ooe  rear.  He  had  a  finely  shaped  head,  the  fore- 
head epacioui  and  prominent,  and  eyes  black  aa 
jet,  at  timee  darling  lightoing.  His  cooiplexion 
was  a  pale  olive,  and  his  Teatores,  remarkably 
striking  altogether,  were  set,  so  to  speak,  in  a 
profusion  of  flowing  black  hair,  which  he  wore 
rather  long.  The  exprea^ion  of  hn  eoontenance, 
grave  and  almost  severe  was  softened  by  a  smile 
of  great  sweetness,  minjped  with  s  oertajn  shrewd- 
ness, betraying  n  ric)<  comic  vein.  He  spoke 
well  and  fluently,  and  when  warmed  upon  a  sub- 
ject, there  was  a  fascinating  power  in  his  eyes, 
his  gestures,  bis  voice,  his  whole  bearing,  that 
was  quite  irresistible.  His  life  was  one  of  retire* 
ment  and  atudy ;  the  amnsementa  common  with 
yonng  men  or  his  age  had  no  sttrictinn  for  him. 
His  library,  his  cigar,  his  coffee;  some  occssional 
wslks, rarely  in  the  day>time,  and  always  in  etAU 
tary  places,  more  frequently  in  the  evening  and 
bv  moonlight, — such  were  liis  only  plessnres. 
His  morals  were  irreproschsblc  ;  his  conversation 
was  always  chaste.  If  any  of  the  young  com- 
panions he  gathered  round  him  occasionally 
indulged  in  some  wanton  Jest,  or  expression  of 
double  meaning,  FanUslo.— God  bless  him! — 
would  put  an  immediate  atop  to  it  by  some  om 
word,  which  never  failed  of  its  eRect.  Such  was 
the  influence  that  the  purity  of  bis  life  and  bis 
incontestable  superiority  gave  to  him. 

"Fantanio  was  well  versed  in  history,  and  in 
the  literature  not  only  of  his  own  hot  of  foreign 
counlries.  Khfkepcare,  Byron,  Goeihe,  Schiller, 
were  as  familiar  to  him  as  Dame  and  AIGeri. 
Spare  and  thin  in  body,  he  had  an  indefatigably 
active  mind;  he  wrote  much  and  well,  both  in 

Crnse  and  verse,  and  there  was  hardly  a  subject 
e  had  not  attempted — historical  essays,  literary 
criticisms,  tragedies,  &,c.,  &c.  A  passionate 
lever  of  liberty  under  every  shape,  there  breathed 
In  his  fiery  soul  an  indomilatrie  spirit  of  revolt 
against  tyrsnny  and  oppression  of  every  sort. 
Kind,  feeling,  generous,  never  did  he  refiisea^ 
viseor  service,  and  his  library,  amply  furnished, 
as  well  as  hie  well-tilled  purse,  were  always  at 
the  command  cf  his  friends.  Perhaps  he  was  ra- 
of  displaying  the  brilliancy  of  his  dit- 


recon cilia  Lion,  a  rival,  a  duel, 
have  not  the  author's  own  word  for  it,  we 
incline  to  the  belief  that  this  part  of  the 
story  cannot  be  held  as  a  transcript  of  pnro 
fact  and  experience,  but  has  been  artfully 
introduced  into  the  narrative  as  the  fitting 
complemeDt  of  a  personal  history  which 
would  not  consent  to  reveal  itself  in  reference 
to  such  sacred  relatione.  However  that  be, 
the  slory  of  Lilla  is  full  of  life  and  thrilling 
interest. 

Before  speaking  of  bis  elder  brother  Ciesar, 
who  exerted  so  great  an  influence  on  Lorenzo 
as  to  determine  his  vocation  in  life,  in  a  few 
words  we  muBt  describe  iheir  parents.  Their 
father  is  represented  as  stiff,  cold,  and  distant 
towards  his  children,  discouraging  or  repel- 
ling any  approaches  to  faniiliariLy  or  confi- 
dence, and  when  anything  went  wrong 
breaking  ont  into  violent  fits  of  psssion,  the 
consequences  of  which  were  often  serious 
and  lAsling.  Abroad  he  bad  the  character 
of  being  a  pleasant,  cheerful,  intelligent 
companion  ;  but  at  home  seems  to  have  been 
most  unamiable.  As  was  lo  be  expected, 
the  world's  rending  of  the  riddle  was,  that 
the  worthy  man  was  cnrsed  with  very  undu- 
tiful  children,  and  was  therefore  much  to  be 
pitied.  Their  mother,  on  the  other  hand, 
exhibited  amid  many  trials,  all  that  is  most 
beautiful,  Vind  and  womanly  ;  she  was  ever 
patient,  meek,  gentle.  Bud  loving,  doing  what 
she  could  lo  allay  the  storms  which  she  wss 
unable  to  avert.  'Let  me  say  it  with  filial 
pride,  my  mother's  character  was  no  common 
one.  Its  distinguishing  feature  was  a  piety 
HO  true,  so  renl,  so  humble,  that  she  scarcely 
linew  herself  to  be  pious.  Hers  was  a  spirit 
that  never  flinched  before  dnily  self-sacrifice. 
Such  a  woman,  after  the  first  outburst  of 
agony,  would  know  how  to  control  the  evi- 
dences of  the  emotions  of  a  heart  as  tender 
as  ever  beat  in  woman's  breast ;  nod  so 
indeed  she  did.'     (p.  422.) 

Like  Lorenzo,  Csaiar  was  adventurous, 
romnntic,  and  deeply  pHsaionate,  and  when 
Lorenxo  returned  home  from  school,  a  very 
close  nnd  earnest  friendship  sprang  up  be- 
tween them.  They  read,  they  talked,  they 
lived  in  fairy-land  together,  makiog  actual 
quest  of  the  wonderful  hidden  treasures  dis- 
closed in  the  '  Arabian  Nights.'  Nay,  the 
'  Adventures  of  a  Flying  Man'  suggested  to 
Caisar  the  bright  idea  of  making  wings  ;  but 
the  timely  loss  of  the  hoarded  coins,  which 
were  the  only  means  of  purchasing  the  oiled 
silk  which  was  found  absolutely  necessary  to 
the  success  of  the  adventure,  enabled  them 


maintaining 


etrtnge     paradoiet. 


usegersLcd ;  but,  ti 
Dbfe  lad."— pp.  18i 


iress ;  and  his  horror  of 
ipparent   shirt-collars   was   certainly   some  what 
but,  tshe  him  all  in  all,  he  was  s 
I89>90. 

Gifted  with  intense  feeling,  oullivation, 
refinement,  intelligence,  activity,  political 
aptness,  or  ready  practical  power  of  putting 
into  sbnpe  and  eSective  aoiion  the  machinery 
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at  his  command ;  bold,  trae,  generous,  noble- 
minded — sneb  are  the  sort  of  qoalities  here 
ascribed  to  Fantasio.  If  they  lead  any  of 
our  readers  to  think  of  Mazzini,  perhaps  they 
will  not  be  far  from  the  truth ;  for  in  such 
terms  do  his  friends  speak  of  that  remark- 
able man,  here  suffering  exile,  with  so  many 
of  the  best  of  his  countrymen,  for  the  good 
cause  of  freedom,  and  regarded  on  all  hands 
as  the  head  of  the  republican  movement  in 
Italy,  now,  with  their  lonff  experience  of 
constitutions  abandoned  with  shameless  per- 
jury, the  only  hope  of  the  liberal  party.  It 
is  curious  to  observe,  that  it  was  one  of  those 
licensed  military  insults,  committed,  in  this 
instance,  against  one  of  Lorenzo's  fellow 
students,  which  have  been  lately  extended 
to  some  of  our  own  countrymen  in  Italy, 
which  first  brought  Lorenzo  and  his  brother 
into  acquaiataiAe  with  Fantasio,  whose  cor- 
dial reception,  and  ready  co- operation  with  a 
view  to  redress,  was  the  beginning  of  a  deep, 
enduring  friendship.  On  the  same  occasion, 
Lorenzo  first  became  known  to  the  police  as 
a  roan  suspected  of  love  of  justice  and  inde- 
pendence, when  he  appeared  as  one  of  a 
deputation  to  the  authorities  to  complain  of 
the  wrong  which  he  had  witnessed.  It  is 
needless  to  add,  that  they  got  no  redress ; 
but  were  told  by  the  director  of  police, 
"  that  they  might  thank  his  moderation 
first,  and,  secondly,  the  respectability  of 
their  families,  that  be  had  had  us  summoned 
before  him,  instead  of  sending  us  straight  to 
prison,"  a  threat  with  which  he  put  down 
all  attempts  at  remonstrance.  "  Four  and 
twenty  years  later,  when  things  had  fortu- 
nately changed  for  the  better  in  Piedmont, 
one  of  my  friends  employed  at  the  police 
communicated  to  me  a  secret  note,  entered 
upon  their  official  books,  and  bearing  the 
date  of  the  day  on  which  I  had  thus  ap- 
peared before  the  director.  The  note  runs 
thus  : — '  Lorenzo  Benoni,  hot-headed,  ta- 
lented, romantic,  reserved,  to  be  looked  af- 
ter.' I  suppose  that  my  two  colleagues 
each  got  a  little  memorandum  of  the  same 
kind  for  their  share." 

One  other  of  the  conspirators  may  be  just 
named ;  Vittorio,  a  young  artillery  officer 
"of  two  and  twenty,  strikingly  handsome. 
No  man  ever  realized  in  my  eyes  as  he  did 
the  type  of  a  hero,  both  in  body  and  in 
mind." 

Such  were  the  principal  associates  with 
Lorenzo  Benoni,  in  the  well-devised,  per- 
haps, yet  futile,  and,  in  its  results,  to  mot»t 
of  the  conspirators,  disastrous  revolution. 
We  shall  now  revert  for  a  little  to  bk  early 


history,  and  show  what  sort  of  preparaUon 
had,  during  his  younger  years,  laid  the 
foundations  of  the  character  which  after- 
wards appears  in  its  maturity. 

We  have  already  bad  one  glimpse  of  his 
boyhood,  disclosing  premature  familiarity 
with  unkindness  and  wrong,  during  his  resi- 
dence with  his  uncle  the  Canon.  During  his 
last  year  at  school,  which  is  narrated  in  most 
interesting  detail,  we  find  his  life  made  miser- 
able (like  that  of  many  a  sensitive  and  noble 
youth)  by  the  heartless  tyranny  of  Anas* 
tasius,  who,  with  the  support  of  a  couple  of 
"  tall,  strong,  and  stupid "  executioners, 
domineered  ruthlessly  over  the  boys  of  his 
division ;  robbing  them  with  one  hand,  and 
with  the  other  repressing  all  attempts  at  re- 
sistance,^ and  thus  well  illustrating  the  man- 
ner of  a  government  of  brute  force,  with 
which  they  were,  later  in  life,  to  become 
more  familiar.  Tyranny,  like  every  other 
evil  thing,  can  only  live  by  being  associated 
with  some  influence  better  than  itself.  So 
here,  the  wicked  courses  of  Anastasius  un- 
happily had  the  sanction  and  support  of  the 
handsome,  rich,  and  generous  Prince  d'Ur- 
bino,  "  whose  naturally  good  disposition  had 
been  spoiled  by  the  cringing  partiality  of  the 
superiors  and  the  insinuations  of  flatterers, 
who  are  no  less  plentiful  at  school  than  in 
the  world." 

The  opposition  to  this  well-QStablbhed 
despotism  was  at  first  represented  only  by 
Lorenzo  and  his  dear  young  friend  Alfred. 
Thus  he  writes  of  himself: — 

"  At  thirteen,  I  was  already  more  grave  and 
thoughtful  than  roost  boys  of  that  af;e.  This 
dispcsiMon,  scarcely  natural  to  one  so  younff, 
arose  from  an  extreme  and  somewhat  morbid 
sensitiveness,  which  early  brought  me  acquainted 
with  Huffering.  The  slightest  thing  affected  me 
deeply — a  failure  in  my  class,  a  harsh  word  from 
a  professor,  a  quarrel  with  a  schoolfellow,  would 
cause  ine  a  paniiionate  flood  of  tears  and  violent 
palpitations  of  the  heart,  and  deprive  me  of  sleep 
and  appetite.  The  consciousness  of  this  morbid- 
ly sensitive  disposition  rendered  me  a  peaceful 
being,  rather  indolent,  carefully  avoiding  noise 
and  bustle,  and  loving  quiet  above  all  things." 

Thus  unwilling  to  encounter  the  anxiety 
and  efforts  implied  in  a  struggle  with  this 
system  of  wA>ng,  to  which  raorts  he  was 
yet  continually  impelled  by  the  voice  of  his 
better  genius,  an  incident  so  insignificant  as 
the  violent  death  of  a  sparrow  determined 
Lorenzo's  course,  and  set  m  motion  the  ener- 
gies which  achieved  the  utter  overthrow  and 
severe  chastisement  of  the  tyrant,  and  estab- 
lished a  fully  ap^lntftd  t«<^>^!^^^fC^^^ 


538 


LOBXNZO  BSNONI;  OB,  PASSAGES  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  AH  IXALEAV.  [Aug^ 


ioaugarated  with  great  solemnitj.  In  the 
forethought,  preparation,  anxious  search  for 
trustworthy  associates,  gradual  disclosure  of 
the  purpose,  impatient  waiting  for  the  right 
opportunity  of  striking  the  final  hlow,  and  in 
the  result  of  all  these,  which  is  recorded  in 
these  pages,  we  have  among  boys  the  el- 
ements and  mode  of  a  more  serious  revolu- 
tion among  men.  The  same  intense  hatred 
of  injustice  and  love  of  liberty  as  the  springs, 
reluctance  to  enter  into  the  quarrel,  but,  be- 
ing in  it,  a  firm  resiolve  so  to  conduct  himself 
that  the  offender  may  beware  of  him ;  wise 
foresight  of  the  requisite  means,  power  of 
attaching  important  allies  (for,  after  a  double 
combat,  first  in  poetry,  then  in  personal 
prowess,  even  the  Prince  was  brought  over 
to  the  side  of  the  patriots),  of  biding  the 
time,  of  snatching  the  opportunity  by  well- 
considered  sudden  effective  action.  The 
manner  in  which  the  whole  plot  is  con- 
ceived, disclosed,  and  put  in  execution,  is 
told  with  great  art ;  and  one  becomes  quite 
absorbed  in  the  interest  of  the  struggle. 

It  suggests  how  important  a  part  m  politi- 
cal education  may  be  contiibuted  by  the 
free,  manly  system  of  our  public  schools; 
what  lessons  of  practical  wisdom  and  of  the 
necessity  and  means  of  combination  may  be 
there  acquired,  of  which  valuable  fruits  are 
reaped  in  manhood.  If,  even  in  such  a 
school  as  the  Royal  College  of  Genoa,  the 
whole  plan  of  which  was  devised  to  repress 
independence,  and  promote  obsequious- 
ness in  the  pupils,  Lorenzo  was  able  to  get 
SQch  lessons  in  political  life,  how  much  more 
must  these  be  learned  at  Eton,  Ruirby,  or 
Harrow ! 

"  The  Royal  College  was  under  the  direction 
of  the  Reverend  Somaschi  Fathers,  one  of  the 
monastic  orders  devoted  by  their  institation  to  the 
education  of  youth,  and  was  governed  according 
to  the  following  hierarchy : — 

*•  A  Father  Rettore,  sovereign  power,  without 
control  or  appeal,  Czar  and  Pope  in  one.  A 
father  Vice-Rettore — locum  tenens  of  the  first  in 
case  of  absence  or  illness. 

**  A  Father  Ministro^tbe  real  executive  power, 
everywhere  present,  and  meddling  with  every- 
thing. 

**  Last  of  all,  the  Prefetti,  or  Superintendents. 
A  prefetto  was  placed  over  each  division,  and 
never  left  it  niffht  or  day.  At  table,  in  the  school- 
room, at  church,  in  the  playground,  the  inevitable 
prefetto  was  ever  there,  ever  everywhere.  During 
the  night,  from  his  bed,  placed  at  the  upper  end 
of  the  dormitory,  he  commanded  the  whole  room 
at  a  clance,  and  watched  that  silence  and  order 
should  not  be  broken. 

**  I  mast  add,  that  the  irksome  and  enslaving 
dnties  of  prefetto  were  so  ill  remunerated,  that 


none  but  a  starveling  of  the  lowest  order  of 
priesthood  would  have  accepted  the  positioo. 
They  were  generally  men  without  cultivation  or 
instruction  of  any  kind,  and  pretty  well  justified 
our  school  expression,  that  their  tonsure  was  ta- 
ken as  a  ticket  of  exemption  from  the  plough  or 
the  conscription. 

**  In  this  establishment  I  was  an  inmate  for  five 
long  years,  of  which  God  forbid  that  it  should  be 
my  intention  to  give  any  detailed  account.  The 
two  first  mav  be  thus  summed  up, — much  misery 
of  body  and  mind,  chilblains,  blows,  an  angry, 
ugly  face,  requiring  some  impossible  task,  and 
frowning  and  scoldmg  to  my  mfinite  terror,  and 
a  lovely,  sweet  face  smiling  on  me  every  Thurs- 
day (the  day  for  visitors),  and,  to  my  infinite  com- 
fort, whispering  words  of  tenderness  and  of  en- 
couragement. 

^  As  easily  and  summarily  may  the  next  two 
years  be  disposed  of,  by  saying  that  nuitters  went 
on  mending  slowly  but  steadily ;  that  the  tasks 
given  me  t^came  by  degrees  less  impossible,  then 
easy  enough,  then  very  easy;  fiien  I  made  a 
friend,  and  grew,  in  course  of  time,  into  a  person 
of  some  consequence  in  our  little  community. 
The  fifth  and  last  year  alone  remains,  on  which 
I  beg  leave  to  expatiate  a  little  more  at  length.'* — 
pp.  16,  17. 

It  was  during  this  last  year  that  the  oc- 
currences took  place  which  we  have  already 
noticed.  Nor  must  we  omit  to  mention  the 
occasion  of  Lorenzo's  second  imprisonment. 
Mysteriously  summoned  one  day  before  the 
Father  Rettore,  a  book  was  produced,  which 
had  been  found  in  Lorenzo's  desk,  and  very 
solemnly  shown  to  him,  with  a  copy  of  the 
**  Index  Expurgatorius,"  the  old  priest's 
trembling  finger  pointing  to  the  title — 
Milton's  *'  Paradise  Lost."  To  prison,  there- 
fore, Lorenzo  was  sent. 

Leaving  the  Royal  College  triply  crowned 
with  laurels,  and  burdened  with  praises  and 
more  substantial  prizes,  Lorenzo,  destined  to 
the  study  of  the  law,  entered  the  Seminary 
(the  name  given  to  an  establibhment  for  the 
education  more  particularly  of  young  people 
destined  to  the  Church)  to  complete  the  re- 
quisite two  years'  attendance  on  the  class  of 
Philosophy. 

After  the  insurrection  which  broke  out  in 
the  Sardinian  States,  in  1821,  and  the  pro- 
clamation of  a  constitution,  Austria  had  in- 
tervened, as  usual,  and  had  restored  pure 
and  entire  despotism.  The  youth  in  the  uni- 
versity hud  been  among  the  foremost  in  this 
revolution,  and  in  consequence  the  Universi- 
ties of  Turin  and  Genoa  were  closed.  When 
they  were  re-opened,  so  numerous  were  the 
applications  for  admission,  that  the  govern- 
ment in  its  fright  (and  in  order  to  prevent 
the  students  meeting  freely)  appointed  the 
Lectures  to  be  given, ^not  in  the  University, 
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but  in  the  respective  houses  of  the  profes- 
sors. When  the  extreme  smallness  of  some 
of  these  is  added  to  the  more  obvious  con- 
siderationsy  the  absurdity  of  such  an  arrange- 
ment is  apparent.  Farther,  the  admission 
of  students  was  clogged  with  such  condi- 
tions as  to  form  'an  insuperable  bar  to  large 
classes  of  citizens,  who  were  thus  necessari- 
ly excluded  from  the  liberal  professions. 
While  our  own  government  are  anxiously 
considering  what  they  can  do  to  facilitate 
education,  both  in  primary  schools  and  in 
the  universities,  it  is  not  a  little  instructive 
to  observe  a  paternal  government  working  in 
the  contrary  direction,  and  studying  how 
much  can  be  done  to  discourage  the  attend* 
ance  of  pupils  at  the  universities.  The  de- 
tails on  this  subject  contained  in  the  vol- 
ume under  consiaeration  cannot  be  here  re- 
peated ;  but,  as  an  indication  of  their  extent 
and  nature,  it  may  be  mentioned  that  every 
applicant  for  admission  had  to  produce  not 
fewer  than  nine  certificates,  four  of  them 
from  his  parish  priest,  attesting  that  the 
bearer  had  reffularlv  attended  at  church,  at 
confession,  and  particularly  on  all  festivals. 
Last  of  all  was  required,  from  the  acting 
commissioner  of  public  instruction,  his  admit- 
tatur,  which  was  good  for  three  months 
only ;  when  an  application  for  its  renewal  was 
necessary,  and  further  certificates  must  be 
obtained.  **  Students  must  be  kept  down," 
was  the  consecrated  phrase,  which  justified 
all  kinds  of  indignity. 

In  the  clever  picture  of  M.  Merlini,  who 
somehow  was  always  the  acting  commission- 
er when  Lorenzo  had  to  apply  in  that  quar- 
ter, we  have  an  apt  illustration  of  the  sort  of 
annoyances  to  which  students  were  ex- 
posed. The  tendency  and  purpose  of  the 
system  may  be  stated  in  the  author's  words. 
'*The  aim  was  to  form  machines,  not  men. 
The  University  was  like  a  huge  press,  des- 
tined to  squeeze  out  of  the  rising  generation 
all  independence  of  spirit,  all  dignity,  all 
self-respect ;  and  when  1  pass  in  review  the 
noble  characters,  which,  nevertheless,  have 
escaped  from  this  bed  of  Procrustes,  I  can- 
not help  thinking  with  pride  what  strong 
moral  elements  our  much-slighted  Italian 
nature  must  possess,  to  come  forth  pure  and 
vigorous  from  such  a  deleterious  atmo- 
sphere." (p.  180.) 

Notwithstanding  a  year's  rustication,  to 
which  Lorenzo  was  unjustly  subjected  on  the 
ground  of  disorderly  behavior,  and  even  in- 
subordination at  the  church  service,  which, 
after  the  university  ha((  been  opened,  was 
fompulsory  on  all  studei^^  although  on  that 


particular  day  he  had  been  playing  truant  ; 
by  the  help  of  a  very  ingenious  mode  of  flat- 
tering the  professors,  which  he  tells  us  none 
of  them  could  resist,  but  which  we  shall  not 
tempt  any  of  our  readers  to  copy  by  trans- 
ferring his  account  of  it  into  our  pages,  Lo- 
renzo obtained  all  the  necessary  certificates 
and  completed  his  courses  with  credit ;  be- 
coming a  lawyer,  while  his  brother  Csssar 
became  a  doctor ;  but,  so  far  as  we  hear,  the 
lawyer  had  never  any  clients,  nor  the  doctor 
any  patients.  For,  alas!  their  career  was  to 
be  suddenly  and  prematurely  closed.  One 
day  Fantasio  disclosed  to  the  brothers  that 
he  had  at  last  discovered  the  means  of  their 
country's  deliverance,  which  had  been  the 
constant  theme  of  their  confidential  and  fa- 
miliar conversation,  ever  since  injustice  and 
oppression  had  begotten  in  them  the  spirit  of 
revolt.  The  history  of  the  Greek  Revolution 
told  of  the  beginnings  and  successful  estab- 
lishment of  a  secret  association  called  Hetai- 
reia ;  which,  founded  by  three  obscure  young 
men,  had  spread  rapidly  to  all  points  of  the 
territory,  and  made  its  way  to  all  classes. 
Such  an  association  it  was  resolved  to  found 
for  Italy.  Already  there  had  been  a  secret 
society  which  originated  in  the  Neapolitan 
States,  the  members  of  which  were  known  as 
Carbonari ;  and  this  institution  to  some  ex- 
tent interfered  with  their  project.  Into  all 
the  complications  of  tlie  conspiracy  we  can- 
not enter.  Its  history  is  well  told,  and  full 
of  interest.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  among  its 
members,  had  come  to  be  numbers  in  all  parts 
of  the  country,  of  all  classes,  and  of  every 
age.  Once  and  again  it  was  thought  the 
time  had  come  when  the  final  blow  was  to  be 
struck  at  tyranny,  and  a  republic  established. 
It  was  not  yet  to  be.  Accident  and  the 
faithlessness  of  a  prisoner  disclosed  a  little ; 
false  promises,  tortures,  forged  depositions — 
the  ordinary  means  employed  in  such  cases 
by  the  government— disclosed  more ;  and  one 
night,  towards  twelve  o'clock,  there  was  a 
violent  ringing  at  the  door,  a  body  of  carabi- 
neers entered,  and  Caesar  was  arrested  and 
committed  to  prison ;  from  which  he  never 
came  out  alive,  or  only  came  out  to  die ;  for 
a  mystery  hangs  over  his  fate.  Fantasio  had 
been  out  of  the  country  some  time  before, 
although  still  in  constant  correspondence 
with  his  friends  in  Genoa.  Preliminary  in- 
vestigations took  place,  resulting  in  the  con- 
clusion that  there  were  not  sufficient  grounds 
for  a  trial ;  and  without  any  trial  he  waa 
sentenced  to  banishment.  Many  others  had 
been  arrested,  especially  in  the  army,  where 
the  conspiracy  had  widely  extended.    F 
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on  all  Um  Doblc  lint  tiiat  havQ  fallsn  ia  tha 
struggle,  ftod  the  biUer  Borrows  poared  oat 
for  tuTvivon,  let  ns  aerer  seue  to  cbwr  on 
thooe  to  whoM  hands  tbo  good  work  may  be 
OommitUd  of  cloaniii^  tbe  Augenn  ■table, 
and  setting  ap  a  oeir,  better,  because  rigbto- 
ona,  order 'in  Italy. 

Lorensoetoaped.  By  a  fortunate  aemleat 
the  name  of  a  brother  (also  a  lawyer)  was 
substituted  in  the  warraat  oi  committal  &»■ 
that  of  Lorenio ;  and  net  being  involved  in 
tbe  conspinioy  he  qwatly  went  to  prison, 
while  tbe  other  left  the  eountry.  After  ter- 
rible sufferings  and  atranga  eaoapes,  lold  with 
much  power  and  truth,  be  reached  Franee, 
and  found  hinuelf  an  exile,  bat  in  Fantauo's 

There  we  must  levre  bun;  having  no  right 
to  lift  the  veil  with  wUeh  he  has  seen  Gt  to 
cover  an  honored  name.  Tbe  historical  ve> 
racity  of  the  book  is  quite  unimpeachable; 
aad  the  intervat  of  the  narrative  is  admirably 
sustained.  It  is  very  seldom  one  meets  wiu 
a  volume  to  be  so  cordially  recommended  to 
tbe  perusal  of  old  and  young.  Wise,  vlrttt- 
ous,  noble ;  cultivated,  refined,  matured  by 
sorrow*,  is  tbe  miod  which  gave  it  birth.  Let 
it  go  forth  to  amuse,  to  teach,  to  warn,  to 
encourage,  to  comfort;  in  all  ways  to  do 

If  it  help  any  of  tbe  young  whom  it  intor- 
ests  to  enter  with  sympathy  into  the  boyhood 
of  another  people,  differing  greatly  in  habits, 
education,  subjectioo  to  tbe  power  of  impulse 
and  passioD,  yet  showing  everywhere  tbe 
oneness  of  our  humanity ;  if  it  teach  ruleis 
that  their  unfaithfulness,  iojustiee,  selfish  dis- 
regard of  the  true  generous  longings  of  bet- 
ter men,  are  tbe  prolific  roots  of  revolntioa, 
or,  on  the  other  band,  warn  any  of  those  im- 
petuous, but  too  often  rash,  undistHpIined 
spirits,  who  look  more  to  auch  fiery  tempests 
than  to  tbe  constant  force  of  truth,  patieaee, 
goodness,  to  achieve  tbe  desired  deliveroase 
for  themselves  and  their  connlfy;  if  it  en- 
courage any  faithful,  devoted  laborers  to  per- 
severe in  a  work  which  demands  so  much 
time,  constancy,  wisdom ;  if  it  have  a  word  of 
comfort  for  any  of  the  sufferers  who  are  even 
now  draining  the  bitter  cup — whispering  to 
them  that  it  may  be  over  these  many  bodiea 
of  the  fallen  thai  freedom  is  ere  long  to  march 
to  victory  and  possession  ;  if  it  have  a  lesson 
for  any  of  these,  the  story  of  Lorenio  Beooni 
will  not  have  been  written  in  vain. 


while  the  sssooistion  held  together ;  but,  dis- 
trnst,  discouragement,  terror,  destroyed  its 
efficiency. 

■*  AIss !  we  had  done  to  the  best  of  oar  powers 
M  guide  tbe  vessel  into  a  mfe  port;  bat  it  was 
ntherwiie  ordained,  tbe  vessel  was  sinkinK  fut. 
Whit  more  conid  we  do  than  sinkalong  with  it  I 
This  we  conceived  to  be  our  duly,  and  we  stack 
to  it.  Oh !  what  days  of  intense  hkodv  were 
those !  I  cannot  think  of  tbeni  without  shndder- 
ing.evpn  now.  How  often  did  I  envy  the  ftite  of 
Ctesar '.  How  often  at  night  when  I  laid  me  down, 
weary  and  despairing,  did  I  hope,  earoesttf  hope, 
that  the  carabineers  would  come  for  me,  and  end 
my  misery ! 

"  I  have  said  above,  that  the  rumors  of  revela- 
liona  made  by  some  of  the  prisoners  were  well 
founded.  Alas!  it  was  but  too  true;  some  of  our 
friends  had  not  been  proof  against  the  toiturei  in- 
fljeled  upon  ihem.  Honor  to  those  who  were 
enabled  to  resiai .'  but  let  us  not  be  too  severe  on 
those  who  yielded. 

"  I  shall  borrow  some  details  illastrative  of  this 
subject  froni  a  work  already  cited.* 

"The  unhappy  priaoners  were  Byst»natica1ly 
weakened  by  insufficient  and  nnhealthy  food. 
They  were  startled  from  their  sleep  at  night  by 
appalling  and  lugubrious  sounds,  voices  called  out 
onder  their  wiiMows,  *  One  of  jour  companions 
hai   been  shot  to-day,  and  to-morrow  it  will  be 

your  turn.' Sometimea  two  friends 

were  plnced  in  coniiguons  cells,  and  permitted  to 
communicate  with  one  another.  Several  days 
wouldeUpae,durin(f  which  certain  ill-boding  hints 
would  be  dropped  to  the  one  whom  it  was  wished 
to  Impress,  concerning  the  impending  Tats  of  his 
frienJ  and  Tel  low- prisoner.  Shortly  afterwaTds, 
the  door  of  the  neighboring  cell  would  be  noisily 
peoed,  a  sound  ofsleps  would  be  heard,  followed  by 
a  death-like  sileace,Hnd  presently  a  di8ch«.rgeuf 
mnskelryinthecouTtof  the  prison!  By  such  means 
was  it  tluit  avowals  or  revelations,  often  false,  were 
eitorted." — pp.  410, 16. 

What  a  picture  does  this  volume  present 
of  the  political  state  of  tbe  country.  What 
Piedmont  then  was,  all  the  rest  of  Italy  is 
now.  Personal  liberty  disregarded,  corre- 
spondence violated,  justice  corrupted,  the 
press  silenced,  falsehood  established,  the  base 
accounted  honorable,  animosities  encouraged ; 
in  the  pregnant  words  of  Mr.  Otadstcne,  "the 
government  had  set  up  as  a  system  tbe  ne- 
gation of  Ood." 

We  know  that  judgment  awaits  it;  and 
while  we  cannot,  without  deepest  pain,  reflect 


■  Storia  del  Piamonte,  di  A.  BrofferuL 
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Why  there  should  ever  have  been  any  prose 
in  Oermany  after  the  hakyon  days  of  chiv- 
alry, of  the  courtly  and  minne-poetry^  is  a 
question  best  solved  by  looking  luiefly  at  the 
character  of  that  poetry.  If  we  oblige  the 
chronological  reader  with  a  de6nite  date,  and 
take  the  twelfth  century,  with  the  early  part 
of  the  thirteenth  as  its  era,  we  find  its  pro- 
ductions consisting  chiefly  in  epic  or  narrative 
poems,  embracing  every  variety  of  legend, 
and  displaying  equal  diversity  in  the  mode 
of  treatment. 

The  different  character  and  acquirements 
of  each  poet  are  clearly  traceable.    No  one 
could   attribute  the  poem   of   Triitan  and 
J90U  to  the  author  of  Parzival,  nor  Lam- 
precht's    Alexander    to   Walther  von    der 
Vogelweide.     In  Gottfried's  Tristan  there  is 
no  wearisome  entanglement  of  tournaments 
and   adventures,  no   crowd    of   mushroom 
knights  intruding  themselves  into  every  con- 
ceivable comer  of  the  story  without  eiciting 
our  smallest  interest ;  there  is  little  to  dis- 
tract the  attention  from  the  hero  ftnd  heroine 
of  the  old   Celtic  legend.     We  have   the 
history  of  their  love  in  graceful  and  passion- 
ate language,  with   fresh,  pleasant  images, 
and  feel  it  to  be  the  very  soul  of  the  gay 
life-loving  poet  infused  into  the  tale  of  other 
days.     As  a  thorough  man  of  the  world, 
ever  eager  after  the  pleasure  it  affords,  Gott- 
fried von  Strasburg  presents  a  most  striking 
contrast  to  his  great  contemporary  Wolfram, 
whom  he  somewhat  compassionately  desig- 
nates an  **  inventor  of  strange  wild  tales." 
Wolfram  also  put  a  new  life  into  the  old 
Celtic  and  Asiatic  legends;  but  it  was  a  life 
more  lofty,  more  vigorous ;  his  grave  con- 
templative mind  found  a  spring  of  action 
deeper  than  the  feelings,  a  standard  of  the 
evil  and  the  good,  higher  than  the  selfish 
one  of  present  pain  or  pleasure,  and  a  no- 
bility and  viffor  t>(  soul  arising  from  a  well- 
fought    battle  against    the  enticements  of 
present  gratification,  which   then,  as  now, 
seduced  many  weak  and  many  accounted 
-^■~^~~— ~"^^— "^— — ^— ^^^— ^— — "^— — ^— ^—i ^— — — ^— . 
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strong.  It  is  with  the  hand  of  a  master 
that  Gottfried  represents  the  terrible  force 
of  passion  in  Tristan,  the  all-absorbing,  self- 
forgetting  love  of  Isolt — beneath  the  clear 
limpid  style,  bearing  you  along  with  such 
unconscious  grace,  that  you  feel  the  strength 
and  magic  of  rare  crenius.  And  with  no  in- 
ferior skill  does  Wolfram  draw  his  busy  pic- 
tures of  the  day,  and  rouse  your  interest  for 
hero  and  for  heroine,  but  his  great  power 
lies  in  the  masterly  presentation  and  working 
out  of  thought,  rather  than  of  feeling. 
Throughout  his  poem  of  Parzival,  we  are 
often  suddenly  surprised  by  thoughts  of 
great  depth  and  beauty,  dropped  by  the 
way,  and  apart  from  the  one  great  idea  of 
the  poem,  which  indeed  almost  places  it 
above  comparison  with  any  contemporary 
work.  It  b  rather  a  puzzling  question  what 
Gottfried  would  have  made  of  Parzival,  and 
Wolfram  have  made  of  Tristan,  The  school 
of  Gottfried  in  course  of  time  exchanged 
their  luxurious  and  secular  character  for  a 
didactic  one,  and  chose  sacred  legends  |fi 
their  subjects;  the  imitators  of  Wolfram 
directed  their  labors  to  historic  poems. 

One  more  of  these  narrative  poems,  which 
we  may  just  notice,  is  the  Iree  and  Iwein  of 
Hartmann  von  der  Aue,  belonging  to  the 
same  Celtic  cycle  of  tradition.  The/recwas 
a  youthful    production,  containing    a  very 

?lain  unvarnished  heap  of  adventures ;  the 
wein  was  composed  ten  years  later,  at  least 
before  the  year  1204,  and  here  again  it  is 
the  individuality  of  the  poet,  dbcernible  in 
the  mode  of  description,  in  the  lively  dia- 
logue, and  the  grave  warning  which  arrests 
our  attention,  and  charms  us  beyond  the 
story  itself.  This  subjectivity  of  the  poet, 
at  once  so  characteristic  of  this  period,  and 
so  fatal  to  its  poetry,  is  yet  more  striking  in 
such  productions  as  Lamprecht's  AleTcander^ 
and  the  Trojan  War,  or  the  Eneas  of  Con- 
rad von  Wurzburg.  The  former  of  these 
poems  dates  about  the  year  1170,  and  relates 
to  a  legend  often  remodelled,  as  by  Ulrich 
von  Escbenbach,  Rudolph  von  Ems,  and 
others.  It  is  throughout  the  poet  who 
speaks,  who  fights  tba  uaxh^'^'qi^  VftMte 
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and  finds,  or  rather  loses,  his  way  into  en- 
chanted forests.  He  does  not  realize  for 
himself,  or  for  his  readers,  the  ago  and 
country  of  his  hero,  but  appears  to  put  him- 
self in  his  place ;  and  with  great  truth  and 
feeling  shows  us  what  would  have  happened 
to  Clerc  Lambert,  had  he  been  Alexander 
the  Great!  The  same  remarks  will  apply 
to  all  the  productions  of  the  same  period, 
even  to  the  Eneas  of  Heinrich  von  Velde- 
kin,  though  he  of  course  was  a  man  of  far 
higher  talent,  and  one  whom  the  Germans 
are  proud  to  rank  as  the  father  of  their  early 
poetry. 

As  poetry  of  this  sort  became  less  and  less 
favored  in  the  courts,  the  poets  having  no 
other  masters  to  please,  naturally  pleased 
themselves.  But  in  thus  writing  after  their 
own  taste,  they  fell  into  an  artidcial  contem- 
plative style,  abounding  in  quotations  and 
learned  allusions.  All  poets  belonging  to  a 
later  date  than  1240  or  1250,  begin  to  com- 
plain of  the  want  of  sympathy  in  the  nobles, 
the  absence  of  all  poetic  spirit  and  appreci- 
ation of  their  works,  so  that  some  fell  into  a 
bitter  misanthropical  mood,  while  others, 
wrapping  themselves  with  sublime  dignity  in 
their  own  self-respect,  and  what  then  passed 
for  impenetrable  learning,  still  wrote  for 
those  who  would  read  them,  and  for  them- 
selves. By  this  time,  too,  the  famous 
minne-poetry,  with  its  many  votaries,  had 
fairly  run  itself  out.  Everybody  copied 
jverybody.  Walther  von  der  Vogelweide, 
Keimar  von  ?Jweter,  Wolfram,  and  Ulrich 
von  Lichtenstein,  were  plagiarised  without 
mercy.  The  case  with  their  ideas  was  just 
as  Jean  Paul  declares  it  ever  will  be  in  Ger- 
many— that  no  author  can  light  a  now  torch, 
and  hold  it  out  to  the  world  till  he  throws  away 
the  end  in  weariness,  but  all  the  lesser  ones  fall 
upon  it  and  run  about  for  years  with  the  frag- 
ments of  light.  The  chivalry  of  Germany 
died  away  ;  the  knights  became  robbers,  who 
cared  nothing  for  the  poets,  and  the  poets 
became  philosophical,  learned,  in  a  word,  un- 
readable. The  narrators  were  not  careful 
to  select  the  best  material  for  their  labors, 
and,  further,  became  so  increasingly  wedded 
to  their  national  failing  of  subjectivity,  that 
it  is  no  wonder  they  should  have  gradually 
dwindled  away  ;  while  the  minne-singer  was, 
from  an  equally  dire  necessity,  driven  out  of 
his  last  resource  of  borrowed  plumes,  and 
thus  the  German  nation,  poetically  speaking, 
was  in  a  fair  way  of  being  reduced  to  a  very 
satisfactory  state  of  subjective  imbecility. 

In    the  fourteenth    century,    a    change, 
equally  marked,  came  over  the  political  con- 


dition of  Germany.  The  nations  which  had 
been  united  agamst  their  common  enemy, 
the  Saracen,  discovered,  that  in  default  of 
better  occupation,  they  must  fight  against 
one  another ;  so  they  set  to  won  in  good 
earnest — England  and  Scotland,  England  and 
France,  Denmark  and  Sweden,  France  and 
Aragon,  Aragon  and  Castile,  besides  the  per- 
plexing differences  in  Austria,  Bohemia, 
and  Poland.  All  the  effects  of  such  dissen- 
sions were  felt  to  their  fullest  extent  in  Ger- 
many, not  as  toucUng  the  state  only,  but  also 
the  church,  and  the  progress  of  the  people. 
Such  poems  as  we  have  above  alluded  to, 
were  now  almost  ignored.  Wolfram,  indeed, 
was  read  a  little,  early  in  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury, but  with  far  less  pleasure  than  the  old 
didactic  poem  of  Freidank.  The  people  bad 
no  taste,  and  probably  no  time  for  revelling, 
as  the  nobles  nad  done,  in  the  pleasant  ima- 
ges, or  the  interminable  paragraphs  of  the 
courtly  poets ;  they  required  something  short, 
pithy,  and  instructive,  as  well  as  amusrag. 
The  stories  of  the  old  heroes,  before  the 
days  of  chivalry,  were  the  subjects  with 
which  they  felt  most  ready  sympathy,  and 
we  find  numbers  of  them  now  re- written  in 
prose.  At  the  same  time,  also,  religious 
prose  legends  were  introduced,  in  great  num- 
bers and  short  secular  tales,  with  jests  and 
anecdotes.  After  the  invention  of  printing, 
in  1430,  these  were  very  widely  circulated. 
Barren  and  cheerless  as  was  the  aspect  of 
the  fourteenth  century  in  Germany,  the  hum- 
bler classes  still  retained  the  healthy  germs 
of  a  vigorous  and  manly  poetry,  very  differ- 
ent from  the  minne-lays  which  had  preceded 
it.  A  Volkslied,  popular  as  the  old  Hilde- 
brand,  Niebelungen,  and  Roland  songs,  bat 
having  less  of  tke  martial,  mors  of  the  im- 
passioned caste  about  it.  Those  eircunostan- 
ces  made  what  the  Germans  call  the  second 
classic  era  in  their  history  of  the  poetry  pos- 
sible. And  to  this  we  owe  that  era,  as  it 
appeared  in  the  eighteenth  century. 

But  these  prose  stories,  at  the  end  of  the 
fifteenth  and  throughout  great  part  of  the 
sixteenth  centuries,  were  then  the  only  popu- 
lar literature.  The  art  epics,  wiUi  their 
learning  and  elaboration,  had  lorded  it  so 
long  over  the  poetry  of  the  people,  that 
when  these  unfortunate  authors,  like  the  owl, 
twisted  their  own  necks  in  «tudyijng  the  re- 
flection of  themselves,  the  popular  feeling 
rejoiced  in  their  downfall,  and  consigned 
them  to  oblivion  with  somewhat  spiteful 
haste.  There  was,  however,  no  poetry  to 
put  in  its  place,  save  the  same  heroic  songs 
which  the  nation  had  sung  in  its  childhood. 
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Now  that  it  was  nearing  manhood,  it  gave  to 
these  the  matarer  form  of  prose.    But  when 
we  speak  of  these  Volksbiicher  as  popular 
literature,  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  they 
were  exactly  to  the  sixteenth  century  what 
three-volume  novels  have  been  to  the  nine- 
teenth.    In  our  day,  it  is  a  rare  thing  to 
meet  with  a  philosopher  at  all  times  so  ab- 
struse, or  a  geologist  imprisoned  beneath  so 
many  scientific   strata,   that  he  has  never, 
since  his  youth,   been   fascinated    by  any 
fiction  —  never  opened  with  pleasure,  and 
closed  with  something  like  regret,  a  volume 
of  Bulwer  or  of  Thackeray.     In  proportion 
to  the  enlightenment  of  that  age^  the  rude, 
healthy   charm  of   the    Volksbiicher  might 
have  entitled  them  to  a  similar  welcome  in 
their  day.     But  this  remark  we  cannot  make 
without  considerable  trepidation.     It  is  trea- 
sonable enough  so  to  provoke  the  shades  of 
certain  educated  Germans  of  the  sixteenth 
century.     They  seem  even  now  crowding  in 
over  our  threshold,  and  disappearing  in  indig- 
nant and  mbty  confusion,  like  the  soap-bub- 
bles over  the  edge  of  a  boy's  pipe,  till  one 
more  zealous  and  less  evanescent  than  the 
rest,  solemnly  compassionating  our  ignorance, 
deigns  to  tells  us  how  learning,  in  their  day, 
knew  better  what  was  due  to  its  own  dignity, 
and  carefully  kept  aloof  from  the  masses ; 
how  their  magnificent  classical  attainments, 
their  unwearied  studies,  which  so  gloriously 
resulted  in  writing  Latin,   and  in  ignoring 
their  native  tongue,  raised  them  above  any 
fellow-feeling  for  the  common  German  herd, 
and  that  we  do  them  unparalleled  injustice 
to  imagine  the  Volksbiicher,  things  hawked 
about  the  country  and  sold  at  fairs,  could 
ever  have  inflaenced  the  sixteenth  century 
otherwise  than  mere  play- bills  or  advertise- 
ments may  influence  our  own.     Granted, 
Master  Scholar,  that  was,  assuredly,  about 
the  level   to  which  yon  and  your  fellow- 
shades  would  fain  have  reduced  them,  and, 
moreover,  wherein  you  were  not  altogether 
unsuccessful.     Nevertheless,  in  support  of 
our  opinion,  we  have  the  fact,  that  certain 
individuals,  dignified  (no  doubt  by  a  degener- 
ate centory)  with  the  name  of  scholars,  as 
one  Goethe,  and  others  named  Tieck,  Grimm, 
and  Musseus,  have  bestowed  no  small  labor 
on  the  collecting,  and  on  the  recomposition 
of  these  contemptible  productions — so  that 
the  greater  number  are  now  well  known  as 
tales  or  dramas,  and  are  prized  alike  by  the 
scholar  and  the  schoolboy.     You  must  take 
this  fact,  good  reader,  as  our  plea  for  calling 
your  attention  to  matters  so  childbh  as  those 
which  now  lie  before  as. 


The  influence  diffused  by  the  commercial 
prosperity  of  the  German  free  cities,  had,  in 
the  sixteenth  century,  already  effected  much 
towards  the  amalgamation  of  hostile  classes. 
The  intercourse  of  trade  brought  man  and 
man  into  closer  contact,  and  served  to  rub  off 
many  obnoxious  angles ;  while  the  new  ne- 
cessity for  frequent  journeys,  stimulating  a 
spirit  for  enterprise,  could  not  fail  to  difiuise 
intelligence,  and  widen  the  range  of  sympa- 
thy. Still,  the  prevailing  spirit  was  so  much 
one  of  trade  and  manual  industry,  that 
the  only  trace  of  literary  interest  or  cultiva- 
tion is  to  be  found  in  that  dreary  mechanism 
of  the  meister- singers,  which  they  innocently 
called  poetry.  Business  and  travelling  were 
then,  as  with  us,  the  great  occupations  of 
life.  Sober  people  would  go,  with  perhaps 
less  than  six  weeks'  preparation,  all  the  way 
from  Numberg  to  see  their  cousins  at  Mu- 
nich, or  their  grandmother  at  Cologne. 
Wealthy  citizens  sent  their  sons  on  a  tour 
through  the  Belgian  cities,  or  to  one  of  the 
flourishing  Hanse  towns  to  bring  home  a 
rich  wife.  In  this  century,  also,  appeared 
the  first  symptOR's  of  that  rage  for  watering 
places,  which  must  now  have  reached  its  cli- 
max, since  we  verily  believe  no  German 
dies  comfortably  who  has  not  in  happier 
days  been  cured,  or  is  not  now  professionally 
killed,  in  Carlsbad,  GrILfrad,  or  Teplitz. 
Now,  at  such  places,  how  could  these  good 
people  have  amused  themselves  ?  It  must, 
indeed,  have  been  a  pursuit  of  health  under 
difliculties.  Possibly  some  of  the  men  would 
be  meister-singers,  and  cheat  the  rude  wea- 
ther and  idle  hour  by  making  scrupulously 
unpoetical  verses.  A  Strasburger  might  at 
intervals  read  some  of  Hans  Sachs,  and 
Brandt's  Ship  of  Fools,  or  Thomas  Mumer's 
last  pamphlet  against  Luther,  while  one  can 
readily  fancy  a  family  party  under  the  trees, 
compensating  for  the  bitterness  of  the  waters, 
by  a  chapter  of  the  Four  Sons  of  Aymon, 
or  a  young  lady  setting  aside  the  distaff  to 
resume  the  sorrows  of  Griseldis,  But  from 
all  such  popular  advancement,  as  was  thus 
indicated,  the  learned,  par  excelUnce,  kept 
fitting  distance ;  mounting  their  frail  stilts  of 
classic  learning,  they  walked  to  and  fro  above 
the  crowd,  superciliously  overlookinfir  those 
busy  lesser  wheels  whose  ceaseless  and  united 
action  urges  on  the  great  machine  of  social 
life. 

Many  of  our  readers  will  already  know  as 
household  tales,  the  histories  of  Fortunatus, 
of  ffumed  Siegfrid,  Doctor  Faustus,  Oriseldis^ 
Genovtva,  and  perhaps  some  others,  none  of 
which  therefore  need.  l^t>2si«t  \afc\iJikSs^\iKt%. 
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Among  those  which  hare  been,  and  still  oon- 
iinoe  to  be,  the  most  popular  in  Germany,  is, 
Duke  Emit,  a  legend  which  eiisted  unwrit- 
ten in  1180,  and  m  the  sixteenth  century  re- 
ceived the  prevailing  prose  form.     It  bears 
closer  resemblance  to  the  ancient  heroic  tra- 
dition than  any  which  have  not  their  origin 
in  that  remote  period,  and  is  also  remarkable 
for  its  eccentric  geography,  and  for  the  in- 
troduction of  the  Oriental  wondere  reported 
by  the  Crusaders,  the  splendor  of  which  is 
fully  detailed.     We  are  here  able  to  give 
only  a  short  outline  of  a  very  long  story,  and 
can  scarcely  expect  to  do  any  justice  to  its 
pictorial   merits.    The  interest  is  personal 
rather  than  historical,  as  will  be  found  to  be 
the  case  in  all  popular  tradition.    The  ad- 
ventures of  individuals  claim  more  ready  and 
cordial  interest  than  the  general  events  of 
history.    Many  readers  who  might  be  joid 
(more  expressively  than  elegantly)  to  devour 
the  story  of  Duke  Ernst,  woula  be  utterly 
'apathetic  in  relation  to  the  historic  events 
which  affected  whole  nations.     It  is  his  per- 
sonality which  excites  their  interest,  and  his 
history  which  gives  them  their  only  ideas  of 
an  entire  historic  period.     How   many   in- 
stances might  be  enumerated  wherein  such 
traditional  or  historic  heroes  have  thus  given 
character  and    coloring  to    whole    centu- 
ries.    It  is  natural  for  the   heart  and  the 
imagination  to  be  attracted  more  by  men  than 
by  events.     Hence,  with  few  exceptions,  it  is 
the  philosopher,  and  the  man  of  culture  alone, 
who  can  so  far  generalize  as  to  follow  out 
with  interest  all  the  complex  causes  and  re- 
sults of  historical  transactions.     The  peasant 
or  the  artisan  hss  more  relish  for  the  toils 
and   perils  of  Robert  Bruce,  Robin  Hood, 
and  a  score  of  heroes  besides.     This  associ- 
ation of  material  of  all  sorts  round  one  centre, 
will  partly  account  for  the  extraordinary  mix- 
ture found  in  most  popular  tales,  and  which 
the  reader  will  not  fail  to  criticise  in  the  tales 
following.     In  the  two  stories  to  which  we 
shall  restrict  our  selection,  there  is  the  fan- 
tastic halt'  truth,  half  fable  of  the  Oriental 
poet,  mixed  up  with  the  superstition  of  me- 
diaeval Catholicism,  in  the  gloomy  presages 
of  the  astrologer,  and  the  fatalism  of  the 
Mahommedan,  all  linked  with  our  own  Chris- 
tian teaching  of   patience  under  injury,  of 
manly  faith,  and  rectitude  triumphing  over 
evil.     The  restless  chivalry  of  the  West  is 
sometimes  lulled  into  luxurious  siesta,  and 
imagination  hovers  in  a  region  undefined  and 
undefinable ;  time,  space,  the  probable  and 
the  improbable,  are  all  forgotten,  the  reader's 


neat  little  craft  of  common  sense  goes  to  the 
bottom,  and  he  is  cast  ashore  on  what  seems 
to  him  the  lonely  island  of  the  impossible. 

With  the  assistance  of  Guatave  Schwab's 
vetsion,  we  shall  now  give  the  substance  of 
one  of  these  stories,  ^gtng  the  reader  to 
forffet  utteriy,  for  the  next  few  pages,  that 
he  has  anything  to  do  with  a  grave  reviewer 
of  the  nineteenth  century,  and  to  imagine 
rather  that  it  is  some  simple-minded,  oredn- 
lous  German  of  three  or  four  centuries  ago 
that  is  about  to  speak. 

''  The  Emperor  Otto  the  Red,  after  the 
death  of  his  young  wife,  Ottogeba,  followed 
the  advice  of  his  councillors,  and  sent  an 
embassage  to  the  Duchess  of  Bavaria,  de- 
manding her  hand  in  marriage.  Since  the. 
death  of  her  husband,  this  virtuous  princess 
had  led  a  quiet  life,  employing  herself  in  the 
education  of  her  son  Ernst,  and  had  refused 
all  solicitations  to  marry  again.  She  was 
therefore  greatly  distressed  on  hearing  the 
emperor's  message,  and  could  only  think  of 
the  dissensions  which  would  arise  between 
him  and  her  son  the  duke.  But  Ernst,  on 
the  contrary,  ui^ed  the  matter  upon  her, 
>AyiQg>  'Dearest  mother,  I  beseech  you, 
let  no  fear  on  my  account  prevent  your 
union  with  this  mighty  prince.  With  the 
help  of  God,  who  is  our  head  ri^er,  I  will 
render  good  service  to  my  earthly  emperor 
in  fortune  or  misfortune,  will  alwavs  show 
him  obedience,  and  will  surround  him  and 
his  with  my  arms,  that  I  may  always  enjoy 
his  favor.'  So  the  wedding  took  place,  with 
great  state  and  splendor,  in  the  town  of 
Mainz,  and  for  a  time  all  things  went  on 
smoothly  at  the  court. 

"  Now,  there  was  a  certain  Count  Heinrich, 
a  treacherous  and  pitiless  man,  who  could 
not  bear  to  see  the  friendly  terms  on  which 
the  emperor  and  the  empress  stood  with  their 
son.  Although  the  voung  duke  was  greatly 
respected  by  all,  and  had  bravely  defended 
his  step-father's  lands  on  more  than  one  oc- 
casion, }et  the  false  count  goes  to  the  em* 
peror  and  represents  to  him  how  diligently 
his  son  is  Peeking  out  an  opportunity  to  put 
an  end  to  his  life,  and  to  obtain  possession  of 
the  whole  kingdom.  At  first  the  emperor 
does  not  believe  him.  But  Heinrich  goes  on 
to  show  how  he  has  heard  it  from  two  or 
three,  and  that  the  danger  is  very  great. 
'  Oh,  my  dear  Heinrich,'  says  the  emperor, 
in  great  distress,  '  I  beseeph  you,  ffive  me 
good  counsel.  If  it  be  as  you  say,  bow  am 
X  to  send  my  son  out  of  the  country  before 
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be  can  aocomplish  his  design  V — '  I  would 
advise  my  imperial  master/ said  he, 'that 
while  year  son  rides  to  Regensberg,  you  seod, 
secreliy,  withoat  the  koowledse  of  the  em- 
press, a  part  of  your  army,  which  shall  drive 
him  out  of  the  land.'  So  the  troops  were 
sent,  and,  after  ffreat  difficulty,  took  the  town 
of  Bamberff.  The  mhabitants  then  sent 
word  to  their  ffood  duke  at  Regensberg  of 
what  had  befdlen  them.  Ernst  went  with 
bitter  tears  to  his  friend,  Count  Wetzel,  won- 
dering what  base  calumnies  had  reached  the 
ears  of  his  father,  that  he  should  cause  so 
much  bloodshed  in  his  land,  and  be  so  eager 
for  his  destruction.  He  then  assembled  his 
four  thousand  men,  and  went  out  to 
meet  Count  Heinrich,  who  escaped  from  the 
battle  with  only  a  few  followers.  This  de- 
feat only  added  to  the  rage  of  the  emperor, 
and  he  went  out  with  fresh  .troops,  taking 
town  after  town,  and  desolating  the  whole 
land.  Duke  Ernst  then  sent  a  messenger  to 
his  father,  assuring  him  of  his  loyalty,  and 
begging  him  to  spare  his  dominions.  After 
hearing  this,  the  emperor  paced  up  and  down 
the  room  in  great  wrath,  and  the  empress 
perceiving  that  it  concerned  her  son,  begged 
that  his  conduct  might  be  examined  tho- 
roughly, and  that  he  might  not  be  condemned 
without  a  hearing.  The  emperor  was  inex- 
orable, and  the  empress  went  to  her  room  in 
great  sorrow.  While  upon  her  knees  praying 
for  the  deliverance  of  her  son,  and  wondering 
whence  the  evil  had  sprung,  she  heard  a  voice, 
as  it  were  from  heaven,  saying  to  her,  '  The 
Count  Heinrich  is  at  the  root  of  these  things.' 
In  great  amazement,  she  sent  for  the  mes- 
senger, and  instructed  him  to  tell  Ernst  how 
matters  stood  at  the  court,  and  that  all  his 
misfortunes  were  owing  to  Count  Heinrich. 
Upon  this  news,  Ernst  took  a  bold  resolution, 
and,  with  his  friend,  Wetzel,  went  to  Spires, 
where  the  emperor  had  assembled  all  the 
princes.  Leaving  their  horses  with  the  ser- 
vants, they  went  up  into  the  palace,  and 
found  the  emperor  sitting  alone  yrith*  the 
count.  Duke  Ernst  then  drew  his  sword, 
and  exclaiming,  '  Thou  false  and  treacherous 
count,  wherefore  didst  thou  thus  foully  slander 
me?'  plunged  it  furiously  into  his  enemy. 
The  emperor,  terrified  at  his  son's  Tioleiicey 
sprang  down  some  four  feet  into  a  chapel, 
and  remained  there  trembling  till  the  mur- 
derers had  time  to  escape.  They  went  in 
great  haste  to  the  Duke  of  Saxony  ;  of  him 
Duke  Ernst  obtained  a  sufficient  number  of 
troops  to  conduct  him  in  safety  to  Regens- 
berg.   The  duke  assembled  the  oltixeniy  and 


told  them  all  that  had  happened,  and  how 
his  father  beingso  much  stronger  than  he,  all 
further  resistance  was  in  vain  ;  he  ther^bre 
counselled  them  to  render  true  allegiance 
to  the  emperor,  but  told  them  he  must 
take  his  treasures,  and  turn  his  back  upon 
his  people.  And  their  hearts  were  very 
heavy  when  they  saw  their  good  duke  ride 
away.  Forty  knights  accompanied  him  on  a 
journey  to  the  Holy  Sepulchre  ;  and  his  mo- 
ther sent  him  secretly  one  hundred  silver 
marks,  which  he  divided  among  them.  So 
they  took  the  nearest  road  into  Hungary, 
and  were  well  received  by  the  king,  who 
sent  men  with  them  to  guide  them  safely 
through  the  forests.  At  Constantinople, 
they  were  most  graciously  entertained,  and 
remained  for  three  weeks  at  the  court.  By 
that  time  a  large  and  beautiful  ship  came  in, 
which  the  king  ordered  to  be  well  manned 
and  well  stocked  with  provisions.  For  six 
weeks  they  sailed  with  fair  wind  ;  but  one 
night  a  storm  arose,  and  the  ship  was  in  great 
danger,  and  the  other  twelve  ships  which 
were  with  the  duke  all  went  to  pieces.  At 
last  the  sailors  were  unable  to  find  out 
where  they  were,  and  their  stock  of  provi- 
sions was  nearly  ended.  In  the  midst  of 
these  difficulties,  they  reached  an  unknown 
coast.  Here  they  landed,  and  Duke  Ernst 
and  his  knights  mounted  and  rode  towards  a 
town,  which  they  saw  in  the  distance.  It 
was  beautifully  built,  with  a  thick,  high  wall, 
huge  towers,  and  surrounded  by  a  broad 
moat.  After  riding  about  it  at  a  distance, 
they  resolved  to  return  to  the  ship,  and  hav- 
ing eaten  and  drank  what  little  they  had,  put 
on  their  armor,  and  the  duke  gave  Count 
Wetzel  the  standard  with  the  motto,  '  God's 
word  standeth  for  ever.*  ^ 

''Now  the  inhabitants  of  this  country 
were  called  Agrippines.  The  king  had 
just  set  out  with  his  followers  to  waylay 
an  Indian  princess,  who  was  passing  through 
his  land  on  her  way  to  the  foreign  prince 
whom  she  was  to  marry.  After  long  de- 
liberation, and  with  some  fear,  the  duke  en- 
tered the  town  ;  they  met  no  one  in  all  the 
streets,  and  at  length  they  dismounted  be- 
fore a  beautiful  castle.  In  the  hall  they 
found  a  table  spread  with  delicious  fare,  as 
though  for  a  wedding  feast ;  so  they  all  sat 
down  and  ate  and  drank  as  much  as  ther 
liked,  and  sent  for  those  who  were  on  boara 
the  ship  also  to  come  and  refresh  them* 
selves.  The  next  day  they  came  again  to 
the  pakoe,  and  ate  and  drank,  and  walked 
from  one  beautiful  room  to  another^  iilLtfcA\ 
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fonnd  a  chamber  in  wliich  stood  two  spleo-  I 
did  bedsteads  of  pure  gold,  and  the  cover-  | 
iags  of  cloth  of  gold ;  in  the  nudtlle  of  the 
room  was  a  table  covered  with  a  magniGcent 
cloth,  on  which  a  delicate  repast  was  laid 
ODt.  Next  to  tliia  was  a  small  saloon,  and 
a  garden  with  a  beautifnl  fountun  leaping 
from  silver  pipe*  into  two  golden  troughs. 
80  Duke  Ernst  and  hia  friend  Wetiel 
bathed  in  the  fountain,  and  then  Inid  them- 
selves down  to  sleep  in  the  golden  beds. 
After  they  hod  rested,  they  went  once  more 
round,  admiring  the  wonders  of  the  palace, 
when  Count  Wetzel  suddenly  espied  a  large 
army  advancing  towards  them ;  the  duke 
then  proposed  they  should  bide  themselves, 
and  see  what  these  people  did.  The  people 
entered  the  town  in  great  state,  but  Ernst 
and  his  friend  were  not  a  little  amaied  to 
see  that  one  and  all  of  them  bad  the  neek 
and  bill  of  a  crane.  The  king  now  took 
his  scat  at  the  table,  with  the  beautiful 
princeBs,  whom  he  had  carried  off,  sitting 
beside  him  ;  he  often  turned  round  hi*  biil 
towards  her  that  she  might  kiss  him,  but  the 
good  maiden  was  full  of  sorrow,  and  turned 
aside  her  head,  wishing  she  were  in  a  forest 
with  wild  beasts,  rsther  than  with  inch 
fearful -looking  orentures.  Meanwhile,  the 
two  gentlemen  behind  the  door  whispered 
to  one  another,  and  noticed  the  distress  of 
the  liidy,  snd  Duke  £roBt  vowed  thst  he 
would  risk  his  life  to  save  her.  But  they 
were  much  afraid  the  people  should  discover 
the  ship,  and  the  knights  they  had  left 
there,  and  the  knights  in  the  ship  were 
equally  sniious  for  their  duke  and  his 
friend.  When  the  long  meal  was  at  last 
finished,  the  people  all  went  away  drunk, 
and  cackling  like  geese  ;  the  king  retired 
into  a  beadiFu]  room  laden  with  golden  or- 
luunents,  and  sent  two  servants  to  fetch  the 
princess.  Duke  Ernst  and  Count  Wetzel 
sprang  from  their  hiding-place  as  she  was 
led  by,  and  struck  off  toe  head  of  one  eer- 
vut,  the  other  rushed  into  the  presence  of 
the  king,  exclaiming  that  the  Indians  were 
tbere  lo  carry  away  their  princess.  The 
king  sprang  up  with  a  loud  cackle,  and  ran 
his  bill  into  the  maiden's  side,  so  that  she 
fell  to  the  ground.  This  so  enraged  the 
duke,  thHt  he  ran  the  king  through  with  his 
sword ;  he  then  raised  the  princess,  but  she 
had  only  breath  to  say  a  few  words  of  gra- 
titude. When  they  saw  that  she  was  dead, 
they  had  only  their  own  safety  to  care  for, 
and  fought  their  way  bravely  to  the  gal^s 
of  the  town.    But  these  were  closed,  and  the 


enemy  was  fast  overpowering  them.  Now 
it  chanced  that  the  gentlemen  in  tbe  thip 
had  set  out  to  see  if  they  could  anywhere 
see  the  duke ;  they  heard  the  noise  in  tbe 
town,  and  wiih  their  baltle-aies  at  lut 
broke  the  gales,  and  saved  him  and  his 
friend,  together  with  the  body  of  the  prin- 
cess. But  they  hnd  no  sooner  safely  set 
sail,  than  the  Agrippines  set  sail  also,  and 
showered  poisoned  arrows  after  them  like 
snow.  Fortunately,  the  duke  had  on  board 
a  sort  of  catapult,  with  which  he  sent  three 
or  four  ships  to  the  bottom ;  and  the  others, 
seeing  they  could  get  no  good,  went  back  to 
the  town  and  buried  their  king. 

"  On  the  fifth  day,  after  fair  wind,  tbe 
captiun  of  the  ship  saw  n  dark  mouDtaio 
rise  in  the  distance,  and  at  the  sight  broke 
out  into  fenrful  lamentations.  So  power 
could  save  the  ship  ;  for  greater  strength,  it 
had  been  studded  over  with  huge  iroo 
nails,  and  the  magnetic  power  of  the  moun- 
tain now  drew  them  out,  and  the  ship  fdl* 
and  floated  piecemeal  on  the  water." 

Then  our  Rtory  goes  on  to  show  how  these 
adventurous  kn.^hts  escsped  by  the  marvel- 
lous help  of  oi'hjdeg  and  huge  vultures; 
how  they  made  their  way  through  the 
stream  c^  a  terrible  mountain  pass;  how 
this  brought  them  into  a  country  peopled 
by  Cyclops,  having  their  one  eye  in  the  cen- 
tre of  their  forehead  ;  how  the  duke  and  his 
followers  did  much  wiHe  and  valiant  service 
for  the  king  of  the  Cyclops,  against  a  people 
called  Sciapodes,  who  had  but  one  fckot, 
that  foot,  however,  being  of  such  structure 
and  dimensions,  as  to  fit  them  for  great 
achievements  on  loud  or  water ;  also  against 
a  people  who  had  eara  lung  enough  to  serve 
them  for  mantles ;  and  woinst  giants,  whom 
none  before  were  ever  known  to  conquer; 
and  then  the  story  proceeds. 

'■  Now  that  tbere  was  no  more  assistance 
to  be  rendered  lo  the  King  of  the  Cyclops, 
the  duke  one  day  said  to  his  friend,  '  Dear 
Wclsel,  I  once  heard,  that  in  India  there  are 
very  little  men  indeed,  who  are  constantly  at 
war  with  the  crane-people.  I  should  much 
like  to  see  them.  Will  you  go  with  me;  nod 
I  will  then  take  some  more  soldiers?'  The 
count  was  very  willing ;  and,  taking  abun- 
dance of  provision,  they  set  sail  for  India. 
The  good  people  were  very  much  alarmed 
at  the  sight  of  such  great  warriors,  hut  were 
right  gM  when  they  heard  they  were  come 
to  bring  peace,  and  not  war.  The  duke  won 
for  them  an  easy  victory,  and  only  took  as 
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reward  two  of  the  dwarfs ;  and  returned  to 
the  king  of  the  Cyclops,  who  had  given  him 
five  large  towns  and  castles.  One  day,  as 
he  was  walking  on  the  sea-shore,  a  ship 
came  into  the  harbor  from  India,  driven  by 
the  wind;  and  they  told  the  duke  how 
their  king,  who  favored  the  Christians,  was, 
on  this  account,  at  war  with  the  Sultxan  of 
Babylon,  who  desolated  the  land  with  fire 
and  sword.  Duke  Ernst  then  went  home 
and  told  the  count  about  it ;  and  they  agreed 
to  sail  the  next  day  with  the  captain.  Or- 
ders were  given  to  provision  the  ship,  the 
strange  people  the  duke  had  collected  were 
put  on  board,  and  all  left  before  the  king 
heard  anything  of  it.*' 

We  cannot  follow  the  duke  through  all  his 
victorious  adventures  in  the  regions  of  the 
Sukan  of  Babylon,  and  of  the  King  of  the 
Moors,  but  will  rejoin  him  at  Jerusalem. 

"When  he  had  been  there  half-a-year, 
two  pilgrims  came  who  knew  him,  and  who 
went  away  and  told  the  Emperor  Otto  all 
about  the  marvellous  people  whom  hb  son 
had  brought  from  strange  countries.  The 
emperor  was  very  much  astonished,  and 
gave  them  handsome  presents.  Then  he 
went  to  the  empress,  and  said, '  Dear  wife,  I 
will  tell  you  something  wonderful.  Your 
son  Ernst  is  in  Jerusalem,  and  has  grown 
quite  gray.'  The  empress  was  amazed  and 
delighled  at  these  words.  *  Truly,  sire,  the 
gray  hairs  which  he  has,  have  come  from  no 
small  sorrow.  He  has  suffered  much  injury 
in  his  lifetime  V 

^*  From  Jerusalem  the  duke  went  to  Rome ; 
and  when  he  had  seen  all  the  town,  he  said 
one  day  to  Wetzel,  'My  dearest  friend,  let 
us  turn  towards  our  fatherland.  You  know 
how  many  dangers  we  have  encountered, 
and,  with  God*s  help,  overcome;  but  my 
greatest  misery  seems  still  to  be,  that  my 
father  will  not  lessen  his  anger  towards  me, 
although  I  am  innocent,  therefore  I  beg 
you,  dear  friend,  tell  me  what  I  had  better 
do.'  The  count  then  advised  the  duke  to 
go  to  Nuremberg,  where  the  emperor  was 
to  hold  a  diet ;  *  and  who  knows,'  said  he, 
'  how  Providence  may  not  help  us  by  that 
time?'  No  sooner  said  than  done.  They 
secretly  entered  the  town  of  Nuremberg ;  and 
soon  after  them  came  the  emperor  and  all  his 
court.  On  Christmas  day,  the  empress  and  her 
ladies  all  went  to  the  church  ;  tnis  the  duke 
saw,  and  mixing  among  the  people,  came  up 
to  his  mother  with  the  greeting, '  Give  me 
an  alms,  for  Christ's  sake,  and  for  the  sake  of 


your  son  Ernst!'     The   empress    replied, 
'  Alas,  my  friend,  I  have  not  seen  my  son 
for  very  Ion?.     Would  God  he  were  alive, 
you  should  then  have  alms  enough !'     Then 
said  the  duke  quickly, '  Madame,  give  me  the 
alms,  and  I  will  go  hence  again,  for  I  am  in 
disgrace  with  my  father,  and  cannot  come 
into  favor  again  I'    The  empress  said,  *  You 
are  then  my  son  Ernst  ?'     He  replied,  '  Mo- 
ther, I  am  your  son ;  therefore  help  me  to 
find  favor  again.'     The  empress  then  told 
him  to  come  the  following  day  to  the  church ; 
and  when  the  Bishop  of  Bamberg  read  the 
Gospel,   he  and   his  friend  Welzel   should 
throw  themselves  at  the  emperor's  feet,  and 
beg  his  forgiveness.    Their  example  should 
be  followed   by  all  the    court;     and  she 
hoped  it  would  not  be  in  vain.     So  the  duke 
followed  her  advice ;  and  when  the  service 
was  ended,  he  threw  his  cloak  over  his  face, 
and  bowing  before  the  emperor  said,  '  Most 
gracious  lord  and  emperor,  I  beseech  your 
majesty  to  forgive  a  sinner,  who  has  long 
erred,  but  who  yet  is  innocent  of  the  chief 
charge  against  him.'    The  emperor  replied, 
that  the  pardon  must  depend  upon  the  na- 
ture of  the  crime.    Then  the  empress  and 
all  the  court  rose,  and  besought  him,  on  this 
holy  and  joyful  day,  to  pardon  the  offender. 
The  emperor  at  last  consented,  but  said  he 
would  see  who  the  man  was.    The  duke 
then  threw  back  his  mantle ;  and  when  he  saw 
his  father's  cheek  redden  with  anger,  he  made 
a  sign  to  his  friend  Wetzel,  for  it  had  been 
agreed  that  he  should  stab  the  duke  rather 
than  allow   him  to  become  the  emperor's 
prisoner.    But  the  emperor,  seeing  the  whole 
court  thus  intercede  for  his  son,  said,  '  And 
where,  then,  is  thy  friend.  Count  Wetzel  V 
The  count  then  gladly  approached,  and  re* 
ceived  the  kiss   of  reconciliation  from  the 
emperor.    So  every  one  went  home  well 
pleased ;  and  the  duke  heard  how  basely 
the  Count  Heinrich  had  slandered  him,  and 
then  told  his  innocence  of  all  the  charges ; 
and  how  he  had  always  been  true  and  loyal 
in  his  heart.    Then  the  emperor  heard,  in 
great  amazement,  how  he  had  met  with  so 
many  wonders,  and  had  so  many  escapes ; 
and  he  said  to  Duke  Ernst, '  My  dear  son, 
because  you  have  been  so  much  tried  and 
wronged,  I  promise,  before  these  g^entlemen, 
that  you  shall  have  all  your  lands  again,  and 
many   towns  beside.'     So    the  duke  rode 
with  his  friend  into  his  own  land,  and  re- 
ceived the  joyful  homage  of  his  people  ;  and 
he  reigned  there  very  K>ng  in  peace.     And 
the  emperor  went  to  the  Diet,  at  Spires^ an«L 
I  held  a  great  {eaal^  V)^»»aA\A&  vs^ 
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back.  The  duke's  mother  also  ordered  many 
workmen  to  Salza,  and  there  built  a  splendid 
minster,  la  which  she  was  afterwards  bur- 
ied." 

We  need  not  mention  the  point  of  this  story 
that  will  remind  our  readers  of  the  tale  of 
"  Sinbad  the  Sailor."  It  is  doubtless  one  of 
the  many  traveller's  tales  brought  from  the 
East^  either  by  the  Crusaders,  or  by  the 
learned  men  who,  some  years  later,  not  un- 
frequently  took  one  or  two  voyages  into  for- 
eign parts  before  giving  themselves  to  labor 
for  life.  Accounts  of  such  travels  were  read 
with  great  eagerness  in  (he  sixteenth  century, 
and  were  especially  congenial  to  its  youthful 
enterprising  spirit.  The  wonders  of  Duke 
Ernst,  and  other  romances,  would  doubtless 
pass  unquestioned,  among  the  wild  poetic 
versions  of  real  discoveries,  to  which  multi- 
tudes everywhere  gave  delighted  credence. 
Many  years  of  travel,  and  of  newly-opened 
commerce,  passed  away,  before  the  stories  of 
Russian  steppes,  with  their  salt  lakes,  boiling 
springs,  and  ghost- like  birch- woods,  then  for 
the  first  time  heard  of,  were  to  be  received 
as  more  authentic  than  other  tales  of  haunted 
wells  and  desert  islands.  Sailors  have  ever 
been  superstitious,  and  travellers,  in  times 
past,  hardly  less  so.  Distant  lands,  in  the 
middle  ages,  and  long  after,  were  all  the  lands 
of  fable. 

The  story  of  the  Four  Sons  of  Aymon 
springs  from  the  old  Charlemagne  tradition- 
cycle,  and  is  full  of  exciting  incident.  Its 
length  precludes  us  from  doing  more  than 
name  it.  A  translation  has,  we  believe,  lately 
appeared  in  the  TravelUr^s  Library,  by  Wil- 
liam Hazlitt.  As  a  sample  of  those  Volks- 
biicher,  of  a  less  martial  character,  we  will 
just  sketch  an  outline  of  the  universal  favo- 
rite, the  Fair  Melusina — which  was  trans- 
lated from  the  French  by  During  von  Rin- 
goltingen,  and  printed  about  1585. 

**  Once  upon  a  time,  there  lived  at  Poictiers, 
in  France,  a  count,  named  Emmerich,  who 
was  a  great  astrologer ;  he  had  also  very  large 
estates,  and  spent  much  of  his  time  in  hunting. 
In  the  neighboring  forest  lived  another  count, 
who  was  his  cousin,  but  who  was  very  poor, 
and  had  a  great  many  children.  Count  Em- 
merich had  a  great  respect  for  his  cousin,  and 
was  anxious  to  assist  him  in  bringing  up  his 
family  as  became  their  noble  rank.  He, 
therefore,  gave  a  large  banquet,  to  which  he 
invited  the  Count  von  der  Forste  and  his  sons. 
As  they  were  going  away,  he  begged  his 
cousin  to  leave  bis  youngest  son  Raymond 


behind,  that  he  might  educate  him  as  bis  own. 
child ;  the  manly  form  and  engaging  dispo« 
sition  of  the  youth  had  so  won  his  heart,  thai 
he  should  be  quite  unhappy  if  his  requeaft 
were  not  granted.  So  Raymond  was  left  be- 
hind, and  conducted  himself  so  well  as  to 
gain  the  affections  of  all  in  his  new  homa. 
One  day  the  count,  attended  by  Raymond 
and  a  large  company  of  gentlemen,  went  out 
into  the  forest  to  hunt  a  wild  boar.  The  am- 
mal  led  them  a  long  chase,  and  killed  many 
dogs ;  the  count,  with  the  faithful  Raymond 
at  bis  side,  still  pursued,  until  the  moon  roee, 
and  they  found  themselves  alone  in  a  green 
glade.  Raymond  then  proposed  Uiey  should 
return,  and  endeavor  to  reach  the  nearest 
peasant's  house ;  they,  therefore,  rode  slowly 
on  through  the  tangled  underwood  lUll  they 
came  upon  the  road  to  Poictiers.  The  count 
then  looked  up  at  the  stars,  and  after  study- 
ing them  in  grave  silence,  turned  with  a  deep 
sigh  to  Raymond.  '  Come  here,  my  son,  I 
will  show  you  a  great  phenomenon,  sueh  an 
aspect  of  the  heavens  as  ia  rarely  seenT 
Raymond  begged  to  be  further  instructed  in 
the  matter.  *I  see,'  continued  the  count, 
'  that  in  this  hour  some  one  will  kill  hta  mas- 
ter, and  will  thus  become  a  mighty  powerful 
lord,  greater  than  all  his  anceatora !'  Ray- 
mond listened  in  silence ;  *  meantime,  they 
came  upon  a  fire  which  had  been  lighted  by 
the  other  gentlemen  of  the  party,  so  they  dis- 
mounted, and  sat  down  by  the  fire.  They 
were  no  sooner  seated  than  they  heard  a  loud 
crashing  in  the  branches  behind,  and  had 
scarcely  time  to  seize  then*  weapons  before  a 
wild  boar  was  upon  them,  foaming  and  tear- 
ing up  the  ground  with  rage.  Raymond 
begged  the  count  to  save  himself  in  a  tree; 
this  proposal  offended  him  greatly,  and  seiz- 
ing his  spear  he  rushed  furiously  at  the  boar, 
but  the  stroke  was  too  weak,  the  animal  push- 
ed it  aside,  and  with  one  spring  brought  his 
enemy  to  the  ground.  Raymond  now  drew 
his  spear  in  great  haste  to  finish  the  boar  and 
save  his  master,  %ut  in  the  heat  of  his  seal 
he  drove  the  spear  through  the  boar  deep  in 
the  body  of  the  count ;  he  instantly  withdrew 
it,  but  too  late.  Count  Emmerich  lay  dead, 
covered  with  blood. 

"  In  the  greatest  distress  Raymond  now 
fled  from  the  place,  he  knew  not  whither. 
His  eyes  were  blinded  with  tears,  and  he  sent 
forth  the  most  bitter  lamentations  and  com- 
plaints against  the  destiny  which  had  not  only 
deprived  him  of  his  best  friend,  but  had  made 
him  the  instrument  of  his  death.  Wrapped 
in  these  gloomy  thoughts  he  came  to  a  well, 
beside  which  stood  three  beautiful  maidens. 
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and  would  have  pasaed  by  without  seeing 
them,  but  the  youngest  stepped  forward  and 
addressed  him.     Struck  with  the  marvellous 
beauty  of  her  oountenance,  he  sprang  to  the 
ground,  and  besought  her  to  forgive  his  an- 
bnightly  conduct  in  passing  without  a  greet- 
ing ;  he  pleaded  his  deep  and  sudden  grief 
which  had  almost  deprived  him  of  his  senses. 
He  then  told  her  all  that  had  befallen  him ; 
and  the  mysterious  maiden  gave  him  much 
kind  and  affectionate  counsel,  with  many  hap- 
py prophecies  of  the  future,  so  that  Ray- 
mond's anxious  face  wore  a  pleasanter  air, 
and  the  roses  of  hope  succeeded  the  paleness 
of  despair.     He  promised  to  devote  his  whole 
life  to  her,  and  to  be  directed  by  her  counsel 
as  the  shadow  is  by  the  sun.     Raymond  fur- 
ther agreed  to  her  condition,  that  if  she  be- 
came bis  wife,  he  should  on  every  Saturday 
leave  her  entirely  to  herself,  should  make  no 
effort  to  see  her,  nor  allow  any  other  person 
to  do  so ;  at  the  same  time  she  promised  on 
that  day  to  go  nowhere,  but  to  remain  miietly 
in  her  own  apartments,     llie  beautiful  Melu- 
sina,  seeing  Raymond  readily  make  so  great 
a  promise,  fearing  he  undertook  more  than 
he  would  be  able  to  perform,  said  to  him : 
'You  appear  certainly  to  render  cheerful 
obedience  to  my  will,  but  I  see  you  promise 
more  than  you  intend  to  perform ;  let  me  tell 
you,  however,  that  should  you  ever  thus  break 
your  faith,  at  your  door  alone  must  lie  all  the 
misery  that  will  arise  from  it — for  not  only 
must  you  then  lose  me  inevitably  and  for 
ever,  but  misfortune  will  follow  you,  and  your 
children's  children.'     After  much  more  talk, 
they  at  length  took  an  affectionate  farewell, 
Raymond  promising  in  all  things  to  follow 
the  advice  of  Melusina,  who  was  so  beautiful 
and  so  wise,  he  could  not  tell  whether  she 
was  a  mortal  or  a  spirit. 

**  At  the  castle,  Raymond  found  all  in  dis- 
tress and  confusion  at  the  absence  of  the  good 
count,  but  as  so  many  gentlemen  who  had 
been  with  him  knew  nothing  of  where  he  had 
gone,  no  one  suspected  Raymond  of  knowing 
more  than  he  appeared  to  do.  Presently  two 
of  the  servants  returned,  bringing  the  body 
with  them,  which  they  had  found  in  the  wood, 
beside  the  boar ;  and  a  very  solemn  funeral 
took  place,  at  which  none  wept  more  sincerely 
than  the  affeotionate  Raymond.  All  the 
estates  now  came  into  the  possession  of  Oount 
Emmerich's  son,  Bertram,  and  many  nobles 
and  gentlemen  assembled  to  receive  their 
lands  from  the  new  lord.  Raymond,  following 
the  plan  he  had  agreed  upon  with  the  ffiir 
Melusina,  also  presented  his  request,  that  for 


his  past  services,  he  might  be  allowed  to  have 
a  piece  of  land  near  the  well,  if  it  were  only 
such  a  piece  as  a  deer-skin  would  cover.  Ray- 
mond received  the  grant  in  due  form,  with 
parchment  and  senl.  Immediately  afterwards 
he  met  a  man  carrying  a  deer-skin,  this  he 
bought,  and  had  it  cut  into  the  narrowest 
strips ;  he  then  set  out,  with  proper  men,  to 
take  possession  of  his  land.  One  end  of  the 
skin  he  fastened  to  the  well,  and  measured 
round  it  as  far  as  the  strip-line  would  reach. 
It  was  found  to  include  a  rich  piece  of  land, 
watered  by  a  broad  stream ;  and  all  the  men 
were  astonished  at  the  cunning  of  joung  Ray- 
mond, especially  his  cousin  Bertram,  who 
laughed  heartily,  and  was  greatly  pleased 
when  he  heard  it.  The  next  time  Raymond 
met  his  betrothed  at  the  well,  he  received 
great  praise  for  his  discreet  conduct.  '  Follow 
me,'  said  she, '  and  let  us  thank  Heaven  that 
it  thus  prospers  our  undertakings.'  She  then 
led  him  to  a  retired  chapel  in  the  forest,  which 
Raymond  was  amaxed  to  find  filled  with  peo- 
ple, knights,  ladies,  citizens,  and  priests  who 
conducted  the  service.  Wondeting  if  he  were 
among  men  or  spirits,  he  asked  his  bride 
whence  all  these  people  came  in  that  solitary 
place,  and  who  they  were.  Melusina  then 
told  him  they  were  her  subjects,  and  turning 
to  them,  enjoined  upon  them,  thenceafter,  the 
most  implicit  obedience  to  Raymond  as  their 
lord  and  master.  This  they  all  solemnly 
vowed. 

"The  court  of  Count  Bertram  soon  after 
received  another  visit  from  Raymond,  and 
they  wondered  what  should  have  brought 
him  there  again.     Raymond  readily  obtained 
an  audience  of  his  cousin,  and  began  thus : — 
*  Most  gracious  cousin,  be  not  angry  that  I 
have  so  soon  and  unexpectedly  presented  my- 
self at  your  court  aeain,  but  I  h%ve  some- 
thing to  tell  you,  which  so  nearly  concerns 
me,  that  I  do  not  think  I  should  leave  ^ou 
in  ignorance.    I  have  won  a  beautiful  bnde, 
and  am  come  here  to  beg,  most  respectfully^ 
that  you  and  your  mother  will  honor  us  with 
your  presence  at  our  wedding,  which  will 
take  place  at  the  Well.     If,  therefore,  I  and 
my  betrothed  may  hope  for  such  honor  early 
on  the  coming  Monday,  we  shall  esteem  it  a 
peculiar  happiness  ever  to  be  remembered 
with  gratitAide.'   Bertram  then  inquired,  with 
great  curiosity,  who  the  lady  might  be ?    '  She 
is  a  noble,  rich,  and  powerful  lady,'  replied 
Raymond,  '  but  of  her  descent  I  am  still  ig- 
norant, and  shall  remain  so  until  after  the 
ceremony/    At  this  communication  Bertram 
was  much  astonished,  and  still  more  amused ; 
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however,  he  politely  accepted  the  invitation, 
Baying,  his  desire  to  see  this  goddess  would 
make  the  time  appear  very  long. 

'*  At  length  the  wished- for  day  arrived, 
and  the  Count  Bertram  set  out  with  a  very 
numerous  suite,  who  passed  many  jokes  by 
the  way,  wondering  whether  the  whole  might 
not  prove  to  be  some  magical  deception,  since 
the  place  of  meeting  bore  a  very  suspicious 
character.  When  they  reached  a  rocky 
height  commanding  the  plain  in  which  Ray- 
mond's well  lay,  they  were  astonished  to  see 
it  covered  over  with  beautiful  tents  of  all 
sizes,  scattered  picturesquely  among  the  trees, 
and  beside  the  stream,  there  were  also  num- 
bers of  people,  apparently  strangers,  walking 
to  and  fro  on  the  grass.  This  led  them  still 
more  to  believe  the  whole  was  the  work  of 
enchantment.  Their  thoughts,  however,  were 
now  interrupted  by  the  approach  of  a  com- 
pany of  sixty  knights  and  noblemen,  all  in 
the  most  magnificent  attire ;  these  conducted 
the  gentlemen  into  a  superb  tent,  and  a  com- 
pany of  noble  ladies  received  the  Countess 
and  her  attendants  in  the  name  of  the  bride. 
The  company  then  assembled  in  the  chapel, 
and  were  ranged  in  a  circle  round  an  altar  of 
the  richest  workmanship.  The  dress  of  the 
bride  sparkled  with  gold,  pearls,  and  precious 
stones.  After  the  mass  had  been  performed 
with  the  most  exauisite  music,  Raymond  and 
Melusina  were  led  to  the  altar  to  receive  the 
blessing,  and  the  bride  was  then  conducted 
by  the  Count  of  Poictiers  to  the  tent ;  here 
golden  vessels  were  offered  to  the  guests,  and 
water  poured  upon  their  hands ;  seats  were 
then  taken  at  the  table.  After  the  first 
course,  Raymond  and  some  of  his  knights 
arose  from  the  table  and  waited  upon  the 
guests.  The  repast  was  followed  by  a  tour- 
nament, from  which  Raymond  carried  off  the 
prize,  which  was  a  precious  ornament,  set  in 
diamonds.  In  the  evening  the  bridal  pair 
were  led,  with  a  procession  of  music  and 
torches,  to  their  tent,  which  was  of  thick  silk 
and  stripes  of  gold,  all  embroidered  with 
birds  and  lilies.  The  music  of  flutes  and  soft 
voices  continued  all  night  without  the  tent, 
but  Melusina  reminded  her  husband  of  his 
promise,  and  warned  him  of  certain  ruin  if  he 
should  break  it.'' 

It  will  be  readily  seen  how  much  there  is 
in  these  descriptions  resembling  the  chivalric 
romances,  more  especially  those  of  France. 
And  apt  as  we  are  to  regard  such  details  as 
tedious,  and  to  exclaim  against  the  frequent 
repeliiion  of  such  adventures  as  becoming 
monotonous  rather  than  exciting,  we  have  to 
bear  in  mind  that  fiction  has  an  end  to  accom- 


plish, no  less  than  history  or  philosophy. 
From  the  fragments  of  its  fiction  we  look  for 
indications  of  an  epoch  in  its  domestic  and 
social  conditions,  in  its  tendency  and  general 
characteristics,  as  shown  in  paths  branching 
off  from  the  high  road  of  the  historian — mo- 
saic bits,  which,  from  their  very  littleness,  go 
to  form  what  proves  both  harmonious  and  in- 
structive. History  gathers  its  bearded  sheaves 
of  ripe  events,  leaving  a  lesser  harvest  for  a 
merry  baud  of  gleaners,  who  store  it  with 
laughter  and  song,  and  send  it  forth  again, 
as  their  contribution  to  the  general  happi- 
ness. 

•But  our  philosophy  must  not  be  allowed 
to  prevent  us  following  the  coarsd  of  our 
story.  Well,  the  course,  in  substance,  b  this 
— the  weddig  feast  lasts  fifteen  days.  Ray- 
mond then  occupies  himself  in  building  a 
strong  castle  with  many  lofty  towers.  Me- 
lusina, in  process  of  time,  becomes  the  mother 
of  ten  sons.  Th«ae  sons  differ  very  much  from 
each  other,  one,  for  example,  having  one  eye, 
another  three,  and  their  characters  are  not 
less  varied.  The  brothers  do  many  striking 
things,  each  after  his  nature.  At  length  a 
friend  provokes  the  curiosity  of  Rsyoibnd 
about  the  cause  of'  his  wife's  mysterious  se- 
clusion every  Saturday ;  after  much  conflict, 
the  count  resolvea  to  secure,  unobserved,  a 
sight  of  what  passed  in  the  secret  apartment 
of  Melusina  on  that  day.  To  his  amazement 
he  sees  his  beautiful  wife  engaged  in  magic 
ceremonies,  become  half-fish  and  half- woman, 
and  much  beside.  As  might  be  supposed, 
this  dissolves  the  enchantment;  the  mysteri- 
ous wife  mysteriously  disappears;  Raymond 
becomes  disconsolate,  makes  a  pilgrimage 
to  the  Holy  Land,  and  dies  at  a  good  old  age, 
seeing  most  of  his  sons  rise  to  wealth  and 
honor;  and  Melusina,  too,  having  foretold 
the  fortunes  of  her  house  before  her  depart- 
ure, still  loves  her  husband,  Raymond,  and 
before  his  decease,  returns  to  apprise  those 
near  him  of  his  approaching  end. 

Now,  to  enter  into  the  spirit  of  such  a 
specimen  from  the  comparative  childhood  of 
literature,  and  to  understand  the  condition  of 
mind  to  which  it  was  addressed,  this  storv 
must  of  course  be  regarded  with  something 
like  that  unouestioning  faith  with  which  it 
was  once  received — at  least  by  the  young  and 
uncritical.  Supernatural  ladies  of  this  bene- 
^  ent  order  are  by  no  means  uncommon  in 
e  riy  Teutonic  literature.  The  charm  of  such 
i  lusions  depends  on  our  being  able  to  believe 
as  Raymond  for  a  while  believed— ^but  in  our 
case,  as  in  his,  all  will  be  dispelled,  if  we  be- 
gin to  be  too  curious  and  grow  skepdcal. 
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Let  OS  now  leave  these  graver  histories  for 
those  of  a  lighter  description.  We  shall  find 
these  to  be  still  more  the  immediate  production 
of  the  existing  social  relations.  Society,  atthat 
period,  was  made  ap  of  contrast,  and  gained 
in  life  and  vigor  from  the  constant  friction  of 
opposing  elements.  Mixed  with  the  nngo- 
verned  love  of  mirth,  the  reckless  self-indul- 
gence, of  a  people,  as  it  were,  sowing  their 
wild  oats,  are  the  signs  of  an  approaching 
manhood,  in  grave  questionings  and  anxious 
disputations.  Martin  Luther,  with  his  lion 
heart,  and  ready  speech,  ever  valiant  for  the 
highest  truth ;  and  Hans  Sachs,  with  his 
shrewd  wit  and  laughter-loving  eye,  pouring 
forth  comedy  and  satire,  are  contemporaries 
especially  characteristic  of  their  age.  And 
it  IS  in  such  extremes  that  true  satire  must 
have  its  rise.  Side  by  side  in  the  soul  of  the 
satirist  are  El  Allegro  and  Pemeroto,  Take 
away  the  one  or  the  other,  and  the  power 
and  beauty  of  the  character  are  gone.  If 
we  mistake  not,  it  is  the  humorist  Hood  who 
says — 

"  There  is  no  music  in  the  life 
That  sounds  to  idiot  laughter  only ; 
There  is  no  note  of  mirth, 
Bat  hath  its  chord  in  melancholy.'* 

The  genius  which  speaks  to  us  m  the  inspi- 
ration of  the  loftiest  tragedy  and  tenderest 
pathos,  is  often  that  which  gives  itself  vent 
m  the  gayest  humor,  the  keenest  repartees. 
The  rainbow  of  true  wit  must  be  formed  of 
sunshine  and  of  cloud.  Mirth  saves  the  sad- 
ness of  reality  from  settling  into  gloom,  gra* 
vity  points  and  plumes  the  merry  arrow,  that 
it  may  not  go  forth  idly  and  without  an  aim. 
It  is  so  with  nations  as  with  individuals ;  and 
hence  comes  the  conflict  and  fusion  we  meet 
with  in  the  sixteenth  century,  producing 
along  with  the  gravest  writings,  the  greatest 
German  satirists,  and  sending  forth  a  stream 
of  popular  farce  and  humor,  which  provided 
occasion  for  laughter  to  succeeding  genera- 
tions. At  this  time,  moreover,  the  remorse- 
less rigime  of  ceremony  and  etiquette,  which 
had  so  long  frozen  the  higher  classes,  and  ri- 
gidly excluded  the  lower  from  any  better  in- 
tercouKse  than  with  their  own,  was  gradually 
breaking  up.  Ideas  concerning  the  rights 
of  the  governing  and  the  governed  under- 
went a  change.  People  began  to  see  what 
they  had  long  only  indistinctly  felt,  and  the 
separation  of  classes  and  the  excesses  of  the 
clergy  were  declared  to  be  evils,  and  assailed 
as  such.  For  many  a  day,  the  only  repre- 
sentative of  freedom  had  been  the  court  tool, 
who,  revelling  in  his  license  of  equality,  made 
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a  most  refreshing  .use  of  it,  satirizing  rich 
and  poor,  but  invariably  levelling  his  hardest 
hits  at  the  highest  heads— careless  though 
the  effect  as  it  came  upon  his  back  consisted 
of  something  weightier  than  a  witticism. 
The  satirical  tendency  of  the  period  saw  in 
these  pranks  and  follies  of  the  fools  no  insig- 
nificant weapon,  and  led  to  the  collection  and 
arrangement  of  them  round  some  mythic 
personage,  as  Burkhardt  Waldis,  Till  Eulen- 
spiegel,  or  the  Fnar  Amis  of  the  thirteenth 
century. 

We  have  already  seen  how  the  heroic  tra- 
dition, in  a  prose  form,  became  once  more 
welcome  in  its  old  home  among  the  people. 
In  the  same  manner,  though  in  a  different 
spirit,  the  old  brute  tradition  was  now  also 
revived.  In  its  first  appearance,  this  tradi- 
tion was  a  development,  or  manifestation  ra- 
ther, of  the  forest  life  and  tastes  of  the  early 
.Germans.  Their  daily  familiar  association 
with  the  habits  and  instincts  of  the  animal 
creation,  taught  them  to  attribute  to  it  a 
half-human  character,  which  is  the  spirit  of 
the  brute  tradition.  And  when  this  social 
intercourse  was  interrupted,  as  by  beasts  of 
prey,  their  superstition  would  clothe  such 
rude  disturbers  with  supernatural  terrors. 
Hence  it  is  we  hear  of  were-wolves.  and 
other  marvels.  The  famous  brute  epic  of 
Reynard  the  Fox,  which  had  been  brought 
back  again  out  of  the  Netherlands,  assumed, 
however,  in  the  eyes  of  this  generation,  an 
entirely  new  character.  It  was  looked  on 
and  enjoyed  as  a  bold,  elaborate  satire  upon 
kings,  courts,  and  priests;  and  to  the  pre- 
vailing quarrels  between  the  clergy  and  the 
laity  it  owed  many  a  new  edition.  In  imita- 
tion of  this  work  rose  fables,  and  numberless 
stories  of  animals;  the  latter,  however,  fail- 
ing to  realize  the  mystic,  half-human  element, 
which  should  be  their  special  beauty.  Where 
such  heroes  are  represented  as  definite  ani- 
mals, or  definite  men,  (though  still  called  by 
animal  names,)  their  hold  on  the  imagination 
'  is  greatly  lessened.  Master  Reynard  is  more 
than  a  mere  fox,  and  yet  too  much  of  a  fox 
to  be  a  man ;  the  charm  thus  becomes  com- 
plete, and  is  irresistible. 

From  the  VolksbUcher  of  this  humoroua 
caste  we  are  somewhat  at  a  loss  to  select  a 
specimen.  That  which  will  perhaps  admit 
of  being  indicated  in  the  least  space,  is  tho 
LcUenbuch,  or  The  Citizens  of  Schilda. 
The  inhabitants  of  this  town  were  so  widely 
celebrated  for  their  wisdom,  that  they  receiv- 
ed embassies  from  the  most  distant  kings  and 
statesmen,   summoning  th^tck  \a  >cc^^  >^^5ci 
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briiy  proved,  after  a  time,  somewhat  incon- 
Tcnient,  inasmuch  as  it  often  happened  that 
the  women  were  left  at  home  to  plough, 
sow,  and  reap.  But,  as  we  shall  see,  their 
wisdom  was  not  for  other  people's  use  only. 
After  mature  deliberation,  they  resolved  to 
lay  aside  thb  superfluous  possession.  From 
the  day  of  that  determination  each  was  to 
emulate  bis  fellow  in  stupidity.  At  first, 
ihis  was  rather  a  difficult  matter;  but  soon, 
as  the  magistrate  said,  **  they  were  clever 
enough  to  take  it  quite  naturally."  One  of  the 
first  improvements  which  they  now  under- 
took in  their  town  was  the  erection  of  a  new 
town-hall.  It  rose  to  a  great  height,  with 
three  walls  forming  a  triangle ;  but  notwith- 
standing the  beauty  of  the  design,  it  was  dis- 
covered, on  the  first  day  of  assembly,  that 
they  were  unable  to  see  anything  in  the  in- 
terior. They,  therefore,  with  great  prompti- 
tude, ran  and  fetched  large  sacks,  held  them 
open  in  the  sunshine,  then  hastily  closing 
the  mouths,  rushed  into  the  hall,  concluding 
that  this  manoeuvre  would  be  followed  by  a 
full  blaze  of  sunshine.  Great  was  their  tiis- 
may  at  finding  themselves  still  in  the  dark ; 
and  they  gladly  followed  the  advice  of  a 
traveller,  who  told  them  to  take  off  the  roof 
from  the  building.  This  they  did ;  and  for- 
tunately had  a  dry  summer. 

The  citizens  of  Schilda  also  built  a  new 
mill,  and  for  this  purpose  had  hewn  a  stone 
from  a  quarry  at  the  top  of  the  hill.  This 
they  cariiud  down  to  the  mill ;  but  then  they 
remembered  how,  in  felling  the  wood  for  the 
town-hall,  one  tree  had  rolled  down  by  itself. 
'  Are  we  come  to  be  real  fools,'  quoth  the 
magistrate,  in  a  great  rage  ; '  we  might  have 
let  the  stone  roll  down,  and  have  spared  all 
thU  trouble.'  So,  with  great  difficulty,  they 
carried  it  up  again  to  the  quarry.  '  Oh  I'  ex- 
claimed one  of  the  men ;  '  how  shall  we  know 
whei  e  the  stone  rolls  to  V  *  That  is  easily 
settled,'  replied  the  magistrate;  'some  one 
must  put  his  head  into  the  hole,  and  go  down 
with  it.'  So  the  stone  and  the  man  went 
down  the  hill-side  into  the  millpond.  When 
the  rest  reached  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  and 
saw  neither  man  nor  stone,  they  suspected 
foul  play ;  and  said  the  man  must  have  gone 
off  with  the  millstone.  They  therefore  sent 
word  to  all  the  neighboring  villages,  '  that 
if  a  man  were  seen  walking  with  a  millstone 
round  his  neck,  he  should  be  taken,  and 
should  suffer  the  extremity  of  the  law  as  a 
common  thief.'  But  the  poor  fellow  lay  at 
the  bottom  of  the  pond,  and  had  drunk  too 
much  water  to  be  able  to  make  his  defence. 
Not  long  after  Mb,  there  was  a  report  of  war ; 


and  the  people  were  greatly  concerned  for 
the  safety  of  the  bell  in  the  town-ball.  They 
at  length  agreed  that  the  sea  would  be  the 
safest  place  to  put  it  in.  So  they  went  out  io 
a  ship,  and  dropped  the  bell  slowly  down, 
making  a  notch  in  the  ship's  side,  that  they 
might  know  the  precise  spot.  When  the  war 
was  over,  they  set  sail  again  to  recover  thdr 
treasure ;  but  though  the  notch  was  still  in 
the  ship,  they  never  found  their  bell.  The 
stupidity  of  the  Schilbtlrger  had  long  ceased 
to  be  assumed ;  and  their  melancholy  end  was 
such  as  might  be  anticipated  from  their  con- 
sistent life.  It  happened  thus : — In  the  town 
of  Schilda  there  were  no  cats ;  and  bams  and 
houses  were  overrun  with  mice.  One  day,  a 
traveller  passed  with  a  cat  under  bis  arm. 
An  innkeeper  asked  what  it  was.  '  A  mouse- 
dog,'  replied  the  stranger ;  and  it  forthwith 
commenced  considerable  execution  among  the 
mice.  So  the  stranger  kindly  settled  with 
the  good  citizens,  that  they  should  have  the 
cat  for  a  hundred  gulden.  They  carried  it 
into  the  castle,  where  the  com  was,  and  then 
remembered  they  had  not  inquired  what  the 
animal  ate.  A  man  was  dispatched  after  the 
stranger ;  who,  however,  fearing  they  repent- 
ed the  bargain,  took  to  his  heels.  '  What  does 
it  eat  ?'  shouted  the  man,  at  a  great  distance. 
'Wie  man's  beuf  (what  you  please),  replied 
he,  hastily.  But  the  peasant  understood 
him,  '  Vieh  und  LeuC  (men  and  cattle),  and 
ran  home  in  great  consternation.  From  this 
it  was  clear  that  when  the  mice  were  eaten, 
the  cattle  and  themselves  would  be  the  next 
victims ;  but  no  one  dared  to  touch  the  crea- 
ture. So  they  thought  it  would  be  a  lesser 
evil  to  lose  their  corn,  and  promptly  set  fire 
to  the  castle,  in  order  to  destroy  the  cat.  But 
the  cat  jumped  out  of  the  window  into  anoth- 
er house  ;  this  they  bought,  and  burned  like- 
wise ;  but  the  creature  walked  quietly  on  to 
the  roof,  and  began  washing  her  face.  This 
solemn  elevation  of  the  paw  was  construed 
into  a  menace  of  mortal  revenge.  One  brave 
man  commenced  an  attack  with  a  long  spear ; 
but  puss  calmly  ran  down  it.  This  climax  so 
horrified  the  beholders,  that  they  simultane- 
ously fled  ;  and  the  village  was  burned  all  but 
one  house.  With  their  wives  and  children  the 
Schilbiirger  wandered  into  the  forest ;  and 
having  lost  their  all,  sought  other  homes  in 
countries  far  and  near.  So  that,  even  in  our 
day,  there  is  no  town  in  which  some  of  the 
race  of  the  S^hilbUrgers  may  not  be  found. 

And  as  we  have  all  met  with  Schilb^rgers 
in  our  time,  so  we  have  all  heard  of  one  Whitr 
tington,  who  also  chanced  to  find  a  cat  a  rery 
marketable  commodity. 
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Our  patient  reader  now,  doubtless,  looks 
to  us  for  some  information  respecting  the  ear* 
\y  authors  of  the  stories,  the  characteristics 
of  which  we  have  submitted,  with  our  best 
fidelity,  to  his  judicious  criticism.  But  laud- 
able as  this  spirit  of  inquiry  may  be  in  the 
abstract,  there  are  occasions  on  which  we  can- 
not profess  to  admire  it,  if  it  be  expected  of 
us  that  we  should  preserve  even  the  ghost  of 
a  conscience.  In  the  present  instance,  we  can- 
sider  it  annoying,  intrusive,  malicious.  Our 
only  reply  b,  that  a  few  were  composed  and 
penned  by  a  Thuringian  princess,  in  the  fif- 
teenth century ;  and  it  is  possible,  that  the  lite- 
rary dilettante,  Niclas  von  Wyle,  mav  have 
had  something  to  do  with  some  others  of  them ; 
but  this  is  scarcely  probable,  since  he  was  far 


too  busy  in  translating  Italian,  and  mnnmg 
after  literary  ladies.  Our  information,  there- 
fore, on  this  point,  becomes  '  beautifully  less' 
as  we  attempt  to  gather  it  up,  and  resolves 
itself  into  a  statement  of  our  own  utter  igno- 
rance, with  this  consoling  reservation,  how- 
ever, that  we  cannot  refer  the  bafi9ed  inquirer 
to  a  more  enlightened  authority  than  our- 
selves. It  is  sufficier^  for  us,  humble  persons 
as  we  are,  that,  in  common  with  such  obscure 
authors  as  the  said  Goethe  and  Tieck  before 
mentioned,  we  have  found  it  pleasant,  and 
something  more,  to  place  ourselves  amidst 
the  times  when  such  fictions  ooulJ  be  invent- 
ed, and  amidst  the  wonder-loving  circles 
among  ^om  they  could  be  narratea,  believ- 
ed, and  enjoyed. 
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God,  God  alone  is  truth, — as  million  sparks 
Spring  from  the  blazing  fire,  so  living  tbines, 
All  living  things — all  life,  proceeds  trom  Him, 
And  unto  Him  returns.    He,  He  alone 
Is  glorious,  formless,  perfect,  and  unborn, 
Pervading  all — within,  without.    Nor  life 
Nor  mind  is  His.*    His  purity  divine 
Towers  over  all  existence :  higher  still, 
That  even  his  own  almighty  energy, 
The  life,  the  mind,  the  sense,  ether,  air. 
Light,  water,  and  the  all-containing  earth, 
Proceed  from  Him.    His  head  the  highest  heaven, 
The  sun  and  moon  His  eyes,  His  ears  the  points 
All  round  the  zodiac.    In  the  voids  His  speech. 
His  life  the  air,  his  bosom  nature's  breadth, 
His  feet  the  earth.     The  all-pervading  He, 
'Twas  his  perfection  that  created  heat. 
Whose  fuel  is  the  sun.    The  moon  He  launched, 
Rain  to  engender — rain  to  raise  the  com, 


*  Life  and  mind  are  here  spoken  of  as  created 
things,  and  therefore  not  attrioutes  of  the  divine 
nator*. 


Which  feeds  the  germinatmg  souree  of  life, 
Whose  impregnation  animates  the  worid. 

He  hath  created  gods  and  demigods, 
Men,  beastM,  birds,  vital  airs,  and  com,  and  wheat ; 
Truth,  contemplation,  veneration,  all 
The  chiims  of  duty  and  the  rites  of  law. 

He,  the  seven  orifices  of  the  head, 
With  their  perceptive  powers,  the  objects,  too, 
Of  their  perception,  and  perception's  self. 
He  formed,  and  seated  in  the  heart  that  life 
Which  reveb  in  the  organs  given  to  alL 

Oceans  and  mountains  ail  proceed  from  Himt 
From  Him  all  rivers  flow.    From  Him  all  food 
Receives  its  flavors,  and  its  strengthening  powers. 
'Tis  He  who  to  the  body  binds  the  soul. 
His  perfect  Deity  is  all  in  all ! 
Object  of  every  holy  thought,  and  aim 
Of  each  divine  observance.    He,  supreme ! 
Immortal  He !  and  O !  beloved  one ! 
If  He  be  seated  in  thine  inmost  soul. 
Soon  wilt  thou  break  the  bonds  of  ignorance, 
And  glory  in  bright  knowledge. 
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THE  FORTUNES  OP  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


On  the  southern  shore  of  an  inlet  of  the 
Pacific,  the  Spaniards,  some  time  in  the  lat- 
ter part  of  the  last  century,  erected  a  Presi- 
dio or  fort,  consisting  of  a  square  court  en- 
closed with  mud-walls  pierced  for  musketry. 
Withh)  these  walls  were  some  small  dwellings 
for  the  soldier  settlers,  while  the  centre  of 
the  area  was  kept  clear  for  their  exercise. 
This  fort,  which  fell  long  ago  into  ruins,  was 
destined  to  play  rather  an  important  part  in 
the  world's  history.  In  the  year  1776,  two 
wandering  missionaries,  natives  of  Spain,  hut 
last  from  Mexico,  landed  in  the  bay;  and 
under  the  protection  of  the  military  station, 
they  founded  a  Mission  at  some  little  distance, 
and  set  to  the  work  of  civilizing  and  Chris- 
tianizing the  native  tribes  around  them.  The 
names  of  these  individuals  were  Francisco 
Patou  and  Benito  Canebon ;  the  mission  was 
called  Dolores,  in  commemoration  of  the  suf- 
ferings of  the  Virgin ;  and  it  became  the  pa- 
rent of  many  others  in  the  same  country. 

The  good  fathers  appear  to  have  settled 
quietly  down,  and  to  have  found  little  diffi- 
culty in  their  labor  of  love.  They  erected  a 
church,  with  dwellings  around  it  for  them- 
selves and  attendants,  and  the  natives  built 
their  huts  in  squares  at  a  little  distance.  Not 
far  off,  a  secular  settlement  was  likewise  at- 
tempted, but  proceeded  the  length  of  only  a 
few  houses.  It  was  called  lorba  Buena, 
after  an  herb  of  that  name  found  on  the  hills, 
and  esteemed  for  its  medicinal  qualities,  as 
well  as  used  by  way  of  a  substitute  for  tea. 
The  first  settlers  there  were  from  Mexico,  ex- 
cepting a  Russian,  who,  being  left  behind  by 
a  Kussian  ship,  cast  in  his  lot  with  theirs. 
But  the  town  i%  not  worth  talking  about  as 
yet*— the  Mission  drew  every  kind  of  pros- 
perity to  itself.  Soon  after  its  organization, 
says  an  authority,  it  flourished  rapidly,  real- 
izing all  the  hopes  of  its  founders.  The  In- 
dians placed  the  most  devout  confidence  in 
the  Padres,  embracing  readily  the  new  reli- 
gion, and  acquiring  with  it  many  of  the  arts 
of  civilization.  They  continued  to  live  apart 
in  small  communities,  employing  themselves 
In  tilling  the  earth  and  other  labors  under  the  ' 


direction  of  the  missionaries ;  and  for  their 
work,  of  eight  hours  in  the  day,  they  received 
from  them  food,  trinkets — and  nim.  *'At 
various  times,  parties  of  Indians  were  pro- 
vided with  the  proper  means,  and  dismissed 
by  the  missionaries,  that  they  might  pursue 
an  independent  Jife.  But  we  are  told  the  at- 
tempt invariably  failed,  and  that  the  natives 
sooner  or  later  returned  to  seek  the  protec- 
tion and  guardianship  of  the  Padres,  after 
wasting  their  cattle  and  other  stock.  Some 
idea  may  be  formed  of  the  extent  of  those 
operations,  from  the  fact,  that  there  belonged 
to  this  mission,  at  one  period,  20,000  head  of 
cattle,  3000  horses,  and  80,000  sheep.  In 
1810,  the  number  of  Christian  baptisms  had 
reached  3896;  and  in  1831,  the  period  of 
greatest  prosperity,  the  whole  number  had 
amounted  to  6883.  From  this  date,  a  de- 
clension took  place,  which  was  greatly  accele- 
rated by  the  Mexican  Revolution,  m  1886, 
when  the  cattle  and  property  were  destroyed, 
and  the  Indians  driven  off  by  political  dis^ 
turbances.  From  1831  to  1849,  the  number 
of  baptbms  was  only  468.  Of  the  entire  list, 
it  is  computed  that  nine-tenths  were  Indians, 
and  the  remainder  Californians,  or  immi- 
grants, and  their  descendants,  principally  from 
Mexico." 

In  1839,  the  secular  town,  if  that  can  be 
called  a  town  which  contained  only  a  few 
scattered  houses,  was  planned  and  laid  out 
by  Captain  John  Vioget ;  and  in  half-a-dozen 
years  it  contained  150  inhabitants.  About 
this  time,  when  the  war  between  America 
and  Mexico  had  commenced,  there  began  to 
flock  to  it  tome  American  adventurers,  and 
in  two  years  the  population  was  increased  by 
several  hundreds.  At  the  beginning  of  1847, 
this  slowly-moving  town,  whose  ambition  was 
confined  to  agricultural  pursuits,  changed  its 
name.  Instead  of  Yerba  Buena,  it  was  now 
San  Francisco ;  and  although  its  houses  were 
but  huts  of  one  or  two  rooms,  built  chiefly  of 
adobes,  it  was  ordained  that  no  hogs  should 
be  allowed  to  run  at  large,  and  no  firearms 
be  discharged  within  the  distance  of  a  mile, 
under  the  pain  of  a  fine  of  five  dollars  and 
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twenty  dollars  for  the  offences  respectively. 
In  this  memorable  year,  the  last  of  rural  la- 
bor, tranquillity,  and  slow  but  steady  progress, 
six  members  of  council  were  elected  by  200 
votes,  a  semi-monthly  maii  was  established 
to  some  southward  points,  and  a  small  steam- 
boat made  a  successful  expedition  round 
Wood  Island. 

In  1848,  the  province  was  formally  ceded 
by  Mexico  to  the  United  States ;  and  almost 
simultaneously  a  feverish  feeling,  connected 
with  metallic  riches,  broke  out  m  the  small 
community.  Quicksilver-mines  were  dreamed 
of ;  copper  was  said  to  be  discovered  some- 
where ;  saltpetre,  sulphur,  limestone,  coal — 
all,  in  turn,  had  their  seers  and  prophets ; 
silver,  at  length,  became  the  rage — the  whole 
country  was  believed  to  be  underlaid  with  the 
precious  ore.  Gold  was  then  hinted  at — 
talked  of — trumpeted;  but  wise  men  laughed 
at  the  splendid  illusion.  Louder  and  louder 
grew  the  buns,  till  the  laugh  was  drowned  in 
the  noise;  and  then,  almost  on  a  sudden, 
there  was  no  sound  heard  in  San  Francisco. 
Stores  closed,  and  empty  houses  everywhere 
met  the  eye.  The  population  had  almost 
wholly  ebbed  away;  and  of  the  numerous 
placards  of  American  industry,  the  only  one 
prominent  in  the  town  was  this :  "  Highest 
price  paid  here  for  Califomian  gold."  "  The 
temporary  suspension  of  trade  and  business 
was  soon  followed  by  the  most  extraordinary 
activity.  Adventurers  from  all  nations,  and 
merchandise  of  all  kinds,  began  to  pour  into 
the  town,  on  their  way  to  the  mining  region. 
Buildings  that  had  been  vacated,  were  tilled 
with  newly-arrived  gold-seekers,  hurrying  to 
the  mines.  Store-houses  were  in  demandfor 
mercantile  purposes;  and  labor,  which  had 
been  but  one  or  two  dollars  a  day  prior  to 
the  discovery  of  gold,  was  not  to  be  had  at 
any  price.  Carpenters  often  refused  fifteen 
and  twenty  dollars  a  day.  Schools  and 
churches  were  forgotten ;  and  if  public  meet- 
ings were  held,  the  object  was  to  fix  the  value 
of  gold-dust,  or  to  make  plans  for  testing  it. 
In  August,  immigrants  began  to  arrive  at  the 
rate  of  500  a  month.  In  the  middle  of  Sep- 
tember, the  harbor  was  described  as  crowded 
with  shipping,  the  wharfs  lined  with  goods 
and  mercnandise,  and  the  streets  filled  with 
a  busy  throng.  Fifty  persons,  it  was  com- 
puted, spent  the  night  without  the  cover  of  a 
roof." 

In  September  of  that  year,  a  grand  event 
occurred  in  the  history  of  San  Francisco. 
This  was  the  arrival  in  the  port  of  the  first 
square-rigged  vessel ;  and  no  sooner  was  it 
known  Uut  she  was  actually  discharging  her 


cargo,  than  eoods  of  all  kinds  fell  prodigiously 
in  price,  and  town-lands  rose  from  50  to  100 
per  cent.  A  lot  bordering  on  the  water, 
which  had  been  offered  for  5000  dollars,  and 
refused  by  everybody,  sold  the  next  day  for 
10,000  dollars.  In  the  same  month,  the  first 
brick  building  was  erected.  All  sorts  of  am- 
bitious projects  were  talked  of:  a  temperance 
society — a  lyceum — an  hospital — a  theatre. 
A  chaplain  to  the  "city'*  was  installed — a 
city  which  now  polled  the  not  very  extrava- 
gant number  of  347  votes  at  an  election  of 
councilmen.  Before  the  year  closed,  the 
mining  adventurers,  who  had  returned  home 
for  the  winter,  found  that  some  very  remark- 
able changes  had  taken  place.  Lots  of  land 
they  had  left  selling  for  2000  dollars,  had 
risen  to  15,000  dollars;  and  houses  they 
could  have  rented  for  20  dollars  a  month, 
were  now  charged  at  100  dollars. 

In  February,  1849,  the  arrival  of  the  first 
steam-ship  in  the  mail-service  set  the  citizens 
wild  with  rtfpture  and  exultation ;  but  in  a 
few  months,  the  harbor  was  crowded  with 
vessels  of  all  kinds,  and  immigrants  landed  in 
thousands.  Then  came  the  launch  of  a  little 
iron  steam-boat,  and  her  experimental  trip 
to  the  Sacramento.  On  this  occasion,  she 
brought  back  a  number  of  salmon  from  the 
golden  river,  some  of  which  sold  for  forty- 
five  dollars  apiece.  This  vessel  was  soon 
followed,  on  the  same  route,  by  other  steam- 
ers, and  the  expeditions  of  the  miners  were 
shortened  from  seven  days  to  seventeen 
hours. 

Great  fortunes  are  sometimes  made  in  a 
manner  not  very  cleanly;  and  even  so  it  hap- 
pened with  this  city,  which  was  called  sud- 
denly forth,  by  the  magic  of  gold,  from  a 
foundation  of  mud.  In  the  following  winter, 
which  chanced  to  be  as  wet  as  our  last  win- 
ter in  England,  all  San  Francisco  was  a  quag- 
mire. To  remove  the  mud  was  impossible  ; 
but  the  inhabitants  tried  to  make  it  of  a  thick 
enough  consistence  to  admit  of  passage,  by 
laying  down  upon  the  streets  a  layer  of  brush- 
wood and  rubbish.  But  layer  after  layer  dis- 
appeared in  the  unfathomable  abyss,  and  with 
it,  now  and  then,  an  unfortunate  mule.  When 
men  were  adventurous  enough  to  attempt 
crossing,  they  sometimes  owed  their  lives  to 
their  neighbors.  Tradition  telb  of  one  per- 
son who  actually  disappeared  under  these 
circumstances.  The  intersection  of  Clay  and 
Montgomery  Streets  being  a  principal  tho- 
roughfare, was  the  scene  of  many  interesting 
and  exciting  incidents.  To  cross  on  foot  be- 
came completely  impossible,  until  a  subcafix^(;> 
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beans,  damaged  rice,  bundles  of  tobacco,  and 
a  general  assortnoent  of  spare  mercbandise. 
Over  this  inyisible  bridge,  experienced  navi- 
gators might  succeed  in  making  their  way ; 
but  woe  to  the  unskilful  wayfarer  who,  in  at- 
tempting the  path,  deviated  from  the  suba- 
queous line  of  march !  In  the  dearth  of  busi- 
ness and  amusements,  many  citizens  found 
agreeable  employment  in  watching  the  pro- 
gress of  their  fellow-men  through  the  diffi- 
culties of  travel,  and  rendering  assistance  in 
desperate  cases.  New-comers  often  landed 
from  ship-board  rigeed  in  their  Sunday's  best, 
and  with  boots  brightly  polished,  intending 
to  strike  the  natives  with  surprise  by  such 
tokens  of  high  civilization;  but  scarcely  had' 
they  touched  terra  firma,  when  they  made 
the  deep  discovery,  that  terra  firma  was  not 
there  ;  and  they  were  glad  to  get  back  to  the 
ship,  with  the  loss  not  only  of  Day  &  Martin's 
polish,  but  of.  the  boots  themselves,  which 
they  were  constrained  to  leave  deep  buried  in 
the  streets  of  San  Francisco !  • 

Another  curious  trait  of  the  Golden  City. 
"In  those  days**  says  our  authority — the 
mushroom  citizen  is  talking  of  1849  ! — "  be- 
fore the  recent  improvements  in  the  delivery 
of  letters,  the  post-office  exhibited  the  most 
curious  scenes  on  the  arrival  of  the  mails 
from  the  Atlantic  States.  People  crowded 
by  hundreds  into  the  long  lines,  to  march  to 
the  windows  in  quest  of  letters  from  home. 
Desperate  efforts  were  made  to  secure  a  place 
near  the  window,  in  anticipation  of  the  open- 
ing of  the  office.  Men  rose  from  their  beds 
in  the  middle  of  the  niffht  for  this  purpose. 
It  was  a  common  practice  to  provide  a  chair, 
and  hitch  up,  step  by  step,  as  the  procession 
slowly  advanced,  whiling  away  the  time  with 
cigars  and  other  appliances.  Persons  were 
exposed  for  hours  to  the  most  drenching 
rains,  which  they  bore  with  heroic  fortitude, 
rather  than  relinquish  their  post.  Men  of 
speculative  views,  who  expected  no  letters, 
secured  advanced  places,  and  then  sold  them, 
sometimes  for  as  much  as  eight  or  ten  dol- 
lars." 

In  those  days,  too,  the  dress  of  the  city 
was  picturesque  in  its  infinite  variety — com- 
prehending jackets,  hangups,  Spanish  wrap- 
pers, serapes,  blankets,  bear-^kins  ;  boots 
with  red  or  green  tops,  horsemen's  boots, 
miners'  boots,  fishermen's  boots ;  and  a 
splendid  choice  of  hats,  of  which  the  most 
popular  was  the  California  slouch — converti- 
ble at  will  into  a  pillow,  a  basin,  a  handker- 
chief, or  a  basket.  When  female  immigrants, 
however,  began  to  flock  into 'the  city,  the 
picturesque  declined,  and  the  gold-seekers 


sent  off  in  a  hurry  to  Broadway  for  modeb 
of  costume.  Two  theatres  sprang  up,  with 
crowds  of  drinkine  and  gambling  houses; 
and  the  citizens,  being  now  in  the  broad  path 
of  city  civilization,  amused  themselves  with 
concerts,  balls,  dinner-parties,  and  military 
suppers.  By  this  time  San  Francisco  had 
extended  into  the  country,  and  absorbed 
into  itself  the  Mission  of  the  reverend  Pa- 
dres. 

In  1849,  occurred  the  first  of  eight  or 
nine  confilagrations,  which  have,  from  time 
to  time,  up  to  last  year,  reduced  a  considera- 
ble portion  of  the  city  to  ashes.  About  the 
same  time,  the  first  step  was  taken  to  extin- 
guish the  Golden  City  with  a  debt,  which 
speedily  amounted  to  a  million  and  a  half  of 
dollars.  In  January,  1850,  three  females 
arrived  from  Sydney ;  and  being  unable  to 
pay  for  their  passage,  they  were  publicly 
sold  for  five  months  by  the  captain  of  the 
ship.  They  fetched  fifteen  dollars  each.  In 
this  year  there  were  six  daily  newspapers 
published  in  San  Francisco,  to  which  two  more 
were  added  in  the  following  year.  There 
were  likewise  seven  churches  in  the  city. 
The  harbor  was  crowded  with  large  vessels 
from  all  the  great  ports  in  the  world ;  but 
once  there,  return  was  impossible.  The 
crews  deserted  in  a  body,  and  rushed  to  the 
mines ;  many  of  the  ships  were  dragged  up 
the  beach  at  high  water,  and  converied  into 
storehouses ;  one  of  them  became  a  large 
hotel.  Another  singular  feature  of  the  dty 
was  formed  by  the  Chinese  immigrants.  At 
a  grand  funeral  procession,  commemorative 
of  the  death  oc  the  American  president, 
Taylor,  a  body  of  those  curious-looking  citi- 
zens attended  in  their  national  costume,  and 
ever  since  they  have  exbibittrd  great  interest 
in  all  public  demonstrations,  parading  with 
banners  and  music.  One  of  tb«  most  re- 
maikable  of  these  occasions,  was  the  cele- 
bration of  the  admission  of  'California  into 
the  American  Union  in  1850. 

In  1851,  the  streets  were  paved  with 
wood  in  such  a  way  as  to  defy  the  mud,  and 
they  were  begun  to  be  brilliantly  Kghted, 
when  one  of  the  usual  conflagrations  oc- 
curred, which  ate  out  the  heart  of  the  city, 
the  centre  of  business,  leaving  only  strag- 
gling outskirts.  But  this  proved  a  benefit 
rather  than  a  misfortune,  for  it  roused  in 
earnest  the  extraordinary  energies  of  the 
people  ;  and  the  burned  district  was  speedi- 
ly covered  with  houses,  pretty  nearly  fire- 
proof. For  this  reason,  the  fire  of  last  No- 
vember was  comparatively  a  mere  trifle; 
tlie  damage  was  only  100,000  doUarSy  while 
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that  of  the  former  conflagration  was,  com- 
puted hy  millions.  The  following  is  a  pic- 
ture of  the  city  as  it  now  stands : — 

**  The  city  of  San  Francisco  stands  on  a 
narrow  neck  of  land  between  the  bay  and 
the  ocean,  fronting  eastward  on  the  bay,  and 
having  the  ocean  five  miles  on  the  west. 
The  bay  extends  southward  some  fifty  miles, 
parallel  with  the  sea,  from  which  it  is  sepa- 
rated by  a  narrow  strip  of  land,  varying 
from  five  to  twenty  miles  in  width.  The 
city  is  on  the  extreme  point  of  this  promon- 
iory.  Its  site  is  handsome  and  commanding, 
being  on  an  inclined  plane,  half  a  mile  m 
extent,  from  the  water's  edge  to  the  hills  in 
the  rear.  Two  points  of  land — Clark's 
Point  on  the  north,  and  Bincon  Point  on  the 
south,  one  mile  apart — project  into  the  bay, 
forming  a  crescent  between  them,  which  is 
the  water-front  of  the  city,  and  which  has 
already  been  filled  in  and  covered  with 
buildings  to  the  extent  of  half  a  mile.  Those 
points,  and  the  lofty  hills  north  and  west, 
upon  which  the  city  is  rapidly  climbing,  af- 
ford a  most  extensive  and  picturesque  view 
of  the  surrounding  country.  Theie  are 
scarcely  to  be  found  more  charming  and  di- 
versified prospects  than  are  presented  from 
these  heights.  Taking  your  stand  on  Tele- 
graph Hill,  to  the  north  of  the  city,  and 
looking  eastward,  you  see  the  spacious  bay, 
eight  miles  in  width,  crowded  with  ships 
from  all  quarters  of  the  globe ;  and  the  fer- 
tile coast  of  Contra  Costa  beyond,  with  its 
new  city  of  Oakland,  behind  which  rise  hill 
on  hill,  to  the  Redwood  forests  on  the  sum- 
mits. Towering  over  these  is  the  conical 
peak  of  Mount  Diabolo,  at  a  distance  of 
thirty- five  miles.  To  the  north  is  the  en- 
trance from  the  ocean,  almost  beneath  your 
feet ;  and  Saucelita,  six  miles  distant,  at  the 
foot  of  the  opposite   hills.    The  northern 


arm  of  the  bay  also  stretches  away  till  lost 
in  the  distance,  studded  with  smoking  steam- 
ers on  their  way  to  the  numerous  points  on 
the  Sacramento  and  San  Joaquin  rivers. 
Turning  to  the  south,  you  look  down  on  the 
busy  city,  whose  tumultuous  din  lings 
steiidily  in  your  ear — the  Mission  Dolores, 
in  a  charming  little  valley  beyond,  backed 
by  graceful  hills — the  southern  arm  of  the 
bay  lost  in  the  horizon — and  the  dim  and 
distant  coast-range  of  mountains  runi\ing 
parallel  on  the  east.  Facing  the  west,  you 
look  upon  the  narrow  strait  through  which 
the  restless  ocean  ebbs  and  flows,  and  into 
which  the  sea-breeze  sweeps  daily  with  its 
chilling  but  purifying  mists — the  Golden 
Gate — the  Psesidio — the  Fort — the  great 
ocean  beyond." 

Finally,  the  extracts  we  have  given 
throughout  this  article  are  from  the  preface 
to  a  Directory  published  in  January  last — 
a  directory  of  9,000  names  and  addresses 
for  t^is  city,  which,  half-a-dozen  years  ago, 
consisted  of  a  few  straggling  huts ;  and 
which  now,  as  we  learn  from  the  census  of 
last  year — received  since  writing  the  above 
— contains  a  population  of  34,876  souls. 
Of  this  number,  only  5,154  are  females. 
The  foreign  residents  amount  to  16,144 
males,  2,710  females ;  the  remainder, 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  hundred  ne- 
groes and  mulattoes,  being  citizens  of  the 
United  States.  Verily,  there  are  few  epi« 
sodes  in  the  history  of  the  world  more  re- 
markable than  the  fortunes  of  San  Francis- 


co.' 


*  The  popolatioQ  of  the  whole  state  is  264,435  * 
The  capital    invested   in    mining    operations   is 
13-897,447  dollars,  of  which  gold-mining  has  about 
one-third.     The  capital  employed  for  all  other 
purposes  is  41,061,983  dollars. 
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Cakkibal  Snakes. — Several  well- authen- 
ticated instances  have  been  related  to  me  of 
snakes  being  killed,  which  had  half  swallow- 
ed other  snakes  very  little  smaller  than  them- 
selves, the  lower  portions  of  which  were,  in 
process  of  digestion,  in  thedevourer's  stomach, 
whilst  the  yet  uns wallowed  half  hung  out  of 
its  mouth.     One  of  these  was  discovered  by  a 


boy  treading  on  it,  when,  to  his  horror,  the 
reptile  instantly  coiled  itself  round  his  leg, 
but  without  biting  him,  and,  on  a  pennon  go- 
ing to  his  aid,  it  was  found  that  the  snake's 
mouth  was  fully  occupied  and  distended  by 
the  body  of  another  snake. — Mrs,  Mere* 
diih*it  my  Home  in  Tatmania. 
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Ws  DOW  give  a  brief  sketch  of  the  life  and 
works  of  a  man  who  stands  out  pre-eminent 
in  the  present  day,  as  an  example  of  what 
aan  be  accomplished  in  the  walks  of  science 
by  unaided  genius.     Born  in  a  humble  sta- 
tion in  life,  he  possessed  not  the  advantages 
that  wealth  and  birth  confer;  but,  by  the 
powers  of  his  mind,  joined  to  a  persevering 
industry,  he  has  obtained  a  position  in  the 
scientific  world  which  any  man  might  justly 
be  proud  to  acquire ;  and  which  others  with 
far  greater  advantages  h^ve  sought  in  vain. 
He  is  not  only  honored  by  all  ranks  in  his 
own  country,  but  has  acquired  a  world-wide 
reputation ;   and   such  is  the   modest  and 
kindly  way  in  which  he   has  always  given 
utterance  to  his  views,  that  he  has  attained 
that  honorable  but  rare  position,  when  even 
those  with  whose  opinions  it  has  been  his  lot 
to  come  into  collision  cannot  find  it  in  their 
hearts  to  say  one  word  against  him.     Surely 
the  career  of  such  a  man  is  one  that  will  be 
read  with  interest  by  every  lover  of  science ; 
and  his  example  cannot  fail  to  stir  up  a  spirit 
of  noble  emulation  and  determined  perseve- 
rance in  the  breast  of  many  a  one  who  is 
now  in  silence  pursuing  his  way,  amidst  many 
disadvantages,  as  a  humble  votary  of  science. 
It  was  in  the  good  old  town  of  Lancaster 
that  Richard  Owen  was  born;  and  there  he 
passed  his  early  years.     While  still  a  youth, 
he  commenced  the  study  of  surgery,  and 
pursued    it  with  considerable  ardor ;    not, 
however,  from  any  love  which  he  then  had 
for  such  a  study,  but  because  that  course 
appeared  to  him  the  only  one  by  which  he 
should  be  able  to  follow  a  seafaring  life,  which 
was  the  darling  wish  of  his  heart :  for  at  that 
time  a  preference  was  always  given,  in  the 
navy,  to  youths  who  had  studied  this  sub- 
ject.    He  had  been  a  midshipman  on  board 
a  ship-of-war  ;  but  at  the  close  of  the  Ame- 
rican struggle  had  been  obliged  to  return 
home ;  and  then  it  was  that  he  devoted  him- 
self to  the  study  of  surgery,  and  served  under 
the  surgeon  to  the  county  jail  at  Lancaster. 
In  1824,  Owen  matriculated  at  Edinburgh; 
and  there,  under  the  tuition  of  Dr.  Barclay, 


he  soon  displayed  a  decided  love  for  com- 
parative anatomy.  The  next  year  he  re- 
moved to  St.  Bartholomew's  Hospital  in  Lon- 
don, where  he  speedily  distinguished  himself 
as  a  very  promising  anatomist,  and  attracted 
the  notice  of  the  celebrated  Abemethy,  who 
was  then  lecturing  at  St.  Bartholomew's  ;  and 
he  soon  made  young  Owen  one  of  the  dis- 
sectors for  his  lectures. 

Even  here,  however,  a  fondness  for  the  sea 
was  still  his  ruling  passion ;  and  he  applied 
for  and  obtained  the  office  of  assistant-sur- 
geon in  the  navy.  But,  when  be  went  to  bid 
his  instructor  farewell,  the  good  old  man,  in 
his  own  rough  and  eccentric  way,  manifested 
his  affection  for  his  young  pupil,  and  his  un- 
willingness that  science  should  lose  bis  ser- 
vices.  When  he  mentioned  that  he  was 
going  to  sea,  Abemethy  bluntly  replied, 
'  that  he  had  better  go  to  the  devil  at  once.' 
By  his  representations  and  advice,  Owen  was 
induced  to  abandon  his  intention,  and  to  ac- 
cept a  situation  at  the  Royal  College  of  Sur- 
geons, of  which  he  had  been  admitted  a 
member  in  1826.  Abemethy  procured  for 
him  the  appointment  to  assist  Mr.  Clift,  who 
was  then  conservator  of  the  museum  of  the 
college,  in  drawing  up  a  catalogue  of  the 
Hunterian  specimens,  and  upon  this  employ- 
ment he  entered  in  1827,  at  a  salary  of  £80 
a-year.  He  assisted  Mr.  Clift  in  preparing 
the  Descriptive  Catalogue  of  the  Pathologies 
Specimens,  and  that  of  the  Monsters  and 
Malformations,  which  were  published  in  three 
quarto  volumes.  Some  time  after  this  he 
was  made  joint-conservator  with  Mr.  Clift, 
whose  daughter  he  married ;  and,  in  1835, 
was  appointed  Hunterian  Professor  to  the 
college.  His  father-in-law  being  a  near  re- 
lative to  John  Hunter,  Mr.  Owen  became  by 
this  marriage  a  member  of  the  Hunterian 
family ;  by  which  the  charge  and  completion 
of  the  museum  has  fallen  into  the  bands  of 
one  of  the  family  of  its  great  founder.  Thus 
was  this  promising  young  man  rescued  from 
the  sea,  and  placed  in  that  very  position 
where  he  would  have  the  most  abundant 
scope  for  the  development  of  those  talents 
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which  have  since  won  for  him  the  highest 
renown. 

Since  Mr.  Owen  has  been  conservator  of 
the  moseum,  it  has  been  wonderfully  im- 
proved in  practical  value.  It  was  by  the 
labors  of  that  extraordinary  man,  John  Hun- 
ter, that  the  collection  of  anatomical  and 
physiological  specimens  in  this  museum  was 
made  ;  and  no  one  can  inspect  it,  even  in  the 
most  cursory  manner,  without  bein^  struck 
with  sui^rise  that  so  Herculean  a  task  should 
have  been  accomplished  by  any  one  man,  as 
that  which  such  a  collection  must  have  proved ; 
especially  when  the  tedious  and  elaborate  dis- 
sections which  most  of  those  specimens  in- 
volved are  taken  into  account.  The  great 
work  of  Mr.  Owen,  in  reference  to  this  col- 
lection, has  been  the  preparation  of  the  De- 
scriptive and  Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the 
Physiological  Series  of  Specimens.  This 
work,  extending  to  five  quarto  volumes,  and 
giving  a  description  of  nearly  4000  Hunterian 
specimens,  besides  the  large  number  of  re- 
cent additions,  was  a  work  absolutely  neces- 
sary before  the  collection  could  be  practically 
useful  toothers.  Hunter  had  himself  habitually 
trusted  to  memory  for  the  history  of  the 
individual  specimens ;  and  it  was  not  till  near 
the  close  of  his  life,  when  he  felt  the  powers 
of  his  hitherto  retentive  memory  beginning 
to  fail,  that  he  became  fully  alive  to  the  im- 
portance of  their  being  completely  catalogued. 
To  compile  an  efficient  catalogue,  was  the 
prime  object  he  aimed  to  accomplish  in  the 
closing  period  of  his  life,  and  under  his  su- 
perintendence a  MS.  catalogue  was  com- 
menced; but  it  devolved  upon  Mr.  Owen  to 
complete  the  work.  This  he  has  done  in  a 
manner  which  reflects  the  highest  credit  upon 
himself,  and  upon  the  council  of  the  college 
under  whose  auspices  it  was  efifected.  It  is 
by  no  means  a  mere  dry  list  of  names  or  of 
curt  descriptions  ;  but  contains  a  full  account 
of  everything  that  is  interesting  or  important 
in  the  history  of  the  various  specimens.  It 
is  a  work  that  affords  to  the  student  a  large 
amount  of  valuable  information,  and  unfolds 
to  him  much  of  the  philosophy  of  the  science 
of  comparative  anatomy;  and,  even  to  the 
casual  visitor,  b  a  most  interesting  companion 
in  his  progress  through  the  museum.  This 
catalogue  is  founded  on  the  MS.  lectures  of 
Hunter  and  the  notes  of  his  dissections,  on 
the  MS.  catalogue  already  in  part  produced, 
and  on  the  original  researches  of  Mr.  Owen 
himself.  In  its  preparation,  great  difficulty 
was  experienced  in  consequence  of  a  large 
portion  of  Hunter's  papers  having  been  com- 
mitted to  the  flames  by  his  executor,  Sir 


Everard  Home ;  whence  it  happened  that  a 
vast  number  of  the  specimens  were  found  to 
be  altogether  undescribed  and  even  unnamed, 
so  that  very  many  dissections  were  required 
to  be  made  before  the  specimens  could  be 
catalogued,  or  their  accuracy  in  many  in- 
stances relied  on.  Many  important  speci- 
mens have  been  added  by  Mr.  Owen  from 
time  to  time ;  and  thus,  under  his  fostering 
care,  this  fine  collection  has  continually  be- 
come more  and  more  complete. 

Almost  wholly  through  the  labors  of  Mr. 
Owen,  a  new  department  of  the  museum  has 
grown  into  importance.  This  is  the  depart- 
ment of  osteology  ;  at  which  he  has  labored 
with  untiring  zeal,  until  it  has  become  the 
noblest  collection  of  osteological  specimens  in 
the  world.  He  has  also  contributed  largely 
to  the  department  of  specimens  in  illustration 
of  natural  history ;  and  has  prepared  cata- 
logues descriptive  of  these,  and  also  of  the 
specimens  in  fossil  osteology.  Both  these  are 
works  of  great  value,  and  involved  consider- 
able labor ;  but  his  description  of  the  fossil 
remains  of  mammalia  and  birds  in  the  museum 
is  in  particular  a  work  of  great  scientific 
value,  containing  a  large  amount  of  matter  of 
the  greatest  interest  in  the  science  of  palaeon- 
tology. 

We  have  dwelt  thus  long  upon  his  labors 
in  behalf  of  this  museum,  because  it  is  in  con- 
nection with  this  that  most  of  his  works  have 
been  executed.  It  is  here  that  those  speci- 
mens are  placed  by  which  he  gained  renown. 
Here  he  has  shown  himself  a  worthy  successor 
of  John  Hunter,  and  has  gained  for  himself 
a  name  which  will  go  down  to  posterity 
coupled  with  that  of  his  great  forerunner,  as 
one  of  the  founders  of  that  noble  collection. 

It  was  whilst  Mr.  Owen  was  assistant  con- 
servator to  the  museum,  that  the  celebrated 
specimen  of  the  pearly  nautilus  {Nautilus 
pompiltHS,  Linn.)  was  presented  to  the  Royal 
College  of  Surgeons  by  Sir  Edward  Belcher. 
This  was  the  first  specimen  that  had  ever 
been  brought  to  Europe ;  and  it,  therefore, 
became  an  object  of  great  interest.  Mr.  Owen 
was  commissioned  by  the  council  of  the  col- 
lege to  prepare  a  description  of  the  animal, 
and  this  is  his  first  published  work.  Both 
the  pearly  and  paper  nautilus  were  known  to 
the  aneients  as  far  back  as  the  time  of  Aris- 
totle ;  but  the  notions  they  formed  of  their 
habits  were  altogether  incorrect.  Our  readers 
will  scarcely  now  need  to  be  told,  that  the 
appearance  of  the  nautilus,  as  with  spreading 
sails  and  delicate  oars  it  was  wafted  along 
upon  the  surface  of  the  dee^,  and  whis.Vw  >a^ 
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b  no  more  than  a  poetic  fiction  ;  and  that  the 
animal  crawls  along  at  the  bottom  of  the 
water,  or  moves  through  it  backwards,  after 
the  manner  of  other  cephalopods,  and  never 
swims  upon  its  surface.  The  shell  of  the 
pearly  nautilus  has  long  been  common  enough 
m  this  country  ;  but  the  animal  itself  had 
never  been  seen  by  the  modems  until  the  pre- 
sent specimen  was  captured  in  1829,  in  the 
South  Seas,  near  the  island  of  Erromanga. 
This  arises  from  the  habits  of  the  animal  in 
frequenting  the  depths  of  the  ocean,  and  sel- 
dom appearing  at  the  surface ;  but  in  the 
present  instance  the  animal  seems  to  have 
been  surprised  in  its  sleep.  Mr.  Owen  de- 
tailed the  anatomy  of  this  creature,  and 
illustrated  it  with  beautiful  drawings,  in  a 
manner  which  gave  indications  of  his  great 
anatomical  powers.  He  was  also  intrusted 
with  the  preparation  of  a  memoir  on  the 
skeleton  of  an  extinct  gigantic  sloth  which 
had  been  discovered  near  Buenos  Ayres  in 
1841.  From  the  position  in  which  it  was 
found,  it  appeared  to  have  been  buried  alive 
in  one  of  the  recent  geological  formations. 
It  was  brought  to  England,  and  purchased  by 
the  college  for  800  guineas ;  and  here,  under 
the  care  of  Mr.  Owen,  its  fragile  bones  were 
put  together,  and  it  now  forms  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  objects  in  the  museum  of 
the  college.  It  stands  at  least  nine  feet  in 
height,  though  the  extreme  length  of  the 
largest  existing  species  is  not  more  than  two. 
The  memoir  contains  a  very  complete  review 
of  the  osteology  of  the  various  megatherioid 
animals,  which,  as  is  generally  known,  are 
peculiar  to  America ;  such  as  the  megathe- 
rium, megalonyx,  and  sloths.  Mr.  Owen  be- 
lieves that  there  were  once  at  least  five  or 
six  genera  of  these  colossal  creatures  inhabit- 
ing America,  all  of  which  are  now  extinct. 
Previous  to  the  arrival  of  this  gigantic  fossil, 
Mr.  Owen  had  gained  great  renown  from  the 
results  of  an  examination  by  him  of  a  number 
of  fossil  bones  collected  by  Mr.  Darwin  in 
Patagonia  and  La  Plata,  which  belonged  to 
animals  of  the  orders  ^yntata  and  rachy- 
dermata.  An  account  of  these  was  after- 
wards published  under  the  patronage  of 
government  in  a  woij^  on  the  voyage  of 
H.M.S.  Beagle.  Among  these  were  bones  of 
two  extinct  animals,  which  the  peculiar;  genius 
and  practical  skill  of  Mr.  Owen  enabled  him  to 
refer  to  their  proper  place  in  the  scale  of  the 
existing  animals,  though  of  one,  the  Macrau- 
chenia  patagonica,  he  was  only  furnished  with 
a  few  bones  of  the  trunk  and  extremities ; 
without  a  fragment  of  a  tooth,  or  of  the  skull, 
to  Bene  as  a  guide  to  its  position  in  the 


zoological  scale.  For  these  important  con- 
tributions to  the  science  of  Palaeontology  the 
WoUaston  gold  medal  was,  in  1888,  awarded 
to  the  professor  by  the  Geolofi;ical  Society; 
and,  on  its  delivery,  he  was  highly  compli- 
mented upon  his  important  services  by  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Whewell,  the  president  of  the 
society. 

In  1835,  Mr.  Owen  was  appointed  by  the 
council  of  the  college  to  the  office  of  Hun- 
terian  Professor.  The  splendid  anatomical 
collection  which  now  bears  the  name  of 
Hunter,  and  which  will  stand  as  the  lasting 
memorial  of  his  great  skill  and  untiring  seiQ 
in  behalf  of  comparative  anatomy,  was  pur- 
chased, otf  his  death,  by  Parliament,  and 
transferred  to  the  Royal  College  of  Surgeons, 
on  certain  conditions.  One  of  these  was, 
that  a  course  of  lectures,  not  less  than  twenty- 
four  in  number,  on  comparative  anatomy, 
illustrated  by  the  preparations  in  the  museum, 
should  be  given  in  each  y^r  by  some  mem- 
ber of  the  college.  This  was  the  professor- 
ship to  which  Mr.  Owen  was  appmnted  in 
1835,  and  whose  duties  he  still  continues  to 
perform,  with  distinguished  success.  At  the 
commencement  of  his  first  course,  he  formed 
the  plan  of  giving  such  a  series  of  lectures  as 
should  enable  him  to  go  through  the  entire 
collection,  and  adequately  demonstrate  its 
nature  and  extent,  with  the  view  of  ofifering 
a  just  tribute  to  the  noble  labors  of  its 
founder.  His  series  of  lectures  occupied  six 
years  in  delivery ;  and  in  them  he  adopted 
the  same  arrangement  as  that  which  Hunter 
had  employed  in  the  collection.  The  speci- 
mens are  there  arranged  according  to  the 
development  of  the  different  organs,  com- 
mencing with  the  simplest  condition  in  which 
they  occur  in  the  animal  kingdom,  and  as- 
cending through  all  their  successive  grades 
to  the  most  complex.  Accordingly,  Mr. 
Owen  lectured  the  first  three  years  on  the 
comparative  anatomy  and  physiology  of  the 
organs  of  digestion,,  nutrition,  circulatioo, 
respiration,  and  excretion,  in  their  order.  In 
1840,  he  lectured  on  the  anatomy  of  the 
generative  organs,  and  the  development  of 
the  ovum ;  afterwards,  on  the  animal  func- 
tions, with  the  fossil  remains  of  extinct  ani- 
mals ;  and,  lastly,  on  the  nervous  system. 
Thus,  in  the  course  of  six  years,  he  delivered 
a  most  complete  and  elaborate  course  of 
lectures  on  the  sciences,  illustrated  by  tbia 
great  collection,  which  could  not  fail  to  be  of 
the  highest  utility  to  those  who  were  privi- 
leged with  listening  to  them.  But  the  pro- 
fessor perceived  that  such  a  course  was  too 
long,  adequately  to  meet  the  wants  of  the 
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students  of  the  college.  Few  of  them  had 
leisure  to  attend  so  elaborate  a  course ;  he 
accordingly  made  a  new  arrangement,  and  in 
1848,  gave  a  course  on  the  invertebrate 
animals,  arranged  according  to  their  classes, 
commencing  with  the  lowest  in  the  scale.  By 
this  means  he  was  enabled  to  compare  the 
various  grades  of  complexity  of  the  different 
organs  in  the  same  body  with  one  another, 
and  to  consider  them  in  relation  to  the  nature 
and  powers  of  the  entire  animal,  and  also  in 
relation  to  the  peculiar  conditions  under 
which  each  animal  was  formed  to  live.  These 
lectures  were  afterwards  published.  In  1846, 
appeared  another  volume  of  the  Hunterian 
Lectures,  on  the  Comparative  Anatomy  of 
Fishes.  This  is  a  very  important  work  ;  for 
in  it  he  first  announces  his  profound  and  ori- 
ginal views  on  some  of  the  most  difiScult  and 
abstruse  theories  in  anatomy. 

There  had  long  been  a  belief  that  the 
various  parts  of  the  skeleton  of  any  one 
vertebrate  animal  had  their  homologues,  or 
corresponding  parts,  in  the  skeleton  of  every 
other  ;  and  some  splendid  theories  had  been 
propounded  on  this  subject  by  the  great 
Geoffroy  St.  Hilaire,  and  others.  But  the 
chief  error  of  these  anatomists  lay  in  pushing 
a  beautiful  theory  too  far,  by  looking  for  a 
homologue  to  every  part,  which  led  them 
into  strange  incongruities  in  their  reasoning ; 
so  much  so,  indeed,  that  their  theories  had 
long  since  been  renounced  as  untenable.  But 
to  Mr.  Owen  we  are  indebted  for  the  an- 
nouncement of  a  theory  on  this  point,  which 
is  at  once  clear  and  practicable,  and  which 
has  since  led  to  the  general  recognition  of  the 
principle  of  homology.  He  has  been  en- 
abled to  point  out  the  distinction  between 
those  structural  elements  which  are  essential 
to  all  animals  of  the  same  type,  and  those 
which  are  only  destined  to  serve  some  special 
purpose  in  individuals.  By  so  doing,  he  has 
succeeded  in  discovering  the  true  principles 
of  that  law  by  which  nature  so  beautifully  and 
perfectly  provides  for  the  various  wants  of 
every  species,  by  modifications  of  the  original 
typical  structure,  rather  than  by  the  substi- 
tution of  other  parts  for  any  that  are  essen- 
tial to  the  type. 

We  shall  now  notice  some  of  the  works  of 
Owen,  which  are  less  intimately  connected 
with  his  ofiSce  as  Hunterian  Professor.  The 
first  of  these  is  a  very  elaborate  work  on 
Odontography,  published  by  him  in  1840. 
It  is  a  treatise  on  the  comparative  anatomy 
of  the  teeth  in  vertebrate  animals,  their  phy- 
sical relations,  mode  of  development,  and 
mierotcopio  stmotiife.    It  waa  published  m 


two  handsome  quarto  volumes,  of  which  one 
contains  upwards  of  160  litho^phed  plates 
in  illustration  of  the  text.  The  work  com- 
prises a  very  complete  treatise  09  the  teeth, 
m  the  three  classes  of  vertebrates  which  pos- 
sess them,  viz.,  fishes,  reptiles,  and  mammals. 
It  possesses  little  attraction  for  the  unpro- 
fessional reader ;  but  we  may  illustrate  the 
great  value  of  a  thorough  acquaintance  with 
the  intimate  characters  of  the  teeth  by  a  re« 
ference  to  a  paper  on  the  Structure  of  Fossil 
Teeth,  read  by  Professor  Owen  before  the 
British  Association,  in  which,  after  giving  a 
description  of  the  internal  organization  of 
teeth  in  the  higher  mammalia,  and  the  various 
modifications  which  this  structure  undergoes 
in  the  megatherium,  ichthyosaurus,  and  in 
fossil  fishes,  which  he  illustrated  by  magni- 
fied transverse  sections,  he  deduced  from 
them,  in  a  highly  instructive  and  beautiful 
manner,  the  general  conclusion,  that  the  dif- 
ferent genera,  and  probably  even  species, 
may  be  distinguished  by  the  internal  struc- 
ture of  the  teeth  alone ;  so  that,  when  all 
other  characters  fail,  and  a  complete  tooth  is 
not  to  be  obtained,  identity  may  be  estab- 
lished from  even  a  thin  slice  of  a  fossil  tooth. 
Such  is  one  of  the  results  which  the  genius 
of  this  great  man  has  worked  out  from  his 
investigations  concerning  the  structure  of  the 
teeth  ;  and  it  will  serve  as  a  specimen  of  the 
services  he  has  rendered  in  the  department 
of  Fossil  Osteologv.  It  is  now  no  longer 
necessary  that  a  single  bone  should  be  dis- 
covered entire  in  order  to  be  able  to  dis- 
Unguish  the  animal  to  which  it  belonged ; 
but,  with  regard  to  all  known  animals,  this 
may  be  determined  from  an  examination  of 
the  mere  fragment  of  a  tooth. 

Mr.  Owen  has  likewise  contributed  two 
other  valuable  works  to  this  department  of 
science :  one  is  "  An  Account  of  the  Fossil 
Mammalia  and  Birds  of  Great  Britain,"  which 
was  published  in  one  volume  octavo  in  1846; 
and  the  other  a  "History  of  British  Fossil 
Reptiles,"  of  which  only  five  parts  have  yet 
appeared.  Some  time  back,  the  British  As- 
sociation for  the  Advancement  of  Science  had 
requested  Mr.  Owen  to  undertake  a  series  of 
special  researches  on  the  fossil  remains  of 
Great  Britain ;  and  by  the  valuable  aid  which 
this  association  afforded,  and  the  assistance 
he  derived  from  many  gentlemen  who  possess- 
ed private  collections,  he  was  enabled  to 
carry  out  his  researches  in  a  very  complete 
manner.  The  result  was  the  publication  of 
the  volume  referred  to^  which  formed  one  of 
a  series  of  works  in  course  of  publicatkm  by 
Mr.  Van  Voorst,  on  the  Zoology  of  the  Brifr- 
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ish  Isles.  The  object  of  the  book,  as  its  au- 
thor modestly  asserts,  was  to  aid  those  col- 
lectors of  fossils  in  determiniDg  the  nature 
and  value  of  their  acquisitions,  to  whom  the 
larger  works  on  Palaontology,  Osteology,  and 
Oeology,  were  inaccessible;  but  this  work 
really  takes  a  much  higher  position,  and  is 
indeed  one  of  great  interest  and  value  even 
to  the  readers  of  those  large  treatises.  It  con- 
tains a  description  of  every  species  known  up 
to  the  publication  of  the  book.  In  the  intro- 
duction, he  gives  a  very  interesting  account 
of  the  past  history  of  the  world,  and  particu- 
larly of  the  land  which  now  forms  the  British 
Isles ;  a  history  which  goes  back  into  the  re- 
motest ages,  and  includes  the  whole  period 
of  the  geological  changes  of  this  land,  and  its 
submersions  beneath  the  waters  of  the  ocean, 
thus  furnishing  us  with  a  system  of  chronol- 
ogy which  goes  back  to  a  period *£ar  anterior 
to  those  of  history  or  tradition,  even  to  the 
first  dawn  of  life  upon  our  planet.  It  is  ex- 
ceedingly interesting  to  observe  how  beauti- 
fully this  history  is  derived  from  evidence 
afforded  entirely  by  the  organic  remains  which 
exist  in  the  various  geological  strata. 

In  1848,  Mr.  Owen  produced  his  work  on 
the  "  Archetype  and  Homologies  of  the  Ver- 
tebrate Skeleton,"  in  which  he  embodies  the 
results  of  years  of  research,  the  earliest  of 
which  had  been  already  given  in  his  lectures, 
as  Hunterian  Professor,  on  the  Osteology  of 
Fishes ;  and  the  latter  he  had  communicated 
in  a  paper  read  before  the  British  Association 
in  1846.  In  this  work,  which  entitles  its  au- 
thor to  the  very  highest  position  as  a  scientific 
anatomist,  he  has  given  a  critical  and  com- 
prehensive history  of  the  opinions  that  have 
been  held  on  the  subject  of  homologies,  from 
the  time  of  the  German  Professor  Oken, 
downwards.  He  then  enters  very  fully  into 
the  main  subject  of  the  book,  the  settlement 
of  the  typical  vertebra,  and  the  demonstra- 
tion of  the  corresponding  parts  in  the  differ- 
ent classes  of  vertebrates. 

The  last  production  of  Professor  Owen  is 
that  on  **  Parthenogenesis,  or  the  Successive 
Production  of  Procreating  Individuals  from  a 
Single  Ovum."  But,  besides  these,  his  pub- 
lished works,  we  have  full  evidence  that  his 
labors  have  been  unremitting  in  the  cause  of 
science,  by  the  vast  number  of  papers  which 
he  has  read  before  the  various  learned  socie- 
ties, to  which  the  Transactions  of  the  Royal 
Society,  the  British  Association,  the  Geolog- 
ical Society,  &c.,  bear  ample  testimony.  His 
life  has  indeed  been  one  of  laborious  and  use- 
ful service  in  behalf  of  science;  and  he  well 
deserves  the  opinion  which  is  now  universal. 


"That  no  individual  has  contributed  so  much 
to  create  and  sustain,  in  this  and  other  coun- 
tries, an  elevated  taste  for  anatomical  research 
as  Professor  Owen."     But,  while  thus  active 
in  the  more  legitimate  duties  of  his  profession, 
he  has  still  found  time  to  be  of  service  to  the 
world  in  other  ways.     He  was  one  of  the 
founders  of  the  Microscopical  Society,  which 
was  established  in  1840,  by  the  exertions  €i 
a  few  scientific  men,  for  the  purpose  of  fur- 
thering that  unportant  branch  of  science,  mi- 
croscopical research.     He  was  the  first  who 
occupied  the  presidential  chair  of  this  society; 
and,  at  its  first  meetmg,  communicated  a 
paper  on  the  structure  of  fossil  teeth.    He 
was  likewise  one  of  the  commissioners  ap- 
pointed by  her  Majesty  in  1843  for  inquiring 
mto  the  state  of  large  towns  and  populous 
districts,  with  a  view  to  active  measures  being 
taken  to  improve  the  health  of  towns.    He 
was  a  zealous  member  of  the  commission  ap- 
pointed in  1849  to  make  inquiries  relating  to 
Smithfield  Market,  and  to  the  state  and  man- 
agement of  all  the  London  markets  for  the 
sale  of  meat ;  and  cordially  joined  in  the  re- 
commendation for  the  removal  of  Smithfield. 
He  was  the  only  medical  man  on  this  com- 
mission, and  personally  took  great  interest  in 
the  inquiry ;  and  he  himself  gave  importaat 
evidence  as  a  witness  on  the  subject  before  a 
select  committee  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
He  also  manifested  a  deep  interest  in  the  ob- 
jects of  the  Great  Exhibition,  and  heartily 
labored  in  its  cause.     He  was  one  of  the  as- 
sociate jurors  in  the  class  for  miscellaneous 
manufactures,  and  was  chairman  of  the  jury 
on  fegetable  and  animal  substances  used  in 
manufactures ;  and  has  since  delivered  one  of 
the  lectures  on  the  results  of  the  Exhibition, 
at  the  house  of  the  Society  of  Arts. 

In  thus  enumerating  the  works  of  Profes- 
sor Owen,  we  have  only  been  able  to  name 
the  points  upon  which  his  unwearied  industry 
and  singular  address  have  contributed  to 
throw  light.  Those  who  would  wish  to  fol- 
low out  bis  arguments  more  completely  are 
referred  to  his  works,  and,  more  particularly, 
to  the  Hunterian  Lectures,  and  the  discourse 
on  the  Nature  of  Limbs,  which  may  be  read 
with  great  interest  and  profit  by  any  one 
possessing  an  ordinary  acquaintance  with  ana- 
tomical and  physiological  terms. 

Although  Mr.  Owen  has  now  gained  such 
a  position  that  men  of  all  ranks  delight  to  do 
him  honor,  this  was  not  always  the  case.  He 
has  in  his  time  had  to  endure  the  sneers  of 
envy  and  professional  prejudice.  In  the  de- 
livery of  his  early  lectures,  he  was  taunted 
upon  their  extreme  simplicity.    It  was  de- 
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clared  to  be  a  waste  of  time  to  listen  to  his  | 
simple  demoDstrations,  from  which  even  the  | 
veriest  tyro  could  learn  nothing.     He  was 
accused  of  a  want  of  modesty  in  delivering 
opinions  which  ran  counter  to  those  of  the 
greatest  anatomists;  but  surely,  if  truth  is  to 
be  attained,  a  man  must  not  be  scared  from 
the  enunciation  of  his  well-digested  views  by 
the  splendor  of  the  names  of  those  who  have 
thought  otherwise;  and  all  who  know  Mr. 
Owen  will  say,  that,  if  there  is  one  virtue  he 
possesses  in  a  greater  degree  than  another,  it 
is  undoubtedly  that  of  modesty.    There  was 
also  great  fault  found  with  him  for  devoting 
himself  so  completely  to  the  departments  of 
comparative  anatomy  and  fossil  osteology, 
and  neglecting  the  more  practical  study  of 
medicine ;  but  the  advontages  of  the  course 
he  adopted  have  since  become  so  fully  appa- 
rent, and  his  brilliant  discoveries  have  proved 
so  important  in  their  bearings,  that  no  one 
would  now  venture  to  blame  him.     Not  only 
in  England,  but  also  throughout  Europe  and 
America,  are  his  labors  held  in  the  highest 
respect.     Dr.  Harlan,  of  New  Orleans,  who 
differed  from  him  in  opinion  on  certain  points, 
thus  speaks  of  him: — *'  The  observations  and 
opinions  of  Dr.  Owen  on  fossil  osteology  are 
entitled  to  the  highest  respect ;  placed  at  the 
head  of  the  richest  osteological  collection  in 
the  world,  and  endowed  with  a  genius  which 
peculiarly  qualifies  him  for  the  successful  pro- 
secution of  his  favorite  department  of  science, 
he  has,  perhaps,  accomplished  more  for  its 
advancement  than  any  other  single  living  la- 
borer in  this  attractive  field  of  research.      It 
is  also  extremely  gratifying  to  learn  the  opin- 
ion of  the  great  Danish  philosopher.  Oersted 
— a  man  who  so  long,  and  with  such  distin- 
guished success,  labored  in  the  cause  of  sci- 
ence ;  who  had  himself  gained  a  reputation 
throughout  Europe;    and  who,  in  life  and 
death,  was  distinguished  by  all  the  honors  a 
grateful  country  could  bestow.     He  has  spo- 
ken of  Owen  as  one  of  the  greatest  anatomists 
the  world  has  produced,  and  as  one  on  whose 
services  it  is  impossible  to  set  too  high  a 
value. 

Almost  all  the  learned  and  scientific  socie- 
ties at  home  feel  it  an  honor  to  number  him 
amongst  their  fellows  or  associates;  and  many 
of  the  noblest  institutions  abroad  have  ad- 
mitted him  amongst  their  honorary  members. 
In  1849,  he  was  elected  a  corresponding  mem- 
ber of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Sciences  at  Ma- 
drid ;  and,  on  the  death  of  Oersted,  the  King 
of  Prussia  marked  his  sense  of  Mr.  Owen's 
important  services  by  making  him  a  Chevalier 
of  the  Order  of  Merit,  in  the  room  of  the 


Danish  philosopher.  Not  long  since,  too,  her 
Majesty  the  Queen  conferred  upon  him  a  dis- 
tinguished mark  of  her  favor,  by  giving  up  to 
his  use  one  of  the  royal  residences  at  Elew, 
which  had  become  vacant  by  the  death  of  the 
King  of  Hanover. 

And  well  may  they  thus  honor  him ;  for 
there  is  no  Englishman  in  the  present  day» 
and,  perhaps,  no  foreigner,  who  has  contribut- 
ed so  much  that  is  new  to  the  science  of  com- 
parative anatomy.     Setting  aside  the  import- 
ant truths  he  has  developed,  there  is  a  won- 
derful originality  of  thought,  a  deep  philoso- 
phy, which  runs  through  every  page  of  his 
i^ntings,  and  is  manifest  in  all  his  lectures. 
There  is,  too,  a  remarkable  thoroughness  in 
all  he  does;  and  this  is  apparent  whether  we 
regard  him  as  an  investigator,  as  a  lectifrer, 
or  as  a  writer.     If  he  examines  a  bone,  it  is 
not  merely  to  determine  its  ordinary  charac- 
teristics, but  it  is  to  trace  those  characteristics 
to  their  most  remote  consequences,  and  to 
fathom  everything  that  they  can  possibly  in- 
fluence. Whatever  be  his  subject,  he  will  leave 
no  point  untouched  that  can  in  any  way  contri- 
bute to  the  success  of  what  he  attempts.    He 
will  go  to  the  root  of  the  matter,  clear  away 
all  the  objections  that  can  be  raised,  and  so 
thoroughly  complete  every  step  in  the  argu- 
ment, that  it  is  sure  to  carry  conviction  with 
it.     Another  characteristic  of  the  man,  which 
even  the  most  superficial  observer  cannot  fail 
to  notice,  is  the  wonderful  sagacity  which  he 
brings  to  bear  upon  all  the  subjects  he  invesr 
tigates — a  sagacity  which  leads  him  to  make 
discoveries  that  must  appear  most  startling, 
and  scarcely  credible,  to  those  who  are  not 
deeply  versed  in  comparative  anatomy  ;  for  it 
is  difiScuIt  for  the  uninitiated  to  understand 
the  force  of  those  minute  points  upon  which 
he  lays  so  much  stress,  or  to  follow  the  chain 
of  his  reasoning.     But,  as  it  is  with  the  mar- 
vellous deductions  of  astronomy,  so  it  is  with 
those  of  comparative  anatomy ;  that  the  un- 
scientific can  only  judge  of  the  truth  of  the 
reasonings  by  the  accomplishment  of  those 
remarkable  predictions  that  are  founded  upon 
them.    We  ahali  conclude  this  sketch  with  a 
specimen  of  tUa  sagacity,  which  is  most  re- 
markable in  its  character,  and  which  estab- 
lished his  reputation  at  home  and  abroad. 

Some  years  back,  there'  was  dug  up  from 
the  soil  in  New  Zealand  a  fragment  of  bone, 
scarcely  six  inehes  in  length,  which  proved 
to  be  the  shaft  of  a  femur  or  thigh-bone, 
with  both  extremities  broken  off.  Having 
been  brought  to  England,  it  was  giren  into 
the  hands  of  Professor  Owen.  It  did  ^a^^ 
present  th«  cVivm^N^t  ^V  ^  Xsr^s^ ' 
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it  appeared  to  have  been  in  the  groand  a  long 
time.  The  profeaaor  subjected  it  to  a  rigror- 
0U8  examination;  and,  after  careful  consider- 
ation, pronounced  it  to  belong  to  a  Struthious 
bird,  which  he  named  Dinornis,  and  described 
as  a  heavier  and  more  sluggish  species  than 
tho.  ostrich.  This  was  published  in  1830  in 
the  Transactions  of  the  Zoological  Society; 
and,  on  the  evidence  derived  from  this  frag- 
ment alone,  he  there  declared  his  willingness 
to  risk  his  scientific  reputation  upon  the  state- 
ment he  had  made.  In  examining  the  frag- 
ment, he  says,  he  found  "a  coarse  cancellated 
structure  continued  through  the  whole  longi- 
tudinal extent  of  the  fragment  ;**  and  further^ 
remarks,  '^  there  is  no  bone  of  a  similar  size 
which  presents  a  cancellous  structure  so 
cloafly  resembling  that  of  the  present  bone 
as  does  the  femur  of  the  ostri:;h ;  but  this 
structure  is  interrupted  in  the  ostrich  at  the 
middle  of  the  shaft,  where  the  parietes  of  the 
medullary,  or  rather  air-cavity,  are  smooth 
and  unbroken.  From  this  difference,  I  con- 
clude the  Struthious  bird  indicated  by  the 
present  fragment  to  have  been  a  heavier  and 
more  sluggish  species  than  the  ostrich ;  its 
femur,  and  probably  its  whole  leg,  was  shorter 
and  thicker." 

Three  years  after  this,  a  letter  was  sent 
to  Dr.  Buckland,  from  one  of  the  church 
missionaries  in  New  Zealand,  giving  a  full 
account  of  a  number  of  bones,  and  accom- 
panied by  specimens.  These  also  were  placed 
m  the  hands  of  Professor  Owen,  and  proved 
to  be  the  remains  of  birds  of  the  very  same 
kind  as  that  he  had  described  from  the  single 
fracrment  he  had  received  three  years  before ; 
and  from  these,  with  two  or  three  specimens 
which  he  had  received  from  Dr.  Richardson, 
he  was  enabled  to  confirm  completely  his  for- 
mer opinion,  and  to  give  a  description  of  five 
distinct  species  of  Dinornis,  the  smallest  of 
which  would  be  about  the  size  of  the  g^eat  bus- 
tard, and  the  largest  far  surpassing  the  os- 
trich in  stature.  The  bird  had  not  been  in 
existence  within  the  memory  of  any  of  the 
inhabitants;  but  the  forty-seven  bones  that 
were  brought  over  were  dug  from  the  super- 
ficial mud  forming  the  banks  and  beds  of 
rivers.  From  the  small  chemical  change 
that  had  taken  place  in  these  bones,  the  birds 
most  have  been  in  *  existence  at  no  very  re- 
mote period. 

Professor  Owen  agrees  with  Cuvier,  that  a 
single  bone,  or  even  the  facet  of  a  bone,  would 


often  enable  the  comparative  anatomist  to 
reconstruct  the  whole  animal,  though  it  might 
be  hitherto  completely  unknown;  and  the 
Dinornis  has  afforded  him  a  triumphant  ex- 
ample of  the  truth  of  his  principle.  By  nam- 
ing it  a  Struthious  bird,  he  in  effect  declared 
it  to  be  wingless.  ^*  But,"  says  the  profes- 
sor, "it  has  appeared  strange,  and  almost 
incredible,  to.  some,  that  the  cancellous  tex- 
ture of  the  shaft  of  a  thigh-bone  should  give, 
to  speak  mathematically,  the  presence  or  ab- 
sence of  wings.  But,  if  the  negative  had 
been  premature  or  unfounded,  a  guess  rather 
than  a  demonstration,  its  fallacy  might  have 
been  exposed  by  the  very  next  bone  of  a 
Dinornis  transmitted  from  New  Zealand.  A 
bird  of  flight  has  as  many  wings  as  legs ;  it 
has  two  humeri  as  well  as  two  femora,  two 
radii  as  well  as  two  tibiae,  two  ulnae  as  well 
as  two  fibulae ;  the  humerus  and  radius  are 
generally,  and  the  ulna  is  always,  longer  and 
larger  than  their  analogues  in  the  hind  ex- 
tremities ;  then,  also,  there  are  two  distinct 
carpal  bones,  a  metacarpus,  and  characteris- 
tically modified  phalanges.  The  chances 
were  thus  greater  that  the  next  bone  of  an 
extremity  discovered  in  the  alluvium  of  New 
Zealand  would  have  been  one  of  the  anterior 
members,  had  these  been  developed  to  serve 
as  wings  in  the  Dinornis.  But  what  is  the 
fact?  Eighteen  femora,  eleven  tibiae,  and 
six  tarso-metatarsi,  with  two  toe- phalanges, 
have  been  consecutively  discovered,  but  not 
a  trace  of  any  part  of  the  osseous  framework 
of  a  wing;  not  a  fragment  of  scapula,  of 
humerus,  or  of  the  bones  of  the  fore-arm  or 
hand." 

Such  was  the  wonderful  fulfilment  of  a 
prediction,  founded  entirely  on  pure  reason- 
ing upon  a  mere  fragment  of  bone  ;  and  any 
one  who  visits  the  Museum  of  the  Royal 
College  of  Surgeons  in  London  may  see  for 
himself  this  singular  fragment,  and  also  gaze 
on  the  skeleton  of  the  gigantic  bird,  which 
has  been  set  up  from  those  bones  that  proved 
the  truth  of  the  professor's  remarkable  dis- 
covery ;  a  discovery  which  has  been  justly 
characterized  by  Professor  Hitchcock,  as 
''  the  most  sagacious  and  beautiful  example 
of  reasoning  in  comparative  anatomy  that 
has  ever  fallen  under  his  notice,  and  one  that 
impresses  us  deeply  with  the  marvellous  and 
yet  mathematically  accurate  character  of 
that  curious  science." 
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THE  CHEMIST'S  SHOP  AT  THE  CORNER 


Among  the  inunmerable  chemists'  "  corner  | 
shops"  in  Liverpool  (and  who  is  not  aware  of 
the  advantage  to  such  establishments,  of 
being  placed  at  awkward  tumings,  prolific 
in  accidents,  where  the  red  lamp  can  shine 
down  two  streets  at  once  ?),  not  one,  perhaps, 
was  so  well  known  as  Mr.  Tisick's,  at  the 
corner  of  Lionel  Street.  Between  the  hours 
of  three  and  four  on  a  fine  afternoon,  many 
a  gaily-dressed  merchant's  wife  or  daughter 
might  be  seen  sauntering  down  from  her 
pretty  villa,  to  meet  her  husband  or  father  at 
that  appointed  spot,  on  his  way  home  from 
business ;  and  occasionally — though  of  course 
by  mere  chance — young  ladies  have  been 
known  to  meet  their  lovers  there.  In  fact, 
there  was  not  a  more  noted  place  in  Liver- 
pool for  accidents  and  appointments  than  the 
chemist's  shop  at  the  comer.  The  most  suc- 
cessful days  of  the  most  successful  "  diggers" 
never  dawned  more  auspiciously,  or  closed 
more  profitably,  than  did  every  day  to  little 
Tisick  the  chemist.  He  was  making  money, 
and  he  deserved  to  make  it,  being  a  good 
little  man,  with  a  good  little  wife  and  a  large 
family,  who  occupied  the  commodious  and 
well-furnished  apartments  over  the  shop. 

*'  There's  something  the  matter  yonder," 
said  Mr.  Bingly,  looking  up  Lionel  Street, 
through  which  he  was  conducting  his  wife 
home,  late  in  the  evening,  from  a  popular 
lecture. 

**  0  do  let  us  go  round  another  way,  Har- 
ry," entreated  Mrs.  Bingly :  "  I  hate  a 
crowd." 

^*  But,  my  dear,  I  should  like  to  know  what 
the  accident  is :  we  might  be  of  service." 

^*  Why,  what  could  we  do,  Harry  ?  besides, 
there  are  plenty  of  people  there  to  assist. 
You  know  I've  a  horror  of  accidents,  or  what- 
ever it  may  be — so  do  come  the  other  way." 

"  Certainly,  my  dear,  if  you  wish  it,  though 
I  cannot  help  thinking,  if  help  be  need^, 
we  savor  a  little  of  the  Priest  and  Levite, 
who  passed  on  the  other  side  of  the  way." 
However,  Mr.  Bingly  complied,  quickening 
his  pace,  until,  arriving  at  his  own  door,  he 
deposited  his  wife  in  safety.    He  was  about 


to  retrace  his  steps,  when  Mrs.  Bingly,  in  her 
own  peculiar  querulous  tone,  recalled  him: 

"  Harry  !  how  very  unfeeling  you  are. 
You  would  run  after  a  stranger  in  a  crowd, 
but  have  no  anxiety  about  your  own  family. 
Can't  you  wait  an  instant,  until  I  inquire 
whether  the  children  are  all  safe  in  their 
beds  ?" 

"  Certainly,  my  love.  Mary" — to  the 
girl  who  opened  the  door — "  are  the  children 
sound  asleep  ?" 

«•  O  yes,  sir,  long  ago." 

**  There,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Bingly  to  his 
wife,  **  all's  right,  you  hear.  Now  go  in ;  I 
shan't  be  long."  And  much  against  his 
wife's  wish,  Mr.  Bingly  set  out  to  ascertain 
the  cause  of  the  crowd. 

People  may  wonder  why  a  staid  family- 
man  like  Mr.  Bingly,  habituated  to  the  crowds 
and  casualties  of  Liverpool,  should  thus  need* 
lessly  take  up  his  time,  and  offend  his  wife ; 
but  the  fact  is,  that,  years  before,  his  neglect 
on  such  an  occasion  prevented  his  seeing, 
for  the  last  time,  his  earliest  and  dearest 
friend,  Frederick  Triebner,  who  had  appoint- 
ed to  meet  him  for  a  farewell  interview,  pre- 
viously %o  his  going  to  settle  abroad.  The 
chaise  was  overturned  as  Mr.  Bingly  passed 
by  carelessly  and  unconsciously  ;  and  his 
friend,  too  much  injured  to  keep  his  appoint- 
ment, was,  after  his  broken  ribs  had  been 
set  by  the  surgeon,  carried  on  a  litter  on 
board  the  ship,  and  they  never  again  met. 
Bingly  never  forgave  himself  for  the  neglect ; 
and  his  fidgety  anxiety  about  all  such  dis- 
asters was  now  increased  to  a  feverish  pitch, 
by  a  sort  of  presentiment  that  his  eldest  son 
Harry,  from  whom  he  had  parted  in  anger 
four  years  before,  was  about  to  return  home. 

Younff  Harry  Bingly  was  gay,  hiffh  spirit- 
ed, but  mcile ;  and  the  usual  associates  and 
temptations  of  town-life,  particularly  a  sus- 
pected low  attachment,  so  exasperated  his 
father,  that — notwithstanding  he  dearly  loved 
the  boy,  who,  moreover,  was  the  pet  and  the 
darling  of  his  mother — in  a  moment  of  ex- 
citement he  said  :  /*  Leave  m'^  Vnsss»a.>  ^s>Jt\ 
you  w©    ^  ^^p^vk  \ft  nil  ^^^sjkfc  ^sA  vsA* 
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leave  me,  lest  I  strike  you  to  my  feet !"  The 
haughty  boy  flushed,  then  turned  deadly 
pale,  gave  one  glance  at  his  father,  who  al- 
ready half  repented  his  rashness,  and,  with- 
out a  word,  quitted  the  house,  and,  in  spite 
of  every  exertion  and  inquiry,  had  never 
since  been  heard  of. 

By  the  time  Mr.  Bingly  reached  Lionel 
Street,  the  crowd  had  dispersed.  All  inter- 
est or  sympathy  in  the  matter,  whatever  it 
might  have  been,  seemed  to  have  subsided. 
"  Can  you  tell  me,"  he  inquired  of  the  only 
loiterer,  "  what  the  accident  was  that  happen- 
ed a  few  minutes  ago  ?  " 

**  Aw's  sure  aw  doant  koaw,"  replied  the 
man ;  "  maybe  'twur  cab  ourtumed,  or  t' 
omnibus  broak  dawn.  This  bee'st  wurst  cor- 
ner i'  Liverpool  for  smashing.  T*  chap  as 
keaps  that  drug- shop  gets  a  foin  livin'  out  o' 
dead  folks  that's  carried  in  there." 

Mr.  Bingly  looked  at  the  shop.  It  was  past 
the  hour  of  closing.  The  shutters  were  up, 
but  there  was  still  a  glimmer  of  gas  through 
the  (an-light  over  the  door.  He  paused,  ir- 
resolute whether  to  inquire  further,  When  the 
light  disappeared.  '*  Oh,'*  said  he,  reconcil- 
mg  the  matter  to  himself,  ^*  it  has  been  a  tri- 
fling affair,  I  suppose.  I'll  ask  Tisick  all 
about  it  in  the  morning,  as  I  go  to  the  office ; " 
and  Mr.  Bingly  turned  his  steps  homeward  ; 
but  still  a  strange  misgiving,  an  unaccountably 
strong  feeling  of  curiosity,  persuaded  him  that 
he  would  be  sorry  if  he  did  not  inquire  fur- 
ther into  the  matter ;  therefore,  though  half 
ashamed  of  his  own  weakness,  he  once  more 
retraced  his  steps,  and,  going  up  to  the  pri« 
vate  door,  rang  the  bell.  *'  Is  Mr.  Tisick  at 
home  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  but  he's  engaged  just  now. 
Perhaps  you  could  wait  a  little.  Will  you 
step  into  the  parlor  ?  " 

'*  Oh,  it's  of  no  consequence,"  said  Mr. 
Bingly.  "  I  merely  called  to  inquire  who  was 
hurt  by  the  accident  that  happened  in  the 
street  a  short  time  ago." 

"  We  don't  know  who  he  is,  sir,  for  I  be- 
lieve the  poor  young  gentleman  has  been  in- 
sensible ever  since.' 

"  And  how  did  the  accident  happen  ?  " 
asked  Mr.  Bingly,  interested  by  the  words 
young  gentleman. 

.  ''The  horses  of  the  hackney-coach  took 
fright,  sir.  The  driver  was  off*  the  box  at  the 
moment ;  and  the  young  gentleman  was  get- 
ting out  of  the  window  in  front,  evidently  to 
recover  the  reins.  Everybody  in  the  street 
shouted  to  him :  '  Sit  still,  sit  still  for  your 
life ! '  but  he  did  it  cleverly,  and  kept  fast 
bold,  for  he  seemed  to  be  a  sailor,  when  an 


omnibus,  turning  the  comer  sharply,  ran 
against  the  coach,  upset  it,  and  I  think  the 
young  man  is  almost  killed." 

**  A  sailor,  you  say  ?  " — and  Mr.  Bingly 's 
thoughts  instantly  reverted  to  his  son,  who, 
he  felt  certain,  had  gone  to  sea.  *'  How  old 
would  you  suppose  the  young  man  to  be  ?  " 

"  Not  twenty,  I  should  think,  sir." 

''  And  fair  or  dark  complezioned  ?  "  he  ask- 
ed with  intense  anxiety. 

"  Fair,  I  should  say,  sir.  He  has  bright 
brown  hair,  and  Dear  me !  I  beg  your 

pardon,  sir,"  said  the  girl,  staring  in  wonder 
at  Mr.  Bingly,  '*  but  the  voung  gentleman  is 
the  very  picture  of  you  I ' 

"  Merciful  Heaven  1  should  it  be  Harry ! " 
exclaimed  Mr.  Bingl v.  '*  I  must  see  the  young 
man  instantly  1    Where  is  Mr.  Tisick  ?  ' 

The  girl  became  quite  alarmed  at  Mr.  Bing- 
ly's  excited  state,  and  requestmg  him  to  step 
into  the  parlor,  promised  to  acquaint  her 
master  with  his  wishes.  Mr.  Bingly  now  felt 
convinced  it  must  be  Harry.  What  was  it 
that  urged  him  into  pursuing  the  inquiry  so 
far,  but  that  undefinable  feeling,  that  "  some- 
thing "  bevond  all  human  ken,  which  conjures 
up  in  the  heart  a  foreshadowing  of  events — 
that  mysterious  sympathy  which  irresistibly 
Attracts  and  links  us  to  places  and  persons? 

The  girl's  statement  of  the  young  sailor's 
resemblance  to  himself,  threw  Mr.  Bingly 
into  the  painfully  excited  state  in  which  Mr. 
Tisick  now  found  him ;  who,  in  reply  to  his 
agitated  and  almost  frenzied  inquiries,  answer- 
ed evasively,  and  with  a  degree  of  embarrass- 
ment quite  at  variance  with  the  usual  inge- 
nuous and  familiar  style  for  which  he  was 
noted.  <*  Dear  me — bless  me  ! "  said  he,  "  it 
will  be  very  extraordinary  if  that  young  gen- 
tleman turns  out  to  be  your  son,  Mr.  Bmgly ; 
and  really  I  shouldn't  wonder — that  b — ex- 
cuse me— of  course  it  is  impossible  for  me 
to  guess,  as  I  never  happened  to  see  your 
son" 

"  M'ell,  well,"  interrupted  Mr.  Bingly  im- 
patiently, **  I  must  be  satisfied :  this  suspense 
18  unendurable.  Take  me  to  his  bedside  at 
once,  where  I  will  thank  Heaven  if  he  be  not 
my  son,  and  do  all  in  my  power  to  serve  him, 
whoever  he  may  be." 

«  On  condition,"  said  the  chemist  seriously, 
**  that  you  promise  to  suppress  all  emotion, 
even  should  your  worst  fears  be  realized." 

'*  0  Heaven  I  is  my  boy  dead  ?  '*  inquired 
Mr.  Bingly  in  agony. 

"  No,  no,  my  dear  sir.  The  young  man — 
for  it  is  only  your  own  fears  which  have  told 
you  he  is  your  son — is  under  the  influence  of 
a  composing-draught.    I  have  pitMuiiad  the 
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surgeon  that  the  profoundest  stillness  shall 
be  maintained,  as  any  excitement,  or  even  the 
least  starlling  noise,  might  prove  fatal  to  him.*' 
"  Do  not  fear  me,"  said  Mr.  Bingly  :  "  what 
can  I  not  endure  if  the  life  of  my  dear  Harry 
depend  upon  it !  *' 

•*  Well,  then,  relying  on  your  silence,  and 
that  you  will  suppress  every  exclamation  or 
communication  until  we  leave  the  room,  I 
will  take  you  to  him.  Can  you  depend  upon 
yourself?" 

"  1  think  I  can,"  said  Mr.  Bingly  with  a 
faltering  voice — for  there  was  something  in 
the  chemist's  manner  that  seemed  to  confirm 
his  apprehensions. 

**  Perhaps  your  son's  life  depends^ipon  it ! " 
interposed  Mr.  Tisick  with  a  sternness  of  man- 
ner unusual  with  him,  therefore  the  more  em- 
phatic. 

"  I  am  sure  I  can,"  added  Mr.  Bingly  with 
firmness. 

"I  rely  upon  you/*  said  the  considerate 
little  chemist,  and  led  the  way  up  a  staircase 
carpeted  thickly,  every  inch,  to  render  inaudi- 
ble the  lightest  or  the  heaviest  footfall.  This 
staircase,  and  the  chamber  to  which  it  led, 
were  used  only  in  the  most  dangerous  cases 
— wherein  Mr.  Tisick  exercised  his  benevo- 
lence and  Christian  chanty,  in  retaining  the 
patient  under  his  own  roof :  it  was  a  portion 
of  the  house  separated  from  the  family  apart- 
ments, and  where  none  entered  except  on  a 
mission  of  mercy.  Mr.  Tisick  opened  the  door, 
which,  being  incased  in  baize,  without  hasp 
or  bolt,  yielded  noiselessly  to  the  slightest 
touch. 

Mr.  Bingly  paused  for  an  instant  on  the 
threshold,  and  convulsively  grasped  the  hand 
of  the  chemist,  who  suffered  the  door  again 
to  close  at  this  symptom  of  agitation  ;  but,  a^ 
if  ashamed  of  his  irresolution,  Mr.  Bingly, 
though  evidently  with  an  effort,  recovered  his 
self-possession,  and  motioned  to  proceed. 

The  gas-shades  were  so  contrived  as  to 
throw  a  subdued  soft  light  over  the  apart- 
ment; the  curtains  of  the  low  bed  were 
drawn  back  and  tucked  away,  as  if  to  give 
air  to  the  invalid,  or — what  was  a  more 
thrilling  thought — facility  perhaps  to  some 
torturing  operation  which  had  been,  or  was 
still  to  be  performed. 

The  patient  lay  like  a  corpse  upon  the  bed, 
the  upper  part  of  the  face  entirely  concealed 
by  a  green  shade,  placed  over  the  forehead, 
as  there  were  injuries  apprehended  to  the 
sight ;  but  the  mouth  and  nostrils  strongly 
defined,  pale  and  graceful  in  their  clear  out- 
line as  8tat'mury  marble,  were  too  close  a  re- 
semblance for  the  father  to  behold  unmoited 
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— his  agonized  grasp  of  the  chemist's  shoulder 
at  once  awoke  the  latter's  experienced  suspi- 
cion, that  feeling  would  overcome  prudence. 
But  he  instantly  saw  that  resolution  had  re- 
sumed her  sway,  the  torture  of  suspense  hav- 
ing found  vent  and  relief  in   tears,  which 
silently  flowed  down  the  father's  cheeks  for 
one  he  at  the  moment  believed  to  be  his  son. 
With  many  a  struggle  the  father  kept  his 
promise  of  silence,  in  the  hope  of  being  per- 
mitted to  remain  just  where  he  was — riveted 
to  the  spot  —  watching  the  awaking,   the 
slightest  movement,  or  even  the  breathing  of 
his  son.     At  this  moment,  the  patient  moved 
his  hand,  turning  the  palm  upwards,  as  if  in 
search  of  some  friendly  clasp ;  the  chemist, 
with  the  quickness  of  thought,  prevented  the 
father  from  giving  the  answering  pressure ; 
but  still  the  longing  hand  was  stretched  out, 
and  suddenly  a  young  fair  creature,  more  like 
an  anffel  than  a  human  being,  who  had  been 
watching,  half- concealed,  amid  the  folds  of 
the  curtain,  crept  gently  forward,  and  placed 
her  small  white  hand  in  his.    The  fingers  of 
the  invalid  closed  round  the  little  prisoner, 
as  if  to  retain  the  treasure,  and  his  tranquil 
slumber  continued.      This  incident,  though 
silent,  seemed  to  break  the  spell  which  the 
minute  before  had  made  all  motionless  ;  and 
the  careful  little  chemist  drew  Mr.  Bingly — 
his  eyes  to  the  last  fixed  upon  the  bed — 
fairly  out  of  the  room. 

They  descended  to  the  snug  parlor,  where 
the  little  chemist's  little  wife  was  now  seated, 
busily  employed  with  needle-work.  Mr. 
Bingly  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  and  cover- 
ing his  face  with  his  hands,  gave  way  to  an 
irrepressible  and  passionate  burst  of  grief. 
Mrs.  Tisick  thought,  as  all  women  do,  how 
overwhelming  must  be  the  sorrow  which 
causes  a  man  to  weep;  and,  approaching 
Mr.  Bingly,  although  ignorant  of  the  cause, 
pressed  his  hand  in  sympathy. 

"Come,  come,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the 
chemist,  *'  do  not  distress  yourself,  perhaps 
needlessly :  it  is  still  a  problem  whether  he 
be  your  son  or  not.  Your  own  imaginaiioa 
tortures  you — the  features  were  not  suffi- 
ciently revealed  to  confirm  your  fears." 

**  1  would  giTe  up  all  I  possess  to  sec  that 
face  1  It  surely  is  impossible  I  can  be  mis- 
taken," said  Mr.  Bingly. 

''  It  is  quite  possible,  my  dear  sir  ;  in  fact, 
it  is  improbable  that  it  should  be  your  son/' 

**  But   his  clothes  —  where  are   they  ? 
eagerly  inquired  Mr.  Bingly.     "There  must 
be  some  mark  by  which  1  can  identify  hinv." 

Mr.  Tisick  k(\.  \.V«i  xwixa^  \iSxx^<^tX\^^\«wv.si^^ 
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They  were  all  of  forei^  make,  and  no  name 
whatever  to  be  found  upon  them. 

'<By  the  by/'  remarked  the  chemist, 
"  there  were  papers  in  his  pockets,  which 
may  give  some  information ;'  and  he  rang 
the  bell.  "  Mary" — to  the  servant  who  en- 
tered— "  where  are  those  papers  I  gave  you 
to  hold  when  we  were  undressing  the 
patient  ?  " 

"  I'll  get  them  directly,  sir,"  said  the  girl, 
leaving  the  room.  *^  I  put  them  under  his 
pillow  to  be  safe." 

"  Stay  !"  said  the  chemist,  springing  up, 
and  clutching  her  arm  to  prevent  her  ascend- 
ing the  staircase.  "  Are  you  mad?  To  dis- 
turb him  might  be  death." 

"  Merciful  Heaven  I  is  there  to  be  no  ter- 
mination to  this  suspense  ?"  ejaculated  Mr. 
Bingly. 

"  My  dear  wr,"  said  the  chemist,  "  I  entreat 
you  to  listen  to  me :  all  that  can  be  done  for 
the  present  has  been  done." 

"  You  would  deceive  me.  What  can  have 
been  done  in  the  short  time  which  has  elaps- 
ed since  I  saw  the  crowd  ?" 

^'  It  is  upwards  of  an  hour  since  he  was 
brought  in  here,"  replied  the  chemist.  **  A 
surgeon  was  instantly  in  attendance  :  it  must 
have  been  his  departure  you  witnessed — the 
crowd  never  dispersing  until  it  knows  the 
fate  of  the  sufferer." 

"  And  is  he  fatally  njured  ?"  asked  Mr. 
Binglv  in  agony. 

"  We  hope  not.  The  injuries  are  certain- 
ly serious ;  nor  can  we  ascertain  their  full 
extent  until  to-morrow.  Meanwhile,  the 
draught  has  taken  effect ;  and  he  is  not  likely 
to  awaken  until  nine  in  the  morning.  I  could 
wish  to  persuade  you,  my  dear  sir,  to  go 
home,  and  make  yourself  as  tranquil  as  pos- 
Mble  under  the  circumstances,  with  the  assu- 
rance, that  every  attention  will  be  shown  the 
patient ;  and  by  no  means  to  alarm  Mrs. 
Bingly  by  any  allusion  to  your  fears,  which, 
after  all,  may  prove  to  have  been  perfectly 
groundless. 

"  It  is  not  easy,  Mr.  Tisick,  to  persuade  me 
that  such  can  be  the  case  ;  however,  I  will, 
if  possible,  disguise  my  feelings  from  my 
wife,  and  thank  you  for  the  precaution.  I 
shall  never  forget  your  kindness  and  sympa- 
thy, or  the  watchful  tenderness  of  that  angel 
— your  daughter  of  course — who  hovered 
round  my  boy.  [The  little  chemist  and  his 
little  wife  exchanged  a  significant  glance.] 
When  can  I  return  ?" 

*'  Not  till  tUne,  when  the  surgeon  is  to  re- 
port." 

<«  Oood-night,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Mr. 


Bingly  at  the  foot  of  the  stair;  *'  but  O  Hea- 
vens !  to  think  of  thus  meeting  a  son  froia 
whom  I  had  parted  in  such  anger  1' 

Mr.  TisicK  here  interposed,  a  sudden 
thought  striking  him  :  "  You  say  yoa  parted 
in  anger  :  had  you  cause  ?" 

"  A  bitter  cause — an  intimaoy,  possibly  a 
low  marriage,  with  one  of  the  most  degrad- 
ed of  her  sex.  She  disappeared  about  the 
same  time.  Yes,  I  fear  it  must  be ;  and  yet, 
0  Harry,  could  I  know  that  you  were  safe  — 

"  You  would  forgive  all  ?"  solemnly  de- 
manded the  chemist. 

A  heavy  gloom  mantled  over  Mr.  Bingly's 
brow  at  this  idea,  on  which  Mr.  Tisick  iiud 
decidedly:  "This  is  enough,  Mr.  Bingly. 
You  must  go  home.  On  no  consideration 
will  I  permit  an  interview  between  you  and 
our  suffering  fellow-creature  above  stairs,  be 
he  your  son  or  not.  No  one  but  a  Christian 
in  the  true  sense  of  the  word,  shall  come 
near  him  till  the  surgeon  has  reported  by 
nine  to-morrow.  Go,  sir,  and  learn  to  for- 
give even  the  worst  offences ;  and  pray  that 
forgiveness  come  not  too  late." 

Mr.  Bingly  turned  haughtily  round  to  re- 
ply to  this,  to  him,  unusual  address,  when 
a  faintly-heard  groan  smote  his  ear.  He 
shuddered,  pressed  the  chemist's  hand,  and 
quitted  the  house. 

"Poor  Mr.  Bingly,"  said  Mrs.  Tisick  as 
the  chemist  re-entered  the  parlor,  "  I  see  he 
doesn't  know  the  worst  of  it." 

"  The  worst  of  it !"  echoed  Mr,  Tisick. 
"  Dear  me  —  bless  me  I  I  should  say  he 
doesn't  know  the  best  of  it." 

"  Yes,  dear  ;  but  when  he  comes  to  know 
it,  it  will  be  a  trial  for  him ;  and  his  poor 
wife — it  will  be  the  death  of  her :  her  nerves 
will  have  a  bad  shock." 

"  Then,  my  dear,  his  wife  shouldn't  have 
such  shocking  bad  nerves.  She'll  8ur\*ive  it ; 
as  all  nervous  people  invariably  survive  eve- 
rything that  is  to  be  the  death  of  them.' 

"  Now,  John  Tisick,"  said  his  homely  lit- 
tle wife,  "  that's  positively  unfeeling.  What 
would  you  say  if  our  Johnny  were  to  do  the 
same  thing?" 

"  Whv,  my  dear,  I'd  say  with  the  old 
song : '  He'd  do  the  same  thing  were  he  in  the 
same  place.'  " 

"  0  John,"  said  Mrs.  Tisick  reproachfully, 
"  how  can  any  one  suppose  or  imagine  your 
heart  to  be  brimful  of  Kindness  and  huma- 
nity, when  yoa  will  go  on  making  these  jokes  ? 
and  some  of  them,  1  must  say' —Mrs.  Tisick 
was  careful  in  modifying  her  condemnation 
of  her  husband's  wit — "  very  poor  jokes. 
Yes,  John,  very  poor  jokes  indeed !"    This 
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was  severe,  but  Mrs.  Tisick's  feelings  were 
as  much  outraged  by  the  Don-appreciation  of 
her  piotare  of  "  Johnny,"  as  an  artist's  would 
be  at  the  Hanging  Committee  placing  his  out 
of  sight. 

"  Well,  well,  my  dear,"  observed  the  che- 
mist, "you  know  a  medical  man's  jokes  must 
lomeUmes  be  out  of  joint,  to  be  professional ; 
bat  did  yon  observe,  my  love,  what  Mr. 
Bingly  said  about  our '  angel  of  a  daughter  ?'" 
"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Mrs.  Tisick  smiling  ;  '*  I 
couldn't  help  giving  you  a  look  at  the  time. 
It  was  just  as  well  he  saw  her  when  he  did. 
And  I  don't  wonder  at  his  calling  her  an 
angel,  with  her  beautiful  golden  hair  shading 
her  sweet  features.  Did  she  know  it  was  his 
father?" 

"  No,  my  dear — no.  I  don't  suppose  she 
even  saw  him.  But  now,  I  will  go  and  pre- 
vail on  her  to  come  and  have  a  bit  of  supper 
with  us.  That  ring  at  the  door  must  be  the 
nurse  the  surgeon  promised  to  send,  so  she 
may  leave  the  patient  with  perfect  satis- 
faction and  safety."  The  little  chemist  was 
absent  just  long  enough  tu  allow  Mrs.  Tisick 
mentally  to  apostrophize  his  rare  qualifica- 
tions, when  she  was  interrupted  by  his  re- 
appearance with  their  "angel  of  a  daughter," 
as  Mr.  Bingly  styled  the  young  lady  who 
was  so  attentive  to  his  supposed  son.  She 
scarcely  looked  more  than  seventeen  years  of 
age — a  gentle,  interesting  creature,  whom 
every  one  would  wish  to  aid,  to  do  something 
for,  in  answer  to  the  claim  her  seeming  help- 
lessness and  exceedingly  feminine  beauty 
made  on  the  hearts  of  all  who  beheld  her. 
Mrs.  Tisick  received  her  with  all  the  tender- 
ness such  a  person  was  likely  to  inspire. 
**  Well,  my  dear,"  she  inquired,  **  how  did 
you  leave  our  poor  patient  ?" 

♦*  In  a  sweet  sleep,"  replied  the  young 
stranger.  '*  1  pray  Heaven  it  may  continue 
till  the  morning." 

^*0h,  certain,"  confidently  interposed  the 
chemist,  "he  won't  waken  till  nine  o'clock." 

"  And  do  you  really  think,  sir,  his  life  is 
not  in  any  danger  ?  "  anxiously  inquired  the 
girl. 

"  Set  your  heart  at  rest,  my  dear  ;  he'll 
live  to  plague  his  little  wife  for  many  a  year 
yet." 

The  poor  girl  was  evidently  distressed  by 
the  kind-intentioned,  but  not  very  refined 
wit  of  the  chemist. 

''  Never  mind  John's  jokes,"  said  Mrs. 
Tisick  ;  "  he  just  imagines  every  husband  is 
to  be  as  great  a  plague  as  himself.  Do  re- 
member, John,  what  a  very  youog  bride  our 
guest  is." 


The  poor  girl  was  now  more  embarrassed 
than  ever,  and  with  blush  succeeding  blush 
at  every  word  she  uttered,  said,  with  extreme 
confusion:  "I  am  quite  unhappy  nt  being 
placed  in  so  singular  a  position.  Harry — I 
mean  Mr.  Hervey — is  entitled  to  every  ser- 
vice I  can  render — my  life  if  it  were  neces- 
sary ;  but  I  have  no  claim  to  the  title  you 
confer  upon  me." 

This  statement  created  much  surprise,  and, 
in  spite  of  all  their  charity,  the  faintest  pos- 
sible shade  of  suspicion,  in  the  minds  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Tisick.  '*  Well,  my  dear  young 
lady,"  said  the  former,  "  you  must  pardon 
me ;  and  you  cannot  but  admit  that  my  mis- 
take was  a  very  natural  one.  Your  being  in 
the  coach  with  him,  his  calling  upon  you  as 
his  '  beloved  Emily,'  and  your  extreme  de- 
votion, all  combined  to  aid  the  delusion  un- 
der which  my  wife  and  I  labored." 

"  If  you  will  permit  me,  I  will,  so  far  as  I 
can,  exphin,"  said  the  young  stranger  timid- 
ly. **'  On  the  arrival  of  his  ship  this  evening, 
Mr.  Hervey's  intention  was  to  place  me  at 
once  under  the  protection  of  his  father,  and 
I  was  accompanying  him  for  that  purpose, 
when  the  accident  happened  which  has 
thrown  us  upon  your  compassion." 

"  Strange  1"  remarked  the  chemist.  "  Par- 
don me,  have  you  never  heard  him  speak 
of  a  Mr.  Bingly  as  his  father  ?' 

"  Frequently  of  his  father — but  Hervey 
is  Harry  s  name." 

"Dear  me — ^bless  me  !  my  love,"  said  the 
chemist  to  his  wife,  "  it  is  as  I  suspected,  and 
Mr.  Bingly  is  mbtaken  after  all.'' 

"And  have  you  come  off  a  long  voyage, 
my  dear  young  lady  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Tisick, 
with  kind  interest  and  womanly  curiosity 
blended. 

"It  is  two  months  since  the  shipwreckp 
when  Mr.  Hervey  saved  my  life,  and  I  had 
been  at  sea  ten  days  up  to  the  night  of  that 
dreadful  storm." 

"  Poor  child  !"  said  Mrs.  Tisick  compas- 
sionately .  "  You  have  relations  in  England, 
I  suppose  ?" 

"  1  have  reason  to  believe  that  a  dear  friend 
of  my  father  resides  in  Liverpool ;  but  before 
we  left  the  ship  I  promised  Mr.  Hervey  to 
be  silent  on  this  subject" — and  the  young 
girl,  evidently  embarrassed,  hesitated  to  pro- 
ceed. 

"  Certainly,  certainly,"  said  the  chemist : 
"  do  not  imagine,  my  dear  miss" — this  cor- 
rected appellation  sounded  almost  unkind 
— "  that  we  would  take  advantage  of  circum* 
stances  to  force  your  confidence  ;  &ll  ^^  ^^- 
sire  is  to  bi^  ^  %KtTv^%  «bA.  \ft-\siswx^'^<*^ 
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trust,  will  enable  us  to  see  more  clearly  into 
the  future.*" 

Persuading  tlieir  young  guest,  instead  of 
returning  to  watch  by  the  bedside  of  the  pa- 
tient, to  take  some  repose  in  the  chamber 
appointed  for  her,,  they  bade  her  good-night, 
promising  faitlifully  to  call  her  should  the 
slightest  change  take  place. 

"  There's  a  mystery  about  that  young  per- 
son I  don't  exactly  hke,"  said  the  chemiot  as 
soon  as  she  was  gone. 

*'  I'm  sure  there  can  be  no  harm  about 
her,  John  ;  she's  too  beautiful  for  that,"  very 
generously  remarked  Mrs.  Tisick. 

"  My  dear,  your  argument  would  be  more 
satisfactory  if  it  were  on  the  side  of  ugli- 
ness," dryly  observed  the  chemist.  "But 
go  up  to  bed,  my  love;  I  will  just  look  in 
to  see  how  our  patient  is  doing,  and  trust 
to  to-morrow  for  the  clearing  up  of  this  ro- 
mance." 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  Bingly  had  reached  home, 
where  his  nervous  wife  was  anxiously  expcct- 
ikg  him.  "What  a  long  while  you've  been, 
Harry !"  she  began,  as  Mr.  Bingly  calmly, 
though  abstractedly,  moved  a  chair  to  the  ta- 
ble where  his  wife  was  seated.  "  It's  very  cruel 
of  you  to  leave  me  alone  in  this  way  ;  I  was 
on  the  point  of  ringing  for  James  to  go  in 
search  of  you."  Mr.  Bingly  spoke  not  a 
word.  *'  You're  come  home  in  an  ill-humor, 
I  suppose,  because  I  wouldn't  assist  a  drunk- 
en sailor  in  a  crowd,  or  some  such  thing, 
with  which  you  choose  to  sympathize.  Real- 
ly, Mr.  Bingly,  yuur  vulgar  curiosity  about 
such  matters  is  positively  intolerable."  But 
becoming  alarmed  at  her  husband's  continued 
silence,  and  the  singular  expression  of  his 
pale  face,  she  resumed  :  "  Now,  don't  fright- 
en me,  Harry ;  you're  ill — I  see  you  are — 
you've  made  yourself  ill  by  the  sight  of  some 
horrid  drunken  creature  you'd  no  concern 
with,  who,  no  doubt,  deserved  whatever  hap- 
pened to  him." 

•*  Silence,  unfeeling  woman !"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Bingly,  exasperated  beyond  the  power 
of  endurance.  Mrs.  Bingly  was  struck 
dumb  with  astonishment  at  these  harsh 
words  from  her  hitherto  good-natured  and 
indulgent  husband,  and  only  replied  with  an 
abundant  shower  of  tears  ;  but  instantly  re- 
collecting that  his  wife  was  wholly  ignorant 
•f  his  cause  of  irritation,  Mr.  Bingly  added : 
'*  Forgive  me,  Frances,  and  have  forbearance 
enough  to  ask  me  no  more  questions  to- 
night. I  have  reasons  for  the  entreaty,  which 
shall  be  explained  afterwards." 

"  Of  course  I  shall  not  sleep  a  wink  for 
wondering  what  they  are,"  said  his  wife,  a 


little  more  pacified.  "  It  must  be  something 
very  serious,  I  am  sure  of  that,  for  you've 
not  been  in  such  a  state  of  mind  since  our 
dear  Harry  left  us.  Oh  !" — and  something 
like  the  truth  seemed  to  flash  upon  her — 
"  that  is  it,  I'm  sure  of  it !  You've  heard  of 
our  darling  Harry? — you've  had  a  letter 
from  him?" 

"  No  ;  I  give  you  my  honor  I  have  not," 
answered  Mr.  Bingly  equivocally ;  who,  in 
consideration  of  the  maternal  anxiety  she 
now  began  to  evince,  was  resolved  to  spare 
his  wife  as  much  pain  as  possible. 

"  Well,  then,  I  don't  mind  obeying  you, 
if  it  is  nothing  concerning  Harry ;  but  I'm 
sure  I  should  die  if  there's  bad  news  from 
him." 

Mr.  Bingly  saw  the  policy  of  following 
the  chemist's  advice ;  and  though  his 
thoughtful  and  distracted  manner  kept  his 
wife  on  the  rack  of  curiosity,  she  contrived 
to  maintain  her  promise;  and  Mr.  Bingly, 
notwithstanding  his  miserable  state  of  mind, 
concealed  the  cause  of  his  anxiety. 

Early  next  morning,  the  family  of  the  be- 
nevolent little  chemist  was  assembled  in  the 
breakfast- parlor ;  the  report  of  the  nurse  was 
most  favorable,  and  Dr.  Galen,  the  surgeon, 
was  momentarily  expected.  "  In  truth, 
Dolly,"  said  Httle  Tisick  to  his  wife,  "it 
was  a  clever  stroke  of  mine  to  put  the  father 
off  till  nine  o'clock,  when  the  surgeon  comes 
at  eight." 

"  Indeed,  John,  I  don't  agree  with  you  : 
'tis  cruel  to  prolong  the  poor  man's  sus- 
pense." 

"  My  dear,  you  know  nothing  about  it — I 
always  act  professionally;  and  when  I  ad- 
minister a  dose,  I  always  give  it  the  full  sta- 
tutory period  for  its  operation." 

Dr.  Galen's  report  was  most  favorable ;  the 
nature  of  the  injuries  ascertained,  and  from 
the  evidently  admirable  constitution  of  the  pa- 
tient, a  rapid  recovery  might  be  anticipated. 
Emily  had  observed  with  quiet  steady  com- 
posure the  examination  by  the  accomplished 
surgeon,  and  with  equal  steadiness  listened 
to  his  lucid  report,  but  the  words  **  speedy 
recovery"  were  too  much  for  her,  the  revul- 
sion too  great.  She  fainted,  and  was  carried 
from  the  room,  thereby  divulging,  if  need 
there  were,  the  feelings  which  she  bore  to- 
wards the  sufferer. 

Mr.  Bingly,  who  had  left  home  early  that 
morning,  obstinately  silent  even  to  the  fren- 
zied entreaties  of  his  now  alarmed  wife,  was 
punctual  to  the  instant. 

"  Dolly,  my  dear,"  said  the  chemist, 
"  that's  Bingly's  ring :  I  can  tell  the   agony 
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of  suspense  in  every  vibration  of  its  subdued 
chime.  Leave  the  room,  and  let  me  deal 
with  him  alone. — Well,  my  dear  sir,  have 
you  thought  of  what  I  told  you  last  night  ? 
are  you  prepared  to  meet  your  son,  if  he 
be  your  eon,  as  a  Christian  father  should  ?'' 

"  I  am,"  solemnly  exclaimed  Mr.  Bingly. 
**  If  my  son  has  brought  wretchedness 
upon  himself  by  his  rashness,  it  is  not  for  a 
father  to  increase  it  at  such  a  time.  Oh,  let 
me  see  him,  that  I  may  tell  him  so  before  he 
die!" 

**  Then,  am  I  commissioned  to  relieve  your 
mind :  the  name  of  the  sufferer  is  Henry 
Hervey." 

How  inconsistent  is  poor  human  nature! 
One  would  suppose  that  this  relief  from  his 
worst  fears  would  have  been  a  joy  to  Mr. 
Bingly,  and  yet  it  came  on  him  like  a  disap- 
pointment. His  very  soul  had  so  yearned  to 
the  sufferer,  that  to  6nd  he  had  no  claim  on 
him,  seemed  like  a  violent  deprivation.  "  Are 
you  sure  there  is  no  mistake  ?" 

"Oh,  none  whatever,"  said  the  che- 
mist. "Here  is  a  letter  which  had  acci- 
dentally dropped  on  the  floor.  You  see  the 
address  is  Henry  Hervey ;  and  here  is  a  me- 
morandum appended,  apparently  in  his  own 
handwriting." 

A  film  came  over  the  father's  eyes ;  or 
was  it  his  trembling  hands  that  prevented  his 
reading  the  scroll  ?  But,  letter  by  letter,  the 
handwriting  of  his  son  smote  upon  the  father's 
vision.      "  Is  my  son  alive,  Mr.  Tisick  ?" 

"  Dear  me — bless  me  I  can  be  be  your  son 
after  all  ?  "  asked  the  chemist  with  great 
glee.  "  Your  son  1  He  lives*  and  the  sur- 
geon assures  me  he  will  do  well.  Remember 
your  promise  ! "  The  chemist  looked  at  Mr. 
Bingly,  and  saw,  from  the  expression  of  his 


countenance,  where  the  seraphic  smile  of 
gratitude  and  devotion  were  blended,  that 
this  was  an  unnecessary  question.  "  Now, 
come  and  see  your  son. " 

The  father  approached — noiselessly  ap- 
proached— knelt  by  the  bedside,  took  his  son's 
hand,  and,  pressing  it  to  his  lips,  murmured  : 
"  Harry ! " 

"  Can  you  forgive  me,  father  ?  " 
I      **  All,  all — even  the  worst,  as  I  hope  to  be 
forgiven ! " 

"  And  she  ?  "  faintly  added  his  son. 

A  spasm  shook  the  strong  and  haughty 
man ;  but  his  better  nature  prevailed.  "  Yes, 
Harry  ;  if  yours,  she  is  mine." 

"  Emily !  "  faintly  but  joyfully  ejaculated 
the  young  man. 

"  Emily  1 "  echoed  the  father ;  "  surely  her 
name  was  Sarah." 

"  0  father,  you  could  not  suspect  that  ? 
'Tis  Emily  Triebner,  an  orphan,  whom  I 
ventured  " 

The  father  started  to  his  feet  in  speechless 
amazement.  "Emily  Triebner!  the  orphan 
child  of  my  best  and  dearest  friend,  who  was 
consigned  to  my  care  after  her  father's  death, 
and  reported  to  have  been  lost  at  sea  ?  " 

"Come,  come,"  interposed  little  Tisick 
with  a  faltering  voice,  and  after  rubbing  his 
eyes  with  his  handkerchief ;  "  this  may  be  too 
much  for  my  patient.  Mr.  Bingly,  when 
you've  done  embracing  Emily,  I'll  trouble 
you  to  come  down  stairs,  when  I  shall  again 
tell  you  to  go  home ;  but  this  time  to  com- 
fort your  wife  with  the  news  of  a  recovered 
son  and  a  happy  marriage ;  and  above  all, 
with  that  best  of  all  joys — the  consciousness 
that,  amidst  much  tribulation,  you  have  been 
able  to  attain  to  the  high  and  holy  attribute 
of  unqualified  forgiveness." 


CURRAN    AND    CHANCELLOR  ClARE. — Lord 

Chancellor  dare,  on  one  occasion,  while  Cur- 
ran  was  addressing  him  in  a  most  important 
case,  occupied  himself  with  a  favorite  spaniel 
or  Newfoundland  dog,  seated  by  him ;  and 
all  the  world  will  remember  the  rebuke  ad- 
ministered to  him  by  that  rarely-gifted  man. 


Curran  having  ceased  speaking,  through  in- 
dignation,  or  malice  prepense,  Lord  Clare 
raised  his  head  and  asked,  "Why  don't  you 
proceed,  Mr.  Curran  ?"  "I  thought  your  lord- 
ships were  in  consultation,"  replied  Curran.*- 
Eeminiseences  of  an  Emigrant  Milesian, 
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In  the  year  of  the  Great  Exhibition,  a  work 
made  its  appearance  on  the  horizon  of  the  li- 
terary world,  which,  although  not  heralded 
by  any  flourish  of  tnirapets,  was  speedily  re- 
cognized as  a  stor  of  no  ordinary  magnitude. 
It  was  called  "  Erinnerungen  aus  Paris,"  and 
contained  a  very  interesting  sketch  of  persons 
and  things  as  they  appeared  in  that  metropo- 
lis during  the  years  included  between  1817 
and  1848.  After  a  rest  of  two  years,  the 
talented  authoress  has  favored  us  with  a  se- 
cond volume,  the  probable  result  of  the  uni- 
versal attention  the  first  excited.  We 
will  not  positively  assert  that  the  last  is  bet- 
ter than  the  first ;  for,  in  truth,  it  bears  more 
than  one  mark  of  bookraaking,  through  the 
interpolation,  for  instance,  of  a  long  conver- 
sation between  Lacratelle  and  Madame  de 
Sta^l,  which  appears  a  translation  of  some 
pre-existing  paper,  and  by  a  very  copious  re- 
view, or  rather  examination  of  Aim6  Martin's 
**  Maternal  Education."  Still,  there  is  much 
that  is  novel  and  interesting  to  be  found  in 
the  book,  and  we  will  proceed  to  select  those 
episodes  which  will  amuse  the  general  reader. 

The  first  literary  portrait  to  which  we  are 
introduced  is  that  of  Chateaubriand,  whom 
our  authoress  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
at  the  Tuileries ;  and  we  cannot  refrain  from 
making  an  extract,  to  show  the  mournful  hi- 
larity in  which  the  elder  Bourbons  were  wont 
to  indulge: 

Through  the  melancholy  condition  into  which 
Loois  XVni.  had  fallen,  it  was  not  the  cu.stom  for 
any  of  tlje  royal  family  to  visit  the  public  theatres, 
with  the  exception  of  the  Duchesse  de  Berri,  and 
her  husband,  while  still  living.  If  the  kins  wished 
to  be  present  at  a  representation — or  rather,  if  it 
was  thought  right  to  mention  court  fS!es  in  the  pa- 
pers— the  different  companies  were  ordered  to 
perform  in  turn,  at  the  theatre  in  the  Chdteaa. 
Only  those  belonging  to  the  court,  or  strangers 
who  had  been  presented  by  their  ambassadors,  were 
permittted  to  appear  in  the  open  side  balcony.  All 
the  places  were  here  alike,  and  the  guests  were 
expected  to  wear  full  court  dress;  the  gentlemen 
appeared  in  a  richly-embroidered  coat,  called  habil 
rVangaiSf  with  broad  lace  frills  and  rulSles,  which 
frequently  alone  cost  from  600  to  1000  francs. 


The  royal  family  occupied  exclusively  a  small  low 
division  in  the  centre  of  this  balcony.  Any  one 
not  belonging  to  the  court  obtained — and  Uiat  as 
a  special  mark  of  distinction — a  seat  in  the  seoood 
rank  of  a  loge  grille,  so  that  it  might  be  impossible 
for  the  unbefeathered  head  to  peer  out-  Although 
yon  were  not  seen  here,  and  were  not  supposed 
to  belong  to  the  company,  yet  it  was  possible  to 
see  and  hear  in  a  much  more  interesting  manner, 
as  you  were  master  of  your  movements.  The 
behavior  of  the  court  was  indescribably  formal. 
No  one  dared  to  utter  the  slightest  expression  of 
applause  or  disapproval,  and  a  company  of  me- 
chanically moved  Marionettes  would  probably 
have  imitated  life  better,  than  the  living  here  sought 
to  suppress  all  signs  of  it  through  propriety.  I 
carefully  noticed  that  no  one  even  whispered  the 
slifrhtest  remark  to  his  neighbor.  All  looked  fix- 
edly at  the  stage,  and  the  king  slept  the  whole 
evening. 

In  the  midst  of  this  gticrn*- petrified  assem- 
bly, Chateaubriand's  features  attracted  the 
attention  of  our  authoress ;  for,  at  the  first 
glance,  the  poet  might  be  recognized  in  him. 
He  was  then  in  the  full  flush  of  his  successful 
career  as  a  politician ;  for,  according  to  his 
own  opinion  at  least,  he  had  just  shown  the 
world  how  correct  his  judgment  was  as  to 
what  could  alone  benefit  France;  and  the 
momentary  success  of  his  plans  had  covered 
him  with  glory.  Chateaubriand  thirsted  for 
the  reputation  of  being  considered  a  great 
statesman,  a  great  poet,  a  very  noble,  libneral, 
and  perfectly  catholic  Christian.  He  was  all 
this,  in  fact,  but  none  of  them  bad  reached 
its  highest  development,  probably  because 
the  natural  repugnance  of  these  varying  ele- 
ments can  be  hardly  reconciled.  Active, 
practical  statesmen  found  him  too  devoted  to 
idealism ;  poets,  those  world  ameliorators  ac- 
cording to  imaginary  rules,  considered  him 
far  too  politic  ;  the  old  nobility  called  him  a 
partisan  of  the  modern  liberal  school ;  with 
the  liberals  he  was  too  much  a  courtier  of 
the  old  stamp;  and  finally,  rationalists 
thought  him  too  much,  Jesuits  too  little,  im- 

*  Personen  und  ZostilDde  aus  der  ReBtauration 
und  dem  Julikonigthum,  von  der  VerCBaBerin  der 
*' EriDoerungen  aus  Paris,  1817-1848."  Williams 
and  Norgate. 
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bued  with  religious  principles.  The  torch  of 
his  celebrity  would,  probably,  have  been 
longer  enkindled  had  the  scene  of  his  activity 
been  removed  from  Paris. 

In  fact,  in  this  city,  where  nothing  remains 
long  in  fashion,  and  after  Napoleon's  purposes 
hadbeen  served  by  the^^e^u  Ckrisiianisme, 
and  religion  became  once  more  so  prominent 
in  France,  the  consecrated  water  of  the  Jor- 
dan was,  in  its  turn,  ridiculed  by  public  opin- 
ion. Bourbons  and  Jesuit  sway  appeared  to 
the  nation  inseparable,  and,  as  the  latter  was 
always  detested,  the  first  were  always  dis- 
trusted. From  the  same  reason  Paris  was 
not  at  all  affected  by  the  succcess  of  the 
lately  terminated  Spanish  war,  although  it 
might  have  been  reasonably  expected  after 
the  announcement  of  a  victory.  The  govern- 
ment had  a  large  majority  in  the  Chamber, 
but  it  was  far  otherwise  with  public  opinion. 
The  court  only  saw  through  its  never  par- 
ticular y  bright  spectacles,  and  this  represen- 
tation at  the  theatre  of  the  Tuileries  was  a 
portion  of  the  court  amusements,  as  they 
were  termed,  held  in  honor  of  the  easily  gained 
victory  of  1823. 

It  will  probably  be  remembered  that  events 
in  Spain,  towards  the  end  of  1822,  assumed 
a  very  threatening  aspect  for  the  neighboring 
thrones.  It  would  be  difficult  to  decide 
whether  the  ultra-liberal  party  in  France 
thought  that  their  confederates  in  Spain  acted 
from  the  influence  of  noble  sentiments — 
namely,  liberation  from  monastic  superstition 
and  feudal  oppression,  or  whether  they  were 
pleased  with  the  outbreak  in  Spain  as  a  di- 
rect attack  on  the  throne.  In  any  case,  the 
government  seemed  better  informed  than  its 
opponents ;  but  still  it  appears  certain  that 
the  expectation  of  slight  opposition  was  the 
first  cause  of  its  firm  determination  to  send 
an  army  to  Spain,  under  the  command  of  the 
Due  d'AngouUme.  The  congress  of  Verona, 
at  which  Chateaubriand  voted  for  interven- 
tion, in  unison  with  the  European  powers, 
was  compelled  to  await  patiently  the  meeting 
of  the  French  Chambers ;  but  as  soon  as  they 
had  commenced  their  proceedings,  Chateau- 
briand defended  the  measure  with  all  the 
strength  at  his  command — that  is,  with  poesy 
and  eloquence — in  favor  of  Legitimacy  and 
Catholicism,  all  of  which  supported  the  views 
of  the  government. 

The  reasons  he  alleged,  however,  contained 
too  much  of  the  terrible  past,  and,  on  the 
other  hand,  too  much  of  the  seductive  future, 
to  satisfy  the  Left.  Chateaubriand's  speech 
aroused  the  well-known  '*  Manuel  storm." 


Manuel,  an  advocate,  and  native  of  the  Barce- 
lonnette,  belonged  to  the  extreme  Left.  Although 
this  party  was,  at  that  day,  very  weak  in  number, 
its  adherents  possessed  great  influence ;  in  fact, 
the  moral  effect  of  the  opposition  at  that  day  was 
more  dangerous,  through  the  persons  from  whom 
it  emanated,  than  it  was  later :  I  might  almost  aay 
it  was  not  so  exploiiL 

Chateaubriand's  opinion  as  to  intervention  led 
Manuel  to  offer  the  most  strenuous  opposition. 

**  If  you  desire  to  save  Ferdinand,"  be  said,  **  do 
not  your  utmost  to  recall  those  circumstances  which 
led  those  in  whom  yon  take  such  interest  to  the 
scaflibld.  When  the  misfortunes  of  the  royal  family 
in  1792  set  foreign  powers  in  motion,  and  their 
interference  in  our  affairs  was  only  too  much  ap- 
prehended, France  felt  the  necessity  of  defending 
herself  with  fresh  strength  and  energy." 

These  words  had  scarce  passed  ^f  anneFs  llpe, 
when  a  terrible  tumult  arose,  and  the  cry  of  **  Or- 
der" sounded  from  the  whole  Ri^ht,  who  rose,  and 
refused  to  vote  with  the  defender  of  the  royal 
murder.  Manuel  looked  round  calmly  and  defi- 
antly. 

"  He  must  be  expelled,"  the  whole  Right  re- 
peated. His  expulsion  was  immediately  proposed 
and  carried.  By  the  advice  of  his  friends,  Manuel 
went  to  the  Chamber  the  next  day,  and  after  re- 
fusing to  retire  voluntarily,  he  was  removed  by 
the  gendarme.  The  whole  Left  party  followed 
him. 

On  this  occasion  Chateaubriand's  views  and 
the  interest  of  the  government  coalesced  ;  and 
the  poet  went  so  far  into  the  snare,  that  he 
dreamed  himself  absolutely  necessary  for  the 
welfare  of  France  from  this  time  forth,  and 
only  recognized  his  error  when  too  late.  From 
that  day  a  devouring  grief  never  quitted  him. 

His  ever- memorable  speech  on  the  7th  of 
August,  1830,  deserves  respect  and  the  high- 
est admiration,  when  he  had  the  courage  and 
magnanimity  to  defend  the  unhappy  throne 
of  the  expelled  dynasty  with  all  the  power 
of  his  genius.  He  was,  however,  but  slightly 
listened  to,  and  he  termed  himself  '*  a  useless 
C-  ssandra,"  the  justice  of  whose  prophecies 
we  should  now  admire,  after  an  interval  of 
twenty  years. 

The  reign  of  Louis  XVII I.  drew  rapidly  to 
a  close,  and  the  king  heard  with  patience  and 
philosophy  accidental  remarks,  which  re- 
minded him  of  his  melancholy  condition. 
Once,  as  he  held  the  young  Duke  of  Bor- 
deaux on  his  lap,  and  sportively  asked  him, 
•*  And  would  you  like  to  be  a  king  ?"  **  Oh, 
no !"  the  child  replied,  considering  lameness 
to  be  a  requisite  for  reigning,  **  I  would  soon- 
er be  able  to  walk." 

The  chief  cause,  however,  which  led  to  the 
succession  of  Charles  X.  being  looked  upon 
with  tolerable  indifference,  lay  iu  thft  ^V^ 
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that  the  existence  of  the  Carbonari  and  other  ' 
affiliBt«d  BOcielies  was  not  then  generally 
known,  though  there  is  no  doubt  that  the 
propagation  of  these  societies  in  France  led 
to  tne  intervenlion  in  Spain.  Had  the  pub- 
Uc  been  as  well  acquunted  then,  as  it  ie  now, 
with  the  extension  of  these  sects  and  propa- 
BBnda,  the  reign  of  Charles  X.  would  have 
been  regarded  with  great  anxiety,  for  from 
this  monarch  might  be  expected  more  obsti- 
nacy and  Bererity,  and  less  ability  to  conquer 
enemies  wiihoat  cruelty,  by  firmness  at  one 
moment  and  concessions  at  another. 

Of  these  societies  we  have  mentioned,  the 
St.  Simonians  were  the  only  one  at  that  day 
nniversnlly  known  in  France  and  publicly 
mentioned;  of  the  politically  much  more  in- 
fluential party,  whose  motto  was  "Aide  toi 
et  Dieu  t'aidera,"  little  was  known.  It  was 
not  till  the  revolution  of  1830,  which,  as  it 
was  afterwards'  stated,  was  greatly  supported 
by  this  fraternity,  that  the  world  became 
better  acquainted  with  them.  The  following 
is  the  deacripUon  our  authoress  gives  of  the 
St.  Simonians : 

The  strange  STStem  of  Saint  Simon — a  partial 
development  of  Fourier's  still  8trang:er  one  (al- 
though real  St.  Simoniana  deny  il)— was.  after 
the  death  of  the  gr«it  apostle  in  183G,  attacked 
and  defended  with  increased  passion,  and  St. 
Simon,  as  well  as  bis  doctrines,  revered  or  riJi- 
cnled.  Hia  disciples  took  every  opporlunily  of 
praising  his  heroic  conduct  in  the  North  American 
war  or  Liberation,  under  Bouillg  and  Washington, 
and  sought  there  the  first  impulse  for  hie  ideas  of 
amelioration;  others  fancied  that  his  incarcera- 
tion on  two  occasions  had  aroused  increawd  re- 
flection in  him  as  to  the  errors  of  society.  This 
may  have  been  the  case  in  his  French  prison,  for 
St.  Simon  had  never  mixed  himself  up  in  political 
affikirs,  and  was  imprisoned  for  eleven  months  in 
consequence  of  a  mistake.  The  9th  Thermidor 
liberated  him  again.  Till  the  year  1607  he  was 
exclusively  engaged  in  industrial  speculations, 
which  were,  however,  unsuccessful,  and  he  after- 
wards devoted  ten  years  to  the  preparation  cf  his 
later  doctrines.  Various  travels,  and  a  few 
pamphlets,  served  to  inform  the  public  of  his 
views,  which,  however,  were  not  received  with 
that  enthusiasm  he  had  snticipsted.  Disgust  at 
his  ill-success  drove  him  into  a  state  of  mono- 
mania, during  which  he  sought  to  put  sn  end  to 
hie  life.  He,  however,  was  unsuccessful  in  his 
attempt,  and  tiie  loss  of  an  eye  was  the  only  re- 
snh  of  the  desperate  design.  His  sctual  disci- 
ples only  adhered  lo  his  doctrines  after  his  death, 
while,  on  the  other  hand,  older  and  calmer  ob- 
■ervers,  who  had  an  insight  into  his  former  hfe, 
felt  so  much  the  less  sympathy  with  him.  Ex- 
altation, nearly  equivalent  with  madness,  had 
disturbed  his  senses,  long  before  his  death  ;  and 
the  compassionate  remark,  "  Ce  pauvre  fou," 
which  1  beard  from  his  intimate  friends  and  rela- 


tiona,  confinned  me  in  the  idea  T  had  formed  of 
his  character,  as  a  good-tempered  bnt  weak  one. 
He  felt  himwelf  strong  enough  to  make  every 
sacrifice  for  his  fa nciM  amelioration  of  aocie^; 
but  be  was  much  too  weak  to  see  through  m- 
triguers  and  adventurers,  who  look  advantage  of 
his  good-nature  and  generosity.  The  highest 
degree  of  exaltation  Jed  him  to  (he  most  extrava* 
gant  actions.  The  best  proof  of  this  will  be  found 
in  the  following  anecdote,  which  I  mention  with 
the  permissiMi  of  still  living  persons,  who  were 
very  closely  connected  with  him : 

Had.ime  de  Stael  was  sitting  one  day  in  her 
garden  at  Coppet,  when  a  gentleman,  perfectly 
unknown  to  her,  rushed,  in  an  indescribably  ex- 
cited condition,  towards  her,  threw  himsalf  at  her 
feet,  aud  incessantly  repeated : 

"  Madame,  joa  are  the  greatest  woman  on 
earth,  I  am  the  greatest  man,  yon  must  become 
mine — two  minds  in  such  affinity  as  ours  must 
be  united,"  &b. 

It  may  be  easily  imagined  that  such  an  address 
from  a  perfect  stranger  appeared  to  Madame  de 
Stsel  a  plain  proof  of  his  madness,  and  she 
escaped  from  him  as  soon  as  she  conld.  I  do  not 
know  what  passed  in  Si.  Simon's  mind,  when  he 
found  that  the  greatest  woman  on  earth  preferred 
to  finish  her  career  without  the  cfreatest  man  ;  bat 
it  was  certainly  one  of  his  fixed  Ideas  to  develop 
ereat  moral  powers  in  the  same  way  as  Frederick 
William  of  Prussia  strove  to  propagate  great 
physical  strength  in  his  army,  in  consequence 
of  this  fancy,  he  had  trsvelled  with  extra  post 
night  and  day  from  Paris  to  Coppet. 

Among  the  St.  Simonians  there  were, 
however,  many  simpletons,  whom  the  device 
of  the  fraternity,  "  each  according  to  hia 
ability,"  led  to  join  it,  aa  boot  cleaning  and 
potato  peeling  Vere  more  comfortable  avo- 
cations than  a  study  of  the  classics,  or  the 
acquirement  of  scientific  knowledge.  There 
were,  though,  many  very  talented  young  men 
among  them  ;  for  mstaoce,  Michel  Chevalier 
and  Felicien  David,  whose  names  require  no 
further  commentary. 

As  the  chief  residence  of  the  fraternity  lay 
in  Menilmontant,  a  quarter  thronged  wiUi 
workmen  and  laborers,  and  they  purposely 
opened  their  doors  and  windows  on  summer 
evenings,  so  that  their  behavior  might  be 
easily  noticed  from  the  street,  and  the  large 
garden  in  which  they  met  to  sing  was  open 
to  the  public,  they  soon  excited  sympathy 
and  attention,  and  made  proselytes.  But 
they  at  length  sunk  utterly  m  public  opinion, 
by  rendering  themselves  the  objects  of  public 
ridicule.  Many  of  these  really  talented  men, 
who  sought  greater  union  and  equality  ia 
human  society,  felt  a  strong  desire  for  ex- 
ternal signs.  They  chose  a  style  of  dress 
utterly  at  variance  with  that  in  vogue,  and 
which  necessarily  drew  great  attention.     The 
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abort,  light-blue  tunic,  tbe  broad  girdle,  the 
black  velvet  cap,  the  long  beard,  to  which 
Paris  was  not  so  accustomed  as  it  is  now, 
caused  the  mob  to  cut  the  most  comical 
capers  whenever  one  of  them  was  seen  in 
the  street;  and  on  that  day,  when  they 
walked,  two  and  two,  and  slowly,  along  the 
road  from  M(milmontant  to  tbe  Sessions 
House,  where  they  were  summoned  to  an- 
swer the  charge  of  contravening  the  law  re- 
lative to  public  assemblies,  public  ridicule 
did  more  to  cause  the  dissolution  of  the  fra- 
ternity than  even  the  judge's  sentence 
efifected. 

Our  authoress  had  an  opportunity  of  form- 
ing the  acquaintance  of  the  great  astronomer, 
Fran9ois  Arago,  through  the  kindness  of 
Alexander  von  Humboldt,  and  she  speaks  in 
terms  of  delight  of  the  very  agreeable  even- 
ing she  passed  at  the  observatory  in  the 
company  of  these  two  extraordinary  men. 
She  does  not,  however,  favor  us  with  any 
novelty  relative  to  the  brothers  Arago,  but 
proceeds  at  once  to  tell  us  something  about 
the  Dupins,  also  three  in  number,  and  whose 
acquaintance  she  formed  at  about  the  same 
time.  Tbe  following  anecdote  relative  to 
Andre  Dupin,  the  President  of  the  Chamber 
of  Deputies,  we  may  be  permitted  to  quote  : 

Dupin  was  ever  regarded  as  the  leader  of  the 
opposition  in  the  hour  of  neceBsity,  and  his  advice 
wad  sought  by  several  journalists  at  the  time  of 
the  prouiulgation  of  the  "  Ordonnances"  of  the 
25th  July,  1830.  His  reply  was,  that  the  laws 
alone  must  remain  in  effect,  and  tlie  ordonnaaces 
should  not  be  obeyed.  It  is  cert|in  that  this  ad- 
vice did  much  to  overthrow  the  throne.  When 
he  saw  it  fall,  after  Uie  three  days*  struggle,  he, 
like  most  of  his  friends,  felt  more  terror  uian  joy. 
He  was  an  earnest  defender  of  legal  measures, 
and  could,  by  no  possibility,  suffer  the  ever-in- 
creasing obscurantism  of  the  clergy,  and  the 
tyranny  of  the  king :  but  he  was  not  the  less 
disinclined  towards  democracy.  He  plainly  ex- 
pressed his  opinion  in  his  pamphlet,  **  Tne  Revo- 
lution of  July,  1830,"  in  whieh  he  stated  tliat 
France  would  not,  and  must  not,  have  a  republic, 
and  that  the  Due  d'Orleans  (Louis  Philippe)  must 
mount  the  throne,  both  from  his  situation  and  his 
antecedents ;  not  because  he  was  the  nearest  re- 
lation to  the  overthrown  royal  family — pas  par- 
ceque  Bourbon,  mais  quoique  Bourbon.  1  do  not 
know  whetuer  M.  Dupin  will  like  to  be  reminded 
of  this  pamphlet  at  the  present  day,  but  1  am  re- 
lating tacts. 

Although  the  three  Dupins,  like  the  three 
Aragos,  were  known  as  very  liberal  men  and 
haters  of  tbe  Jesuits,  still  the  manner  in 
which  tbe  idea  of  liberty  revealed  itself  in 
tbe  two  families  was  very  different.  The 
brothers  from  the  Pyrenees,  with  their  burn- 


ing, southern  fire,  openly  declared  that  the 
tree  must  be  plucked  up  by  the v roots,  and 
then  cast  away.  The  Nivernois  also  desired 
reformation,  but  in  moderation.  Tbe  former 
became  afterwards  republicans,  body  and 
soul — that  is  to  say,  what  are  termed  so  in 
the  present  day^-of  course  without  black 
soup  and  many  other  self-denials,  while  the 
Dupins  were  almost  regarded  as  aristocrats, 
according  to  the  present  acceptation  of  the 
term. 

Dupin  Vain^  must  have  had  some  hope  of 
success,  when,  on  February  24,  1848,  he 
led  the  Duchesse  d*Orleans,  that  princess  so 
esteemed  and  revered  by  the  French  nation, 
with  her  little  son  to  the  Chamber  of  De- 
puties, and  sought  to  direct  the  movement 
in  favor  of  the  Regency.  The  date  of  this 
attempt  is  still  too  fresh  for  us  to  discuss  it 
impartially  ;  but  what  person,  who  did  not 
desire  absolutely  to  overthrow  the  throne, 
could  regard  it  as  opposed  to  actual  liberty  ? 

The  temper  of  the  Chamber  appeard  fa- 
vorable to  this  proposal,  when  a  band  of 
miscreants  rushed  in  (under  the  command  of 
the  notorious  Lagrange,  as  is  now  well 
known)  and  dissolved  the  Assembly.  The 
young  Comte  de  Paris  was  in  considerable 
danger,  and  it  has  not  yet  been  satisfactori- 
ly proved  whether  his  handkerchief  was  un- 
fastened accidentally  or  by  some  one  grasp- 
ing his  throat.  Tbe  little  Due  de  Chartres 
concealed  himself  so  well  under  a  table  in  a 
neighboring  room,  that  tbe  duchess  did  not 
perceive  his  absence  when  she  was  driven 
out,  and  the  child  was  eventually  taken  to 
his  desolate  mother  in  female  attire  at  a  late 
hour  in  the  evening. 

Dupin,  consequently,  was  unsuccessful ; 
but  history  will  hardly  condemn  him  for  his 
design. 

About  the  end  of  1831  our  authoress  met 
these  notabilities  at  the  house  of  a  very 
agreeable  Portuguese  family,  where  Arago 
was  presented  to  Don  Pedro  of  Brazil.  It 
will  be  remembered  that  the  latter  was  forced 
to  quit  South  America,  in  consequence  of 
the  revolution  which  took  place  in  Rio  de 
Janeiro  on  April  6,  1831.  Our  authoress 
consequently  saw  him  a  short  while  before 
he  undertook  his  expedition  from  Terceira, 
and  when  only  three-and -thirty  years  of 
age: 

This  prince  was,  on  the  whole,  possessed  of  a 
very  attractive  manner,  and  1  must  here  contra- 
dict the  public  opinion  that  was  formed  about 
him.  As  he  only  enjoyed  a  short  life  of  thirty- 
six  years,  a  complete  metamorphosis  must  have 
taken  ^lace,  physically  and  \sNsst^>^^\^\^csa.^\^ 
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order  to  render  those  sBwrtioni  true.  Wben  I 
nw  biia  several  limes  at  ihU  house,  his  Sgare 
wu,  If  not  tall  and  imponing,  veiy  agreeable. 
He  poaseased  a  noble  dcmennor,  hU  eyea  sparkled 
with  animation,  and  his  talents,  aa  well  aa  hia 
deiire  to  leave  no  opportanity  unemployed  to  ex- 
tend bia  knowledge,  were  the  beat  methoda  to 
arotue  a  favorable  opinion  towards  him.  The 
BLoyal  InfanW,  the  Marquiee  de  Loali,  waa 
iIk>  present  wilh  her  husband  on  these  evenings. 
The  Beauty  of  this  youn?  couple  can  scarce  te 
described  by  words,  and  can  never  be  forgotten 
by  any  one  wlio  saw  them  in  the  full  bloom  of 
Tonth.  Both  were  the  ideal  of  beauty,  and  conid 
famish  the  text  for  those  children's  fairy  lalea 
which  always  commence : "  There  were  once  a 
^nce  and  princess,  who  were  so  beautiful,"  flic. 
The  Infanta  was  graceful  and  delicate  as  a 
nympb;  ber  features  resembled  the  purest  an tiqne 
model ;  add  to  thia,  a  fine  flashing  eye  and  her 
black  hair,  which  had  a  bleuAlre  tinge,  and  the 
■imple  white  wreaih  of  roses  she  almost  constant- 
Ij  wore,  and  it  may  be  credited  that  1  never  ibajl 
forget  this  beautiful  creature. 

a  the  marquis  showed  too  strongly  his  consci- 
onsikess  of  possessing  corporeal  advantages,  still 
this  weakness  may  be,  as  an  exception,  pardoned 
tdn,  for  thi?  posseB?iun  of  such  a  beaulifu]  Infanta 
mna  well  calculated  to  excite  feelings  of  vanity 
io  a  young  man. 

Allhough  the  French  perfectly  recognized 
the  faults  which  bnd  afterwards  stained  the 
revolution  of  '69,  still  they  were  equally  con- 
aciotis  of  the  first  good  ideas,  and  the  various 
mighty  events  that  emanated  from  it.  Their 
memory  atiti  retained  the  glory  of  the  en- 
raiog  epoch  of  brilliant  deeds,  nlicn  every 
eomiDg  day  saluted  a  new  hero  ;  and  though 
they  dare  not  expect  any  forgiveness  from 
the  whole  world,  still  the  hope  lived  in  them 
that  the  royal  family  had  forgiven  them,  for 
they  had  forgiven  the  royal  family.  The 
two  laws  brought  forward  in  1635,  one  to 
iodemnify  the  emigres,  the  other  against  sa- 
crilege, naturally  aroused  great  indignation. 
It  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  state  here, 
that  Lafitte,  who  at  that  lime  was  one  of  the 
most  important  members  of  the  opposition, 
was  not  entirely  opposed  to  the  indemnity, 
but  had  even  defended  it  against  his  own 
party  in  1817,  while  he  turned  with  horror 
from  the  law  which  demanded  the  punish- 
ment of  death  for  scacrilege.  We  need  not 
go  throQgb  Lafitte's  history  from  the  com- 
mencement, for  all  the  world  is  ncquainted 
with  it ;  but  the  following  may  not  be  gene- 
rally known : 

Althoueh  Fortune  is  represented  with  veiled 
eyes  standing  on  a  rolling  wheel,  and  the  justice 
of  this  allegory  can  never  be  appreciated  more 
folly  than  when   allied  to   sudden   popular  fivor, 


■till  while  everybody  was  well  veraedin  the  story 
of  Labtte's  rise,  many  erroneous  storiea  were  in 
circulation,  and  especially  in  other  countries,  as 
to  the  causes  why  hia  star  sank  below  the  hori- 
zon. The  multitude  on  one  hand,  and  hia  political 
friends  on  the  other,  believed  and  wished  to  pro- 
pagate the  belief,  that  hia  Immense  fottnne  liad 
bpen  sacrigced  in  tfae  cause  of  liberty.  This 
opinion,  however,  took  no  root  in  the  higher  finan- 
cial circles,  and  many  immense  speculstiona, 
difficult  to  manage  and  incautiously  entered  into, 
are  said  to  have  broken  various  spokes  in  bia 
Fortune's  wheel,  even  before  1830. 

LaGtte  himself  really  enthralled  everj  one 
who  approached  him,  by  hie  pleasant  and 
amiable  manners.  Hia  elegant  features,  his 
southern  animation  and  highly  peculiar  ac- 
centuation, an  extraordinary  memory  for  all 
he  had  read  or  seen,  and,  finally,  his  contin- 
ually increasing  political  influence,  attracted 
everybody  to  his  soirits.  Among  his  indmate 
friends,  who  had  rendered  themselves  con- 
spicuous after  the  peace  by  making  their  ap- 
pearance in  public,  and  revealing  their  senti- 
ments by  the  most  poignant  wit,  may  be 
counted  Beranger  and  Thiers.  This  now  so 
well  known  statesman,  who  in  the  ten  years 
between  1830  and  1840effected  so  much  good 
and  evil,  may  be  regarded  as  the  pen  of  the 
political  Lafittfl  ;  and  the  latter,  on  the  other 
hand,  as  the  lever  and  reflector  of  the  Xa- 
lional,  a  radical  paper  commenced  by  Thiers 
in  18^8. 

Tniers'  pamphlet,  written  in  1833,  "The 
Pyrenees  and  Southern  France,"  first  attract- 
ed popular  attention  to  him,  and  LnGtt«  soon 
recognized  his  reniarkable  talents.  He  clearly 
perctived  the  advantage  he  could  draw  from 
a  young  ambitious  publicist,  whose  career 
had  still  to  be  formed,  and  he  became  bia 
patron. 

Up  to  this  time  no  history  of  the  revolu- 
tion had  heen  written,  entering  into  the  de- 
taiU  of  the  various  events,  causes,  and  views  ; 
and,  in  fact,  no  one  had  dared,  during  tbe 
several  governments  which  followed  one 
another  after  '89,  to  represent  the  revolution 
as  having  anything  good  about  it.  The  re- 
miniscence of  sanguinary  and  horrible  deeds 
had  been  reehauffi  by  eye-witnesses,  but 
there  was  no  written  panegyric  of  the  im- 
provements which  bad  resulted  from  the 
overthrow  of  the  then  existing  relations.  To 
undettiike  this,  and  embellish  It  with  the 
most  flattering  colors,  was  a  diflicult  task  at 
that  day.  The  task  was  entrusted,  simultane- 
ously, to  the  talented  pens  of  Thiers  and 
Mijipiet.  In  the  year  1624,  these  young  naeo, 
still  poor  bachelors  and  friends,  inhabited 
,  a  modest  fourth  floor  together,  and  worked 
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with  indefatigable  zeal  on  their  histories  of 
the  revolution.  They  cautiously  passed  over 
every  terrible  deed  without  any  reproachful 
remarks,  to  represent  with  redoubled  zeal 
every  victorious  battle  with  its  brilliancy  and 
glory,  but  avoided  any  mention  of  the  misery 
necessarily  attached  to  to  it. 

The  public  has  never  properly  understood 
how  two  so  closely  united  friends,  of  nearly 
the  same  age,  worked  up  the  same  subject  at 
the  same  time,  in  two  different  works,  but  with 
the  same  tendency,  and  were  so  far  from  dis- 
playing the  slightest  rivalry,  that  they  mu- 
tually aided  one  another.  The  applause  that 
Mignet's  work  gained  was,  probably,  not  so 
universal  as  that  of  his  friend,  for  the  former, 
partly  through  taste  and  partly  because  he 
did  not  succeed  in  being  elected  to  the  Cham- 
ber, withdrew  as  far  as  possible  from  politics, 
more  especially  from  journalism,  to  devote 
himself  calmly  to  historical  studies. 

The  following  anecdote  of  Thiers  is  high- 
ly characteristic : 

In  spite  of  his  pliant  manner,  as  long  as  he  was 
minister,  and  his  great  talents,  he  was  compelled 
to  yield,  in  1840,  to  his  antagonist  Guizot.  I  fre- 
quently saw  these  two  statesmen,  who  had  both 
commenced  their  career  as  publicists,  at  the 
house  of  Bertin  de  Vaux  (then  proprietor  of  the 


Jaumcd  des  DSbala),  Still  Guizot  was  the  more 
intimate  friend  there,  and  on  simpler  terms  of 
friendship.  I  shall  ever  remember  Bertin  de 
Vaux's  sarcastic  and  scarcely  concealed  smile 
when  Theirs  paid  a  visit  on  the  first  occasion  afler 
his  being  appointtd  Minister.  The  servant  tore 
the  foldinff-doors  'Open,  and  announced  **  His  Ex- 
cellency the  Minister  of  the  Interior !"  I  knew 
Bertin  de  Vaux  too  well  not  to  read  his  thoughts 
when  the  new  Minister,  who  was  of  remarkably 
small  stature,  moved  in  slowly  and  with  immense 
grandeur. 

While  Lafitte  threw  himself,  with  all  the 
passion  of  a  talented,  energetic,  southern 
Frenchman,  into  the  arms  of  the  revolution, 
which  was  regarded  by  his  friends  as  the  re- 
sult of  the  highest  self-sacrifice,  by  others  as 
the  result  of  the  highest  ambition,  he  could 
not  pay  much  attention  to  domestic  affairs, 
or  have  much  intercourse  with  his  family. 
Now  and  then  astonishment  was  expressed 
that  the  only  really  pretty  daughter  of  the 
rich  Lafitte  would  not  present  a  son-in-law 
to  her  father.  At  length  the  eldest  son  of 
Marshal  Ney,  the  young  Prince  de  Moskwa, 
was  selected.  The  marriage,  however,  was 
very  far  from  being  a  happy  one,  and  the 
prince  eventually  was  forced  to  appeal  to  the 
public  courts  to  settle  his  domestic  circum- 
stances. 


Crawford's  great  Washington  Monu- 
ment.— I  cannot  leave  Rome  without  giv- 
ing some  account  of  the  monument  of  Wash- 
ington, which  is  being  executed  by  orders 
of  the  United  States  Government  by  Mr. 
Crawford,  an  American  sculptor  of  much 
merit.  It  will  be  the  largest  national  mon- 
ument of  the  kind  existing.  Ranch's  statue 
of  Frederick  the  Great,  at  Berlin,  is  conside- 

bly  of  less  proportions.  The  base  of  the 
Washington  monument  is  a  complete  circle ; 
on  this  a  star  with  six  points  is  raised,  and 
on  this  rises  the  actual  base  to  the  equestrian 
figure  of  America's  great  man.  Six  eagles 
surround  the  steps  on  the  circle,  and  six  co- 
lossal statues  of  eminent  Americans  surround 
the  pedestal — Henry,  Lee,  Mason,  Marshall, 
Allen,  and  Jefferson.  The  whole  is  on  a  gi- 
gantic scale,  from  sixty  to  seventy  feet  high, 
and  is  grandly  represented.    The  figures  of 


Jefferson  and  Henry  are  completed,  and  have 
already  been  forwarded  to  Muller's  celebrat- 
ed foundry  at  Mtmich,  to  be  cast  in  bronze ; 
the  others  will  successively  be  sent  to  the 
same  place,  and  for  the  same  purpose.  The 
whole  composition  bears  the  stamp  of  great- 
ness, and  testifies  the  vast  conception  of  the 
artist.  He  is  at  present  raising  the  figure  of 
Washington's  horse — a  real  mound  of  clay. 
A  small  model  of  the  monument  as  it  will  be 
when  completed,  decorates  the  immense 
studio  in  which  this  mammoth  work  is  being 
executed.  The  sides  of  the  pedestal  are  de- 
corated by  two  very  handsome  basso  relievos, 
the  one  representing  the  arms  of  the  State ; 
the  other  is  symbolic — a  figure  of  Liberty 
with  its  foot  on  Tyranny,  surrounded  by  the 
motto  •'  Sic  semper  iyrannis,^* — Letter  from 
Borne,  Nov.  30. 


